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Chapter 305 
Sienna Merdein (1) 


After passing through the Trade City in Samar, they reached the 
border of Kiehl, where Eugene would part ways with Cyan. 


“Make sure to explain things properly to the Patriarch and Lady 
Ancilla,” Eugene instructed Cyan. 


Before leaving, they hadn’t told the Lionhearts anything about the war 
in Samar. However, with how large the scale of the battle had been, 
and since the eyes of the Lionheart clan weren’t completely blind, 
news of the war in the Rainforest should have already reached them 
by now. 


Ancilla’s eyes might just roll back into her head in a faint once she 
heard that the next Patriarch of the family, her son whom she 
cherished so terribly, had been to such a dangerous battlefield. So 
Eugene had requested that Cyan make his way back to the Lionhearts 
before that could happen and tell them about the spoils from their 
victory in advance. 


“Tt’s not like I’ve been sent back with any injuries, and I’m returning 
with plenty of spoils, so Mother and the Patriarch should be overjoyed 
instead of concerned,” Cyan scoffed. 


After Eward had left for Aroth and Eugene was adopted into the main 
family, Ancilla had turned into a very soft-hearted mother. However, 
before that, during the days when Cyan’s rights of succession had been 
at stake, Ancilla was just as overbearing a mother as Tanis had been. 


Cyan still had clear memories of that time, and even now that he had 
become an adult, his body still froze up whenever he imagined the 
sight of an enraged Ancilla. Honestly speaking, Cyan was still afraid of 
her. So even though his earlier words might have been said with a 
calm expression, on the inside, Cyan was still worried that Ancilla 


might be angry with him. 


“Don’t be afraid, man,” Eugene encouraged him. “Just the spoils 
you’ve received from Ivatar alone could exceed the Lionheart clan’s 
budget over the next several years, and the corpse of an Ancient 
Dragon is something that an emperor wouldn’t be able to purchase 
even if he sold off his entire empire.” 


“That’s... that’s right,” Cyan said hesitantly. 


Eugene continued his persuasion, “Then there’s the other thing, you 
know, apart from all of the material stuff. You’ve also received a 
different kind of benefit, haven’t you? After all, didn’t you say you’d 
reach the Fifth Star soon? I’m sure the Patriarch and Lady Ancilla will 
be more excited about your achievements than anything else.” 


“That... makes sense,” Cyan said slowly as his stiff face relaxed under 
Eugene’s encouragement. Soon, Cyan nodded with a broad smile 
overflowing with confidence, “You can count on me. I’ll take care of 
everything such that none of the sparks from us going off without 
permission will land on you.” 


There was an old saying that enough praise could even make a bear 
dance. As Cyan walked off at a brisk pace, Eugene sent him away 
while waving his hand, thinking of that proverb. 


Well, it wasn’t like Eugene had lied about anything. It was true that 
Cyan had grown greatly over the course of this war, so even Ancilla 
couldn’t be too angry if he returned home while carrying plenty of 
loot. 


After seeing off Cyan, the rest of the party traveled through the warp- 
gate that took them straight to Aroth. After that, Eugene’s party of 
four naturally parted company with Lovellian and Melkith. 


The two Tower Masters had promised that they wouldn’t inform 
Aroth’s Royal Family, or anyone else, about Sienna’s recovery in 
advance. Eugene saw them off as they both returned to their 
respective towers, then he headed to the downtown area of Aroth 
along with Kristina. 


“Let me ask you this just in case, Hamel,” Anise suddenly spoke up, 
using Kristina’s mouth. While handing a lollipop to Raimira, who was 
holding on tightly to her other hand, Anise turned to look at Eugene 
and asked, “When you leave for your meeting with Sienna, I hope you 
don’t intend to go there looking like that.” 


Thanks to making haste on their return journey, they arrived a day 
earlier than the thirty days Sienna had promised. 


While scanning Eugene’s appearance from head to toe, Anise 
continued, “No matter what you might look like, that chick Sienna is 
sure to greet you with a happy smile, but if at all possible, I would 
prefer it if you try to dress up a bit fancier before you meet with her, 
Hamel.” 


“And what’s so wrong with my current appearance?” Eugene 
protested. “I don’t feel like ’'m lacking anything, no matter what angle 
you might look at me from.” 


“Hamel, I’m well aware that your face is a lot more handsome than it 
was in your previous life, but it’s also a disadvantage because you 
tend to evaluate yourself too generously. Ah, but then again, you were 
just like that in your previous life, weren’t you,” Anise said, cocking 
an eyebrow with a smirk. 


Then she sighed, “Though the truth is, the most frustrating thing 
about this argument we’re having is that even I can’t really think up a 
reasonable response to refute those arrogant words of yours. However, 
the important thing right now isn’t my mood and opinion on the 
matter; it’s what Sienna’s will be.” 


Anise narrowed her eyes as she scanned Eugene from head to toe once 
more. 


Unfortunately, it was just as Eugene had said. Even though they had 
been traveling at a brisk pace for nearly a month, there still wasn’t the 
slightest flaw in Eugene’s appearance. If she really had to pick one 
thing, it might be that Eugene’s disheveled hair looked a bit shaggy? 


However, even with shaggy hair like that, as long as one had a 
handsome face, it would come off looking like a wild style instead of 


feeling unkempt. His clothes, which had been cleaned every day with 
magic, also looked a bit frayed, but instead of looking slightly shabby, 
they instead seemed vintage... 


“ ,.Ahem,” Anise let out a low cough as she shook her head. 


With how cool Eugene looked in her eyes, he should also look the 
same in Sienna’s, but since they had the opportunity... Anise wanted 
to do something special for their reunion, which was taking place after 
three hundred years, that would make Sienna even happier. 


[Sister, strictly speaking, it’s not like this is really their first time 
meeting each other after so long, right?] Kristina pointed out. 


‘That might be the case, but the previous encounters between Sienna and 
Hamel were always coincidental, miraculous, sudden, and unusual. 
However, this time, aren’t they finally meeting each other after actually 
setting a date?’ Anise argued back. 


Kristina hesitated, [That... what you’re saying is... this means... that 
Sir Eugene and Lady Sienna’s next meeting is going to be a d-d- 
date...] 


‘Even if it is, it definitely won’t be as fun as the date we enjoyed together,’ 
Anise reassured her. ‘According to my research, Aroth doesn’t have 
anything like a fireworks festival scheduled for tomorrow.’ 


[Thank goodness that’s the case,] Kristina said with a heartfelt sigh of 
relief. 


“First of all, Hamel, let’s start by tidying up that messy hair of yours. 
It might look pretty good currently, but with just a little overall 
trimming, it will look much better,” Anise proposed. 


Eugene wasn’t given any right to veto her decision. And when it came 
to things like this, Anise was as deliberate and thorough as ever. Anise 
had approached Melkith for help even before they had arrived at the 
city, so she had her pick of the most skilled hair salons in all of 
Pentagon. 


Under the usual circumstances, it would have been impossible for 


them to enter one of these salons without a reservation. But with 
Melkith’s letter of introduction, Eugene found himself in one of the 
salons’ chairs without going through any complicated procedures. 


In his entire life, this was Eugene’s first time coming to a place like 
this. So what did he usually do to take care of his hair? Nina took care 
of his hair whenever he was at the main estate, and while he was 
studying abroad in Aroth, Eugene had just haphazardly cut it by 
himself. 


“Here, cut it right here. But don’t cut anything over there. We have to 
retain a bit of that wild feeling,” Anise instructed. 


Although Anise was just as much of a stranger when it came to hair 
styling, she insisted on clinging to the hairdresser’s side and kept 
interfering throughout the haircut. 


Even so, a pro was still a pro. The hairstylist managed to 
accommodate all of Anise’s requests without ever revealing any trace 
of displeasure. 


After Eugene’s hair was cut, his eyebrows were trimmed, and even his 
scalp and face received attention. The cosmetic essence that was 
created through a combination of magic and alchemy gave a soft glow 
to Eugene’s already naturally clear skin. Seeing his new appearance, 
Anise unconsciously clutched at her chest while Kristina had to 
swallow back a gulp. 


Before leaving the hair salon, they were also given a single-use magic 
comb that would allow Eugene to recreate his current hairstyle by 
brushing the comb through his hair. 


The next place they headed to was a tailor that was also 
recommended by Melkith. This time, Anise and Kristina watched, 
chewing their fingernails in intense focus, as Eugene tried on various 
outfits. 


After he had tried on several different clothes, Anise and Kristina 
jointly decided that the one that fit Eugene perfectly was a neat- 
looking tuxedo. 


Anise hummed thoughtfully, “With this tuxedo... you should slightly 
reduce the size of your cloak and reshape it to look like a coat — yes, 
that’s it! Perfect, let’s go with that.” 


But was there really a need to go this far? 


At some point in the middle of the chaos, Eugene had lost track of 
why they were doing all of this, but even so, he didn’t reject any of 
Anise’s suggestions. This was because he knew full well that, at times 
like this, it would just be easier on his mind and body to quietly go 
along with her orders. 


By the time they had finished all their preparations, night had already 
fallen. 


When they arrived at the hotel they had booked for their 
accommodation, Anise glanced at Eugene right as she was about to 
enter her room and asked, “What are you going to do for the present?” 


“What present?” Eugene asked in confusion. 


Anise gasped, “No way! Hamel, were you really intending on showing 
up empty-handed?!” 


Mer also chimed in, “Sir Eugene, really?! Were you really going to go 
there without bringing anything? Even though you gave Lady Anise a 
necklace as a gift!” 


“That’s... that’s because it was Anise’s birthday...,” Eugene defended 
himself weakly. 


“Tt’s true that it was my birthday at that time, but your meeting 
tomorrow will be just as important and exciting to Sienna as if it were 
her birthday,” Anise lectured. 


“Yes, that’s right,” Mer chimed in. 


This time, even Mer couldn’t help but feel grateful to Anise. Standing 


by Raimira’s side, Mer stopped eating her ice cream to glare at 
Eugene. 


“How about a bouquet?” Eugene awkwardly proposed. 


“You should think about it yourself, Hamel,” Anise ordered. “After all, 
you did come up with the idea of giving me my necklace all on your 
own.” 


She had already given him more than enough help. Or at least that 
was what Anise thought as she headed into her room. 


“What do you think about giving her ice cream as a present?” 
Raimira, who had entered Eugene’s room along with Mer, suggested. 


Just as Eugene had expected, Raimira didn’t feel depressed or 
resentful of Eugene due to Raizakia’s death. This was because there 
hadn’t been anything like fatherly affection between them, and it had 
been a great shock to Raimira when she was swallowed whole by 
Raizakia. 


Raimira cheerfully continued, “Ice cream is sweet, refreshing, and 
delicious, don’t you think? No matter who it is, if they receive a lot of 
ice cream as a present, they’re sure to be happy.” 


“Do you really think Lady Sienna is a simple little girl like you?” Mer 
scoffed. 


Raimira retorted, “Even though you say that, Mer, you’re the one who 
stole and ate more than half of the ice cream that originally belonged 
to this Lady.” 


“Food that you’ve stolen from someone else always tastes more 
delicious,” Mer professed without feeling an ounce of guilt. 


There was no point in listening any closer to the conversation between 
those two. As Eugene sat down in a chair, he pondered what kind of 
gift he should prepare for Sienna. 


The first thing that came to mind was a bouquet of flowers. He had 


thought that was a perfectly fine present to give. However, was it 
really a bit too simple? Then next up was... since Sienna was a 
wizard... how about a staff? But she already had Akasha, didn’t she? 


“Ah,” Eugene gasped as he suddenly recalled something. 


Her first reaction was anger. 


Sienna had just arrived at her mansion in Aroth. The mansion had 
been erected on a site personally chosen by Sienna and had been built 
to reflect Sienna’s ideal vision for her future. 


Since two hundred years had passed, she had thought that it might 
have changed a bit. However, even though she had expected some 
changes, hadn’t things changed a bit too much? The peaceful and 
quiet forest had become a bustling plaza, and the river that glistened 
in the sunlight and was filled with the stars at night had been 
completely filled in. 


As for the mansion? Fortunately, the building itself remained intact. 
‘But what’s with that statue?’ 


At the center of the Merdein Square, which had been named after her, 
stood a statue of Sienna holding up a staff. When Sienna saw this 
statue, her whole body shuddered as she cringed. 


It was certainly an accurate depiction of her. However, when she 
thought about the countless people who came looking for her statue 
every day to stand and pray in front of it, Sienna couldn’t help but feel 
embarrassed. 


“Just how much money have they made from selling my image?” 
Sienna grumbled 


Admission prices for entry to Merdein Square and Sienna’s mansion 
were exorbitant. Even so, there was an endless flow of tourists and 
examinees taking the Public Recruitment Exams of the Towers of 


Magic, streaming in, so much so that there were even lines. 


“Do they really think I picked this country to research magic just so 
they could make money off of me and fill their own treasuries?” 
Sienna growled, clenching her fists in anger before turning her head to 
one side. 


Focusing her gaze on the center of the Capital City of Pentagon, she 
could see the Royal Palace of Abram, which had been built in the 
middle of a lake. Even without witnessing all of this, Sienna had been 
thinking of visiting them sooner or later in order to discuss the issue 
of their treatment of Mer, but seeing as she had finally returned to 
Aroth, Sienna felt that it wouldn’t be enough to just rely on her words 
alone. 


But she couldn’t allow herself to go there and pick a fight right away, 
as now wasn’t the right time. Sienna took a deep breath and turned 
her head back once more. 


Looking at a clocktower erected nearby, the time was a little past 
11:30. 


‘Everything is fine,’ Sienna tried to tell herself. 


Her heart, which had just been pounding in rage, was now racing for a 
different reason. Sienna spun around while covering her own burning 
cheeks. 


She tried to calm herself, ‘I’ve completely reconstructed my body and my 
clothes... I’ve made sure to put on new clothes.’ 


The clothes she had worn before being sealed within the World Tree 
were already all worn out. As such, Sienna had made new clothes for 
herself to wear. Just in case he might think that she looked strange, as 
soon as Sienna had arrived in Aroth early this morning, she had 
looked around the city and taken references from the clothes of the 
passersby. 


Everything was fine. 


With all her preparations, she had done enough research to blend in 


nicely with the current era without giving off the feeling of someone 
from the past. Although she had already confirmed this, why was her 
heart still pounding so fast? While taking a few more deep breaths, 
Sienna headed towards her mansion. 


Her mansion was swarming with people. There were some people who 
couldn’t get in in time and were now standing in line outside. Then 
there were all the employees who guarded and maintained the 
mansion. 


These were far too many people. In her heart, Sienna really wanted to 
kick everyone out, but... she just let out a sigh and shook her head. 


‘Still, these people came all the way here because they truly respect me and 
want to pray to me. They’ve even had to pay a lot of money to do so.’ 


Such thoughts softened Sienna’s heart. In the end, Sienna didn’t drive 
any tourists away and entered her mansion without raising any sort of 
fuss. Naturally, she didn’t pay the entrance fee. The guards and the 
tourists weren’t able to pick up on Sienna’s presence even as she 
passed right in front of their noses. 


There was still a bit of time left before their promised meeting time. 


Sienna was going to take a look around the mansion in an attempt to 
calm her loudly racing heart. Although all of the scenery surrounding 
her mansion had undergone changes, the structure of the mansion and 
the furniture inside had been preserved to look just as they had been 
two hundred years ago; nothing had changed. 


After taking a walk through the halls, Sienna headed for her study in 
the annex. 


There were two study rooms in her mansion. The study in the annex, 
where Sienna had often dreamt up plans for the future, only stored 
books meant for casual reading. Books that were related to magic had 
deliberately been excluded from this library. 


Thanks to that, there were fewer tourists in the annex study. That 
being said, it still wasn’t anything close to quiet, but Sienna was able 
to tolerate at least this level of noise. 


Sienna’s footsteps came to a stop in front of her rocking chair by the 
fireplace. 


This fireplace had never seen much use. Especially in the two hundred 
years since Sienna had disappeared, this fireplace had never once been 
used, so it was perfectly clean without any trace of ashes. 


Upon seeing this sight, Sienna let out a snicker. Even the rocking chair 
in front of the fireplace — seeing how tidy it was without any sign of 
wear, it seemed that no one had dared to sit in it. 


‘There’s an alarm spell on top of the preservation spell,’ Sienna observed. 
‘I guess it’s meant to stop tourists from sitting on it.’ 


Such spells had been placed all over the mansion. Sienna snickered as 
she stretched her fingers out towards the fireplace. 


Fwooosh! 

Inside the clean and tidy fireplace, a flame suddenly erupted. 
“Ah!” 

“Wh-what the?” 


The tourists let out cries of surprise as the guards came rushing over. 
They immediately tried to extinguish the fire in the fireplace, but it 
was impossible for them to extinguish the flames ignited by Sienna’s 
magic. 


Sienna giggled as she left the annex in an uproar. 


The place in this mansion that attracted the most tourists was the 
magic study room in the basement of the mansion. Sienna had spent 
most of her life researching magic within that study. Perhaps because 
of that, she didn’t really feel like going there right now. 


‘Isn’t it noon yet?’ Sienna thought impatiently. 


Why does time have to pass so slowly? While rubbing her still- 
pounding chest, Sienna climbed the stairs in the hallway. This place 
was the second-most crowded place within the mansion — the landing 
on the stairs connecting the main hall to the second floor. 


This landing was placed right in front of the portrait of the “Wise 
Sienna” that was hung on the wall in the middle of the hall. 


“T need you all to be quiet for now,” Sienna muttered as she lifted a 
finger. 


She didn’t have Akasha or any other staff on her, but that didn’t pose 
any problems for Sienna. The spell she cast was activated without 
alerting any security spells in the mansion. 


The people gathered in front of the portrait began to leave one by one. 
Without even thinking about why they were doing it, they either 
headed down to the hall on the first floor or went up to the second 
floor. Finally, the landing in front of the portrait was left completely 
empty and silent. 


Standing in front of her own portrait, Sienna stared right into it. 


It had been two hundred years ago... that this portrait was painted. 
The king of Aroth at the time had personally requested that it be 
made, saying that it should be left as a record for future generations. 
When she refused to do so, even her disciples were driven to come to 
her and beg her to reconsider. 


Left with no choice, Sienna reluctantly agreed. Wearing her formal 
robes, Sienna had sat down in a chair in front of the painter. She 
hadn’t even wanted this portrait to be taken, and she — no, the Sienna 
from two hundred years ago — usually found it difficult to smile. The 
rare times that she felt able to smile were when she was talking to 
Anise or her other comrades. Apart from that, the few other times she 
found herself smiling came after she had created Mer. 


The painter responsible for painting her portrait had banged his head 
against the ground, begging Sienna to smile, even if it was ever so 
slightly. Since the portrait was meant to be left for future generations, 
he said they shouldn’t leave behind a cold expression like the one 


Sienna had on at that moment. 


This request just made Sienna feel tired and annoyed. Since she found 
herself incapable of smiling, Sienna just told him that if he really 
wanted to leave behind a portrait of her with a smile, he should just 
draw it on his own. 


That was how this portrait had been created. She had a soft smile that 
was different from her usual expression. The painter had done his best 
to infuse a sense of benevolence into Sienna’s expression. 


A Living Legend, an Archwizard who had left her name in Myth, and a 
Goddess of Magic; these were the titles that had been attached to 
Sienna in that era. He had wanted the future generations to be able to 
see Sienna, look up to her, and respect her, just as they did. So the 
painter had drawn a portrait of the Wise Sienna with a benevolent 
smile. 


“Tt really doesn’t suit me,” Sienna said as she chuckled at her own 
portrait. 


She had had the exact same thought when she first saw this portrait 
two hundred years ago. 


Sienna tried to smile like how her face in the portrait was smiling, but 
she couldn’t make it work. As her awkwardly raised lips returned to 
their usual position, she stretched her hand toward her portrait. 


A gust of wind suddenly blew in. 


There were no open windows, but the wind that blew through the 
mansion was as fresh as if it had just come from a forest. 


Sienna turned her head, surprised by the sudden gust of wind. At that 
moment, the wind picked up ever so slightly and blew past Sienna. 


Her hat was blown away. Sienna lifted her head as she pressed down 
her fluttering hair with both hands. She saw her hat, which had flown 
away in the wind, was caught in somebody’s hands. 


The hairstyle and clothes worn by the man who caught her hat were 
so stylish that they captured her attention with just a glance. Sienna’s 
eyes widened into circles as she took in his appearance. 


“T’ve found you,” Eugene said with a grin as he waved the hat that he 
had caught in his hands. 


Chapter 306 
Sienna Merdein (2) 


As her fluttering hair slowly settled down, Sienna stared into Eugene’s 
face, unable to say a word. 


This wasn’t the first time that they’d been reunited. Many years ago, 
Sienna had come to Aroth in the form of a mental projection. 


That time had been thanks to her detecting that Hamel’s heirloom, his 
old necklace, had appeared in her mansion. So Sienna had scraped up 
what little magic power she had left to create her mental projection 
and had searched Aroth to find the necklace. 


As a mental projection that couldn’t move as she wished, touch 
anything, or even say anything, Sienna had wandered through the 
plaza. 


But the magic energy infused into the necklace was far too weak to 
detect. At that time, Sienna had no choice but to choose the most 
difficult option of blindly searching for the necklace within that large 
and crowded square, but then... 


‘I found you.’ 


She hadn’t been able to hear his voice directly with her own ears. Just 
like how Sienna wasn’t able to transmit her voice to anyone, she also 
wasn’t able to hear anyone else’s voice. Even so, Sienna had sensed his 
voice. 


It was a voice that she had last heard three hundred years ago. A voice 
that she had fondly recalled and imagined speaking to her over and 
over again. 


Just the movement of his lips was enough for her to hear his voice. 
From Eugene, Sienna had heard Hamel say, ‘I found you.’ 


“ ,.Ahaha...,” Sienna chuckled. 


Their second reunion had happened inside the World Tree when a 
miracle that couldn’t normally have happened took place. Because of 
a combination of Sienna’s sealed consciousness, a miracle from Anise, 
who had turned into an angel, and a miracle from the World Tree, the 
center of the elven religion and the same World Tree that Sienna had 
been playing in since she was a child, a miraculous dream had been 
created. 


...And in that dream, she was reunited with Hamel. 

There were tears. 

There was laughter. 

Then they parted ways after making the following promises. 
Hamel had said that he would save Sienna. 

Sienna had said that she would go looking for Hamel. 

During their third reunion, both their promises were fulfilled. 
odds 

This was their fourth reunion. 


A reunion that had been long-awaited. She had spent countless times 
wondering what they would talk about when they met. 


But even though she had given it so much thought, Sienna still 
couldn’t scrounge up a single topic inside her head to spark a 
conversation. 


Unable to recall what to say, Sienna just stared at Eugene, who was 
standing in front of her. 


To think that they would both be able to survive like this, being in the 


same place as each other once more. While breathing the same air, 
seeing the same sights, able to approach each other whenever they 
pleased, able to touch each other, and able to hear each other’s voices. 


Her concerns about whether this dreamlike moment was, in fact, 
actual reality were enough to make Sienna’s hair turn white. 


“Ha...,” Sienna’s laughter faded. 


She didn’t want to let out any tears, so Sienna had to purposely force 
herself to laugh. Even if they were tears of joy, she didn’t want to 
show him such an ugly and shameful expression. 


However, she wasn’t able to control her surging emotions as she 
wanted to. Her eyes kept involuntarily blinking, the tip of her nose 
was twitching, and her heart was pounding like it had been clenched 
in some sort of vise. 


Sienna tried to say something, “That’s...” 


She was still trying not to cry. Sienna placed a hand on her chest as 
she tried to control her breathing. 


Getting a firm grip on her dampening eyes, Sienna looked straight at 
Eugene and asked, “What’s... what’s with that look?” 


Why did he look so much different from what he had looked like 
during their previous reunions? 


It was causing her heart to race even faster. 


His smooth cheeks, without a single scar, seemed to be glowing, and 
his shaggy bangs had been tidied up to give a clearer view of his eyes. 
He was wearing a spotless tuxedo without any wrinkles and a coat 
draped over his shoulders... 


Seeing him dressed like this was enough to make Sienna wonder... 


Sienna stammered, “It-it looks like you dressed up for my sake. A- 
ahem, s-so it looks like you really do secretly have quite a cute side, 


don’t you?” 


“Ts that really something you should say?” Eugene replied with a grin 
on his face as he approached Sienna. 


Eugene also felt the same sense of excitement stirring in his chest. 


Eugene wasn’t the only one who had put a lot of effort into dressing 
up for today. He had thought that the outfit he had seen her in last 
time already looked good enough, but Sienna had also changed into a 
new set of clothes. 


“J-I didn’t change my outfit for your sake,” Sienna denied. 


Eugene was slowly getting closer. Wouldn’t he soon be able to hear 
the sound of her loudly racing heart? While having such concerns, 
Sienna pressed down firmly on her chest. 


Sienna hesitated, “This is just... uh... ahem, about my clothes, it’s just 
that too much time had passed, so they were all worn out... Mhm... 
I’ve also noticed that a lot of things have changed between then and 
now, so I was just trying to wear some clothes that fit in with the 
current era—” 


“Alright, alright,” Eugene said with a grin as his steps came to a halt. 
While staring directly into Sienna’s face from the now closed distance, 
he said, “It looks good on you.” 


“ ,.What?” Sienna said, taken aback. 


Eugene repeated himself, “I said that it looks good on you. What about 
it?” 


“You... a-a-are you crazy?” Sienna stammered, her face having turned 
bright red. 


While trying to cover her overheated face with both hands, Sienna 
staggered back a few paces. 


What did he say just now? It, it looks good on you? He said that to 


me? Something like that? That stupid, idiot, bastard Hamel? 


“What’s with your reaction?” Eugene questioned. “I put a lot of 
thought into those words, you know.” 


Sienna stuttered in shock, “Uh... u-u-um, no, th-th-that’s just, you... 
could it be that you drank a little before coming here?” 


“Why would I have a drink before coming here to meet with you?” 
Eugene asked in confusion. 


Sienna protested, “It’s because you’re saying things that aren’t like 
you, things that really don’t suit you—!” 


“Really now. It’s not like I said anything strange,” Eugene grumbled as 
one hand started rummaging through the pockets of his coat for some 
reason. 


When she said that those words weren’t like him and didn’t really suit 
him, Eugene naturally was already fully aware of that. Whether it was 
in his previous life or after he had been reincarnated, Eugene wasn’t 
the sort of person to say such words. 


So it wasn’t like he hadn’t felt strange saying them, but even though 
he had felt strange, he had still spat out those words. A lot of time had 
passed since they had last met in real life, and he knew just how 
desperately they had each longed for this meeting, just as he knew 
that they no longer needed to cling to their old regrets — not 
anymore. That was why he had uttered such a compliment that didn’t 
really suit him, but now, Eugene was embarrassed because Sienna’s 
reaction to it wasn’t all that positive. 


“,.Ahem,” Eugene awkwardly coughed as he glanced at Sienna’s 
current outfit once more. 


Then he swallowed a sigh of relief that he had listened to Anise. 


Should he give the present to her now? No, it should be a bit later. If 
he gave it to her now, Sienna might just kick up another fuss about 
how such an action really didn’t suit him, and Eugene might really die 
from embarrassment. 


“’,.Oh, that’s right,” Eugene changed the subject. “There was 
something that I wanted to ask you.” 


“Wh-what is it?” Sienna stammered. 


What do you think of me? Do you like me? In that short moment, 
questions like these repeatedly popped up inside Sienna’s head. 


However, Eugene asked something completely different from the list 
of questions Sienna had imagined, “It’s about the last time after we 
killed Raizakia. Before you disappeared, what were you trying to say 
to me?” 


She had hastily gotten her hopes up, but it still hurt to have her 
expectations betrayed... Sienna’s lips parted in a daze, and she blinked 
repeatedly as she registered the question. 


Soon, Sienna regained her composure as she let out a sharp shriek, 
“Ah!” 


Then she stomped over to Eugene. 


Although Eugene flinched back in the face of Sienna’s sudden advance 
and tried to take a few steps back, Sienna wasn’t going to allow 
Eugene to escape. A furious thrust of her hand stabbed deeply into 
Eugene’s coat, grabbing hold of his left hand that had just been 
rummaging within and pulling it out. 


“You!” Sienna growled as her eyes lit up with a bloodthirsty light. 


She was glaring at the ring finger on his left hand that she had spotted 
a month ago, just before she had disappeared. While she was in the 
middle of reconstituting and repairing her body inside the World 
Three, Sienna had made some lengthy deductions about this ring’s 
true identity. 


She had soon come to an initial conclusion. 


‘No, I must have just seen it wrong.’ 


Her eyes must have been mistaken since she had been on the verge of 
disappearing. Although this was a rather forced conclusion, Sienna 
had decided to embrace it for now. She had assured herself that she 
would just need to take a closer look and confirm it with her own eyes 
when they met one month later. 


She, who had been called the Wise Sienna, had come to such a forced 
conclusion because there was a month left before they could meet, a 
month in which she wouldn’t be able to go and check it for herself, 
and she really didn’t want to deal with that mental stress. In fact, she 
already knew that she hadn’t seen it wrongly but was deliberately 
ignoring the truth. 


And now, the thing she had been ignoring had transformed into an 
undeniable reality and was now being etched into Sienna’s eyes. 


Eugene did have a ring on his left ring finger! 


Sienna’s hair slowly began to float upward as she stammered, “You... 
Y-y-You! You’re... married? Engaged? Wh-what’s with this? To 
whom?!” 


She suddenly recalled the warning that she had heard from Mer. 


There are a lot of foxes, no, starving wolves prowling around Sir Eugene. 


She had also been trying to ignore those words, but now, there was no 
longer any need for her to do so. As for why that was? It was because 
Hamel, no, Eugene, was currently right in front of Sienna. 


Sienna stuttered, “I-i-is it... Anise?!” 


Anise Slywood. If it was Anise, a woman who had such a snakelike 
side to her, then she could definitely be described as a starving wolf. 


Sienna was also well aware of what kind of feelings Anise had for 


Hamel. 
‘And her fate was incomparably more pitiful than mine,’ Sienna recalled. 


Although she could have somehow escaped her fate if she had truly 
wanted to, Anise had chosen not to do so and had accepted her fate. 
While remaining pure her entire life, Anise had lived the life of a 
religious idol as the Saint. 


The fate that Anise had accepted would steal from her the happiness 
she deserved and would make it impossible for her to rest even in 
death. Anise had been fully aware of these facts, yet she had still 
decided to accept her fate. For the sake of the future, for the sake of 
the world, and because their future generations would need the Saint. 


But what if Hamel hadn’t died... 


What if all five of them had survived, slain the Demon Kings, and 
saved the world? Anise wouldn’t have needed to accept such a fate. 


What was so good about being the Saint? Even if it meant going up 
against the Pope and the entire church, even if Anise herself were to 
refuse, Sienna would still have chosen to carry Anise off so they could 
have a future together with Hamel. 


However, she hadn’t been able to do so. Hamel had died, and they 
hadn’t managed to slay all of the Demon Kings. They were defeated. 
So they had needed to make contingencies for the future. 


That future was now. Anise had sacrificed herself and become an 
angel. The immoral and blood-soaked miracle of the Holy Empire of 
Yuras had created a Saint who looked just like Anise for the current 
era, while Anise, who had become an angel, now dwelled within the 
Saint of this era. 


Sienna had sincerely wished for Anise’s salvation. As such, if it was 
Anise who was now with Eugene, then she would be able to accept it 
to some extent. 


However! 


‘She made a move before me?’ 
That couldn’t be allowed. 


‘If they’ve only just exchanged rings, then that’s still alright, but... just how 
far have they really gone?’ 


Sienna’s eyes kept shaking. While she knew that thinking about 
precedence in an issue like this was strange, still... if at all possible, 
Sienna had hoped to come before Anise! 


“...No way...,” Sienna muttered to herself. 


Sienna’s shoulders shook as she suddenly thought of another scenario. 
What if...? 


“T-is it the one who looks like Anise, the Saint of this era...?” Sienna 
asked, thinking that it was definitely possible. 


Rather than Anise, who had become an angel, the Saint of the current 
era, who was alive and well, was more suspicious. That Saint could 
have been influenced by Anise, who dwelled within her, to exchange 
rings with Hamel... and perhaps... it was also possible that the Saint 
herself could have fallen in love with Hamel. 


“Calm down,” Eugene tried to tell her. 


What crazy idea was she having now? Letting out a snort, Eugene 
shook his head. He had experienced a similar reaction before, so he 
was now used to it. 


Naturally, Sienna wasn’t able to immediately calm down just because 
Eugene said to. With eyes that were rapidly growing colder, she glared 
into Eugene’s face. 


“You son of a bitch,” Sienna cursed. 


Eugene sighed, “I’m telling you to calm down.” 


Sienna refused, “You motherfucker.” 


“Hey, hey. Stop cursing and take a good look at it. Shouldn’t you be 
able to tell that this isn’t an ordinary ring?” Eugene persuaded her. 


He wanted her to calm down and take a good look? Huffing angrily, 
Sienna glared at Eugene’s ring. 


... The fact that the ring was being worn on the ring finger of Eugene’s 
left hand had clouded Sienna’s judgment, but indeed, now that she 
was looking at it properly, she could tell that it wasn’t just any 
ordinary ring. 
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...Ah... ahem,” Sienna let out an awkward cough as she brought 
Eugene’s hand, which she was still holding tightly, up for a closer 
look. Then she opened her eyes wide as she stared into the ring on his 
finger, “...Your left ring finger... if it’s combined with a magical 
contract, that means this ring is the symbol of a promise. That’s right, 
each finger does have its own different meaning, but the ring finger of 
the left hand has always held that sort of symbolism ever since ancient 
times. Both in the fields of sorcery and in magic... ah—!” 


Eugene snorted, “Yeah, go on.” 


Sienna coughed once more, “Ahem... In fact, I have to say, I was 
actually already aware of this, Hamel, no, I mean, Eugene. I really was 
aware of it already. Why wouldn’t I be able to tell what it was right 
away? There’s no way that I, Sienna Merdein, the greatest and wisest 
wizard in the continent’s history, wouldn’t have noticed the truth. I 
was just, I was just playing a practical joke on you.” 


The light had now returned to her cold, dead eyes. Unaware of how 
red her own face had become, Sienna kept rambling. 


“This is... ahem... it’s definitely a magic ring. Not just any ordinary 
magic either; it’s been enchanted with ancient divine magic...,” 
Sienna muttered as her face moved closer and closer to Eugene’s left 
hand. 


What a large hand... There were raised veins on the back with calluses 
as hard as steel on the inside of his palm. He had long, rugged fingers, 


and, this close, she could smell the slight scent of his body. All of 
these factors caused Sienna’s face to grow even hotter. 


She had gotten too close. If Eugene tilted his hand even slightly, it felt 
like the back of his hand would be able to rub against her cheek. 


“J-I’ve gotten a good look at it,” Sienna stammered as she belatedly 
came to her senses and let go of Eugene’s hand. 


Then Sienna stepped back, cooling off her face by fanning her cheeks 
with both hands. 


Eugene stared at Sienna with a smile on his face. 


“ ,.What are you looking at?” Sienna grumbled, pouting in response to 
his gaze and obvious amusement. 


“Tt’s just strange to see you like this,” Eugene said as he pointed his 
finger at something behind Sienna’s back. 


He was pointing at the smile that had been drawn onto Sienna’s 
portrait by the artist. That benevolent expression on the portrait gave 
off a completely different feeling to the real Sienna’s face. 


Sienna huffed sulkily, “...Hmph, it seems you like that expression? I’m 
sorry, but even if I wanted to, I just can’t make that sort of smile work 
for me. Even at that time, I had the same expression as I do now. The 
person who painted the portrait did it all on his own—” 


“Tt doesn’t matter to me either way. Rather than a portrait you can’t 
even touch or talk to, I prefer the real you who keeps grumbling and 
clicking her tongue,” Eugene confessed. 


He was doing it again! Sienna’s jaw dropped as she stared at Eugene. 


“Y-you’re doing this on purpose, aren’t you?” Sienna accused once she 
had regained her composure. 


“Doing what?” Eugene responded innocently. 


Sienna cried out, “You keep saying things that aren’t like you—! 


“Really now, you’re making such a fuss even though I’m giving you 
compliments,” Eugene complained as he tucked Sienna’s hat, which he 
had still been holding on to, inside of his cloak. 


“Why are you putting my hat inside there?” Sienna demanded. 
Eugene shrugged, “Just cause.” 


If she wore this huge hat, it would be hard to see Sienna’s face. In fact, 
from now on, he would be able to see her face every day, but just for 
today, Eugene wanted to see Sienna’s face clearly. 


Of course, he wasn’t going to say such thoughts out loud. Moreover, 
Eugene didn’t want to admit that he had such thoughts, even to 
himself. 


Clearing his throat, Eugene turned and glanced out the window before 
asking, “...Are you just going to keep staying here?” 


Sienna blushed, “W-well... it’s just been so long since I last returned 
home, so I was taking a little look around. In fact, there’s no need to 
stay here any longer. Since the insides haven’t changed a bit, what is 
there to even see?” 


“Alright then, do you have anywhere that you want to go?” Eugene 
asked. 


Sienna retorted, “Wh-why do you have to keep asking me? Huh? What 
about you? Don’t you have anywhere you want to go?” 


“Ahem,” Eugene cleared his throat once more as he sauntered over to 
Sienna. “For now, shall we head outside?” 


“Tf-if you want to,” Sienna acquiesced. 


“Well then, why don’t you get a bit closer to me,” Eugene requested as 
he inserted both hands into his cloak. 


Sienna didn’t try to understand what Eugene was going to do and 
instead just drew closer to Eugene with a deepening blush on her face. 


“It might be a bit cold outside for you,” Eugene commented out of 
consideration for Sienna. 


It wasn’t strange for Eugene to say so. While it was always warm in 
the Rainforest to the south, currently, it was early winter in Aroth. So 
naturally, there was no reason for Sienna to mock him for saying this. 
After all, the comment was meant to show consideration rather than 
prompt a response. 


Eugene took a cloak he had purchased after wandering through the 
city in the early morning hours and draped it around Sienna’s 
shoulders. 


It had a vintage purple color. A short cape rested on her shoulders 
while the rest of the gold-embroidered cloak continued below the cape 
and flared out at Sienna’s thighs. Eugene had picked this cloak 
because he thought its color would go well with Sienna’s purple hair, 
and it had worked out just as he had thought. 


Sienna was struck dumb. 

What was she going to say? 
Would she call him crazy? 

Would she ask him, why a cloak? 
What if she said that it was tacky? 


Eugene felt nervous that Sienna might make such a provocative 
comment, so he kept glancing at her face. 


However, Sienna wasn’t able to say anything, and it seemed like she 
was even having some trouble breathing properly. 


What was this cloak? 


A gift. 
To whom? 
To her. 


Sienna’s thoughts went through a cycle of these questions before 
coming to a standstill. 
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Flutter. 


The hem of the cloak wrapped around her shoulders tickled Sienna’s 
calves. While enduring his embarrassment, Eugene adjusted the fit of 
the cloak for her. 


The cloak was feather-lined. It didn’t have any sort of accessories 
attached, but Eugene thought it might look quite pretty if she pinned 
on a brooch as well. 


Should he have bought a brooch separately? For a moment, such a 
thought ran through Eugene’s head, but even if he regretted it now, it 
wasn’t like he could just magically make a brooch appear, could he? 


But truthfully, it wasn’t like he didn’t have any on him right now. 


Even though it had been transformed into the shape of a coat, the 
Cloak of Darkness could still faithfully perform its usual functions. 
There was a multitude of things stored inside Eugene’s coat, and 
among these, there were also various accessories. They were intended 
to be used as goods that could be exchanged for actual currency in 
remote areas where the Lionheart clan’s black card wasn’t able to 
work. 


Among his accessories, there were also several ornate brooches 
worthy of being attached to the collar of this cloak. However, Eugene 
felt that personally attaching a brooch to Sienna’s collar with his own 
hands would be too much embarrassment for him to bear. 


Apart from a brooch, wasn’t there anything else he could give her to 
wear? The moment that he thought of this question, something came 
to mind. In other words, Eugene had already thought of the answer to 
that question. 


The Lionheart badge. 
A family sigil that could be worn on a formal dress or cloak. 
‘Are you insane?’ Eugene reprimanded himself. 


Even though Eugene already knew the answer to the question of what 
he wanted to pin to her collar, he couldn’t do so because of his last 
remaining strand of rationality. Attaching the Lionheart badge to the 
collar of Sienna’s cloak was an act that could cause a truly immense 
amount of misunderstandings. 


‘She could at least say something,’ Eugene thought desperately as he 
erased all thoughts of brooches and badges from his head. 


Eugene lifted Sienna’s collar slightly while glancing up into her face. 
Even though the raised collar was now touching her cheeks, Sienna 
still didn’t say anything. She was staring right at Eugene with wide 
eyes, but not a single sound was escaping her half-opened lips. 


The distance between them was very close. He could smell the fresh 
scent wafting off of her lightly fluttering purple hair. Eugene didn’t 
think that this was the first time he had seen Sienna’s face from such a 
short distance, but perhaps because it had been so long ago, or 
perhaps because of a change in perspective... there were a lot of 
things that he felt like he was finding out all over again. 


Like how Sienna had long eyelashes or how her pupils looked so 
bright. Like the subtle heat of her body temperature emanating from 
her and the not-too-dark shade of her pink lips. 


“...Ahem,” Eugene coughed as he shook his head to clear a 
momentary dizziness. 


Then, while trying not to reveal the feelings that had just come over 
him, Eugene gave Sienna a light pat on the shoulders. 


It was only after this slight shaking of her body that Sienna came to 
her senses. She took a deep breath and skipped a few steps backward. 
Then she snapped her fingers and cast a spell. 


Creating a magical mirror that floated right next to her, Sienna looked 
at herself in the mirror and commented, “I don’t know who picked it 
out for you, but it looks good on me.” 


She moved her body this way and that and even spun around on the 
spot. The hem of her cloak swayed in sync with each of Sienna’s 
movements. 


Perhaps because it had been purchased in the capital city of Aroth, 
which was called the Magic Kingdom, even a cloak like this had been 
enchanted. Though there weren’t any impressive applications of magic 
by Sienna’s standards. 


The hem of the cloak had been enchanted to move on its own so as to 
not interfere with its wearer’s movements, and magic had also been 
applied to keep it clean, preserve its shape, and retain its wearer’s 
body temperature. There weren’t any enchantments that would 
provide a defense against physical attacks, resistance to magical 
attacks, or any type of aid in casting spells. 


In other words, these enchantments meant that this cloak was neither 
a weapon nor armor. The spells to keep it clean, preserve its form, and 
help maintain body temperature weren’t exceptional examples of such 
enchantments either. They were only on the level of making it slightly 
cooler in the summer and slightly warmer in the winter. It was just a 
piece of clothing whose designers had attempted to provide a certain 
level of convenience. 


But it was precisely because of that, that Sienna felt so overwhelmed 
with emotions upon receiving this cloak. The reason why a guy like 
Hamel had given her this cloak that couldn’t be used as either a 
weapon or a piece of armor... 


“Tt’s pretty,” Sienna muttered as she looked at her reflection in the 
magic mirror. 


She didn’t feel any shame or embarrassment from saying these words. 
Sienna was already so full of those emotions that they were causing 
her face to be about as red as a well-ripened apple. And thanks to her 
head being so overheated and her heart racing so fast, she had found 
it difficult to say anything. 


However, now that she had finally said something, she felt like she 
wouldn’t stutter or stop the next flow of words either. 


With a bright smile, Sienna looked at her reflection in the mirror once 
more. This was the cloak that Hamel, no, Eugene, had specifically 
picked out as a gift for her. Sienna spun around to look at Eugene. 


“How is it? Does it look good on me?” Sienna asked. 
“Tt really looks good on you,” Eugene complimented. 


Sienna asked suspiciously, “I’m asking this just in case, but this cloak, 
did you really pick it out yourself? Or did someone else pick it out for 
you? Someone such as Mer or Anise.” 


Eugene grumbled, “I chose it myself. What about it?” 


Sienna giggled smugly, “Hehehe, to think you would actually show 
some fashion sense. I don’t believe you had such good instincts for it 
in your previous life, did you?” 


“What do you know?” Eugene scoffed. “The only type of clothes that 
we ever wore in our previous lives were our armor, cloaks, and 
robes.” 


Sienna corrected him, “We wore a lot of clothes apart from those. 
There were several times when we followed Vermouth to a party he 
had been invited to, and we also wore formal attire whenever we had 
an audience with a prominent high-ranking aristocrat or king.” 


“Tt’s not like I, or really any of us were allowed to pick what clothes 
we would wear at those times. In any case, even in my previous life, 
my fashion sense when it came to picking clothes was pretty amazing. 
So... um... I made sure to pick this cloak out for you... ahem,” 
Eugene’s words trailed off with an awkward cough. 


Sienna giggled as she got rid of the magic mirror and turned to look 
out the window. 


“Like you said, it really does look cold outside,” Sienna assessed. 


“Although I don’t think this cloak is actually meant to be worn in 
winter.” 


Eugene huffed in exasperation, “Hah, in that case, just take it off 
then.” 


“Don’t want to. I’m definitely never taking it off,” Sienna refused as 
she walked past Eugene with a mischievous smile. “Since I’m wearing 
some new clothes, shall we take a walk outside? Ah, let me tell you 
this in advance, Eugene, I may have lived in Aroth for quite a long 
time, but that was two hundred years ago, alright? This country has 
changed so much from when I last lived in it. So I’m not really 
familiar with this country, much less this city.” 


“T’m not too familiar with it either,” Eugene warned her. “I might 
have lived here for about two years in the past, but back then, most of 
my time was spent confined to the Towers of Magic or Akron.” 


“Even so, you should know a lot more than I do at the moment, 
right?” Sienna pointed out. “I have to say, this is a really strange 
feeling. It’s like I’ve traveled through time... though it’s not like I need 
to tell you how that feels.” 


Eugene changed the subject, “Shall we get something to eat?” 
“Are there any stores that you would recommend?” Sienna asked. 


“There’s one that sells crab,” Eugene said as he recalled the restaurant 
he had visited with Lovellian a few years ago. 


They had gone to that restaurant because Eugene had happened to 
casually mention the dish, but the ice crabs, which were a specialty of 
Ruhr, that he had eaten there were quite delicious. 


Sienna looked doubtful, “Crab? You’re talking about that crab? The 
thing that looks like an insect of the sea with claws and a hard shell?” 


Eugene sighed, “Don’t you think you’re being a bit too harsh on 
crabs?” 


“There’s really no difference between them. Prawns and crabs are 
exactly like the insects of the sea. Eugene, do you find insects 
delicious?” Sienna asked mockingly. 


“No, like I said, they aren’t insects,” Eugene tried to argue. 


“In any case, I don’t want to eat them,” Sienna said as she glanced 
over to check Eugene’s expression. 


In fact, Sienna was the type to dislike seafood in general, not just 
things like crabs and shrimp in particular. 


This was because Sienna had lived in the center of the Rainforest, 
which was far away from the sea, from her childhood to adulthood. It 
was also because of her memories from when she fell into the sea 
while having to deal with an attack by sea monsters and black wizards 
— back when they were crossing the sea to Helmuth after Hamel had 
first joined the party. 


It was Hamel who had saved Sienna when she was about to be sucked 
into a whirlpool. Hamel had barely managed to keep hold of Sienna, 
who had lost consciousness, and the two had drifted along with the 
ocean currents that had been churned into a frenzy by a spell. 


This was back when they were both strangers to each other. The two 
of them eventually landed on a small island far from their ship. Sienna 
came to her senses shortly after they reached the shore, but because of 
the injuries from her mana reflux, she wasn’t able to use any of her 
magic right away. 


“Ahaha,” Eugene smiled and made a noise of realization as he recalled 
back to that time. 


The island that they had arrived at those three hundred years ago 
hadn’t been a deserted island. Black wizards who served the Demon 
King had been hiding in the interior of the island. These black wizards 
sent demonic beasts to kill the intruders who had washed up on their 
shores — ugly and blood-stained, crab-shaped demonic beasts with 
huge claws and shrimp-shaped demonic beasts with horns as sharp as 
awls, whose bodies writhed in the air as they galloped. 


This might be stating the obvious, but Hamel and Sienna were able to 
survive on that island without any problems. Hamel was able to 
eradicate the demonic beasts while protecting Sienna, who was 
temporarily unable to use any magic, and he even managed to 
slaughter the black wizards who were gathered at the center of the 
island. Then a few hours later, they rode on a rescue boat that had 
arrived at the island and returned to their ship. 


“So you're acting like this because you remembered what happened in 
the past, back when you had to hide behind me while trembling in 
fear, right?” Eugene said with a smirk. 


“That’s not it at all, though?” Sienna denied it with feigned 
nonchalance. 


“What do you mean it’s not,” Eugene snorted. “Back then, you said 
that you couldn’t fully trust me, so you almost got killed by the 
demonic beasts while trying to explore the island on your own.” 


To tell the truth, it wasn’t really because Sienna hadn’t trusted Hamel 
but because of a complex mix of several different sources of 
embarrassment. 


So you can’t even fly in the sky, huh? While teasing Hamel with those 
words, Sienna had streaked through the skies over the sea while 
shooting out her spells, only to shamefully be hit by a counterattack 
and crash into the sea. 


She was extremely grateful that Hamel had leaped into the sea to save 
her, but Sienna was also ashamed of the embarrassing sight that she 
couldn’t help but pose due to her soaking wet clothes. She had just 
intended to take a moment to quickly dry her clothes before moving 
on, but she ended up being even more ashamed when she was forced 
to cry out ‘Kyaaah!’ at the sight of the invading demonic beasts... 


“T said that it’s not,” Sienna insisted sulkily. 


Setting everything else aside, Eugene was correct that this was where 
Sienna’s dislike of shrimps and crabs came from. 


Stuck in a situation where she wasn’t able to use her magic, Sienna 


had faced those demonic beasts, those creepily giant crabs and 
shrimps with their rolling eyes and red froth at their mouth that 
looked like bubbles of blood, and she could still clearly recall the 
helplessness and terror that she had felt back then. 


“In any case, I don’t want us to go and get some crabs,” Sienna 
insisted. 


Come to think of it, it was starting from that island that Sienna began 
to pay close attention to Hamel. 


‘Because you helped me. Because you leaped into the sea to save me and 
protected me when I was unable to use my magic,’ Sienna thought fondly. 


—Hey, you can stop shaking now. You’re fine, aren’t you? Your magic? 
You’re saying that you can’t use your magic right now? Really now, it just 
never ends, does it? No, like I said, you’re still fine, aren’t you? So what if 
you can’t use your magic right away. It’s not like you’re on your own. With 
me here, there won’t be any problems, okay? 


—wWhat? You say that you can’t trust me? Haaah, you really are 
ridiculous. Hey, don’t do anything stupid and just stick close behind me, 
got it? Again, don’t do anything strange, and instead of screaming your 
lungs out if you get scared, just pinch my side. 


—wWe’re going to be okay. There’s nothing to worry about. 


—I promise I'll protect you. 


“You're still a dense, stupid asshole,” Sienna reluctantly muttered. 


“Why are you insulting me all of a sudden?” Eugene asked in 
confusion. 


“Hey!” Sienna chided. “Just think about it carefully. How exactly do 
you go about eating crabs? Huh? You tear off their legs, suck out the 


meat, and chew on the shell, right? Do you really think I want to show 
such a sloppy appearance in front of you?” 


Eugene sighed, “Really now? I was wondering what you were trying 
to say. When we were in the Devildom, whether it was crabs or what, 
we ate all kinds of things, from bugs to demonic beasts. You had no 
problems eating with your bare hands back then.” 


“That was the Devildom, and this is this!” Sienna retorted. 


“Also, since this current era has gotten a lot more convenient, you 
don’t even need to use your hands when eating crab,” Eugene 
informed her. “The meat is sucked out nicely for you with magic.” 


“Tf I say that I don’t want to eat it, you should just accept that I don’t 
want to eat it,” Sienna huffed. 


Eugene smiled, “I know you’re just being stubborn because you’re 
embarrassed for no reason.” 


“T said that I don’t want to eat it! Let’s just head out and walk around 
a bit. Do you have a beggar in your stomach!1]? Are you really that 
hungry? In fact, I’m not hungry at all. I just want to walk around with 
you and take a look at—” Sienna’s voice, which had been spitting out 
words in a fit of pique, came to an abrupt stop. 


Sienna’s lips flapped soundlessly for a few moments before she 
abruptly sprinted past Eugene and raced down the stairs. Was she 
crazy? What did she say just now? 


‘Well, if it’s now, I think it should be alright to say those kinds of words to 
him...,’ Sienna may have thought this to herself, but it didn’t work out 
so well when she tried to put it into practice. 


As expected, Sienna Merdein’s personality was the same as it had 
always been. Eugene clicked his tone in disappointment as he watched 
Sienna’s back burst through the doors of the mansion as if she was 
running away from something. 


“She’s still just as troublesome as ever,” Eugene muttered. 


But that was exactly why he had missed her so much, wanted to see 
her, and was happy now that she was here. Eugene grinned as he 
followed Sienna out of the mansion. 


“Tt’s not like either of us is so busy that we don’t even have the time to 
get something to eat,” Eugene said as he approached Sienna, who was 
standing with her back turned to him. 


“That’s not the issue.” Sienna hesitated, “It’s just that I, with you... 
since we were able to survive like this and meet once again after so 
long...” 


“So you're just feeling impatient?” Eugene asked bluntly. 
“Tl kill you,” Sienna hissed. 


“Whether it’s going on a walk with you, taking a look around, or 
sightseeing... from now on, we'll be able to do all of that forever...,” 
Eugene promised her before turning away slightly and letting out an 
embarrassed cough. 


At these words, Sienna flinched and turned to look at Eugene in 
surprise. 


“Did I say anything strange? Why are you looking at me with sucha 
surprised look?” Eugene asked defensively. 


“Hmmm...,” Sienna hummed thoughtfully. 


“Or else what? Should we stop meeting each other from today 
onwards? Now that everyone has been able to return safely and we’ve 
shown our faces to each other, we should go our own ways from now 
on. Is that what you want?” Eugene asked sarcastically. 


“How could I!” Sienna shouted while shaking her head violently. 
Then, in a softer tone, “There’s no way that’s the case. We can’t do 
that, and I don’t want us to do that. It’s just... it’s been three hundred 
years, Eugene. It’s been so long, and so much time has passed. Both 
for you and for me.” 


Sienna’s face was still heated from earlier. Even though she had been 
just fine when she first came to Aroth. 


Sienna hesitantly continued, “You... were reincarnated, and I’ve 
managed to recover after almost dying. During those long three 
hundred years, a lot of things have changed. One of those things is 
your new name, Eugene Lionheart. Honestly speaking, I still feel 
awkward saying your current name. I feel like I’ll just keep calling you 
Hamel without even realizing it.” 


“Tt doesn’t matter what you call me. No matter what my name is now 
or how much the world has changed, I’m still the same me that you’ve 
always known,” Eugene reassured her. 


“Mhm, that’s true,” Sienna agreed before insisting, “But even so, I 
want to call you by your current name. If I had to say why, it’s 
because it’s your name in the present day. The fact that you are the 
same you that I’ve always known just makes it even more important 
for me to confirm that you’re still here in the present as yourself.” 


After stopping and starting a few times, Sienna finally managed to 
complete her explanation. 


From the moment she had met Eugene until now, Sienna’s face had 
been flushed red. The emotions that Sienna admitted to but was 
unable to confess were exactly the same now as they had been three 
hundred years ago, even though so much time had passed. Even 
though Eugene’s scarred visage had changed and he had become a 
completely different person, Sienna’s feelings for him hadn’t changed 
at all. 


Sienna rested a hand on her chest as she tried to calm her breath. 
There was no need for her to try and deny her feelings. 


‘But I still can’t help but feel embarrassed,’ Sienna thought. 


She was still just as excited and embarrassed as she ever was by 
everything that this man in front of her said and did. 


“Eugene,” Sienna poured all her emotions into her voice as she called 
out his name. “Eugene Lionheart.” 


This name would be dropping from Sienna’s lips over and over again 
from now on. 


Sometimes with the feelings left over from hundreds of years ago and 
sometimes with the feelings created at that very moment. 


With all of her annoyance, her anger, her joy, her amusement, and her 
love. 


She might be smiling, she might be crying, or she might even be 
hugging him when she said it. 


This name would become more special to Sienna than any other word 
while also coming more frequently to her lips than any other word. 


Sienna firmly stated, “Today absolutely cannot be allowed to be the 
last time we meet. We... since we weren’t able to meet for the past 
hundreds of years, then, no matter what, we need to be together for 
hundreds of years more.” 


As Sienna said this, her voice was still embarrassed as ever, but even 
more than that, it was earnest and sincere. 


“Today is the first day of the rest of our lives,” Sienna whispered in a 
quiet yet clear voice. 


Then Sienna spun around and started walking away. The emotions 
that Sienna had just managed to calm down were about to begin 
rampaging once more. The words that she had spoken just now kept 
running through her head. 


‘Good work, me,’ Sienna thought happily, giving herself a mental pat. 


Sienna felt proud of herself for finally managing to put her feelings 
into words. Since she had said so much, even that stupid, dense idiot 
shouldn’t be able to doubt Sienna’s feelings for him. 


And naturally, that was precisely the case. In the first place, Eugene 
had managed to vaguely sense Sienna’s feelings for him, even during 
his previous life. But with the era and their situation being what they 


were, he just couldn’t do anything about them. If all of the Demon 
Kings had been slain and the world had become peaceful — Eugene 
would also have been able to properly respond to Sienna’s feelings. 


“Even though I wasn’t able to save the country in my previous 
lifel2],” Eugene muttered to himself with a smile as he started 
following behind Sienna. 


Though since he had taken part in killing three of the Demon Kings, if 
you really thought about it, Hamel could be said to have saved several 
countries. 


“Why are you going off by yourself even though you said we should 
stay together?” Eugene asked once he had caught up with Sienna. 


“Wait a few moments before following me,” Sienna ordered. 
“Why?” Eugene insisted on asking. 
What did he mean why? It’s because my face is so hot. 


Sienna swallowed the words just as they were about to rise up her 
throat, and instead, she patted her cheeks with her hands. 


1. This is a Korean idiom for being very hungry. A similar idiom in 
English might be ‘as hungry as a bear.’ @ 


2. In Korea and other Asian countries, those who have excellent luck 
are often said to have saved the country in their previous lives. So 
when he says this, Eugene is marveling at his luck in romance even 
though he wasn’t able to save his home country of Turas as it was 
conquered by Nahama in the years since. = 


Chapter 308 
Sienna Merdein (4) 


“T woke up immediately afterward, though I wasn’t actually able to 
move my body just yet,” Sienna said as she described what had 
happened to her after Raizakia was killed. 


Once her soul had left the dimensional rift, it returned to her body 
that was sealed within the World Tree. 


It was all because of Raizakia’s poison that Sienna had been sealed 
away for the past two hundred years. That poison hadn’t just affected 
Sienna but had invaded all the elves who had stood in Raizakia’s way 
at that time. 


But the World Tree wasn’t simply the largest and oldest Fairy Tree. 
The World Tree was a sacred tree that had existed long before the race 
of elves had even been born into this world. That was why the elves 
regarded the World Tree as the center of their religion. Whether it was 
their deceased ancestors or their own future deceased selves, all elves 
believed their souls would be guided to the World Tree after dying to 
safeguard their race. 


It was unknown whether this was truly the case, but it was an 
indisputable fact that the World Tree was able to perform miracles 
similar to those of the God of Light. 


“You might have experienced this as well, but such a miracle was only 
able to be performed by working through the spirits dwelling within 
the World Tree,” Sienna revealed. 


Controlling those spirits with summoning magic was impossible. This 
meant that such miracles couldn’t be performed at will like they could 
be with divine magic. 


Sienna continued, “The elves and I could survive for those two 


hundred years because the Spirits of the World Tree were actively 
neutralizing the poison in our bodies. However, with Raizakia dead, 
that annoying poison completely vanished.” 


Thanks to that, Sienna and the elves regained consciousness, but it 
was still impossible for them to start moving on their own right away. 
Sienna needed to restore her broken body, and she also needed to 
arrange meetings with the elves who were waking up in ones and 
twos. 


“The power of the World Tree has been greatly weakened because it 
had to do so many things in these two hundred years. It must have 
consumed a lot of power by just lending me the strength needed to 
drive away Raizakia while protecting both me and the other elves, but 
then it needed to send my soul to your side and even bring you back 
from the brink of death,” Sienna reminded Eugene. 


The elves, who had now awoken from being sealed, had decided to 
concentrate on taking care of the World Tree for the time being. 


Located somewhere in the depths of the Samar Rainforest, it seemed 
that the elven territory would continue to reject any visitations from 
outsiders, just as it had been doing so far. 


“There are also quite a lot of elves in the Lionheart estate,” Eugene 
informed her. 


Three years ago, Eugene had brought back around a hundred elves to 
live in the forest within the Lionheart estate. He had also made sure to 
publicize this fact. This was done to publicly assert the Lionheart’s 
position as the greatest source of support for the elves and also spread 
the word that they would provide unconditional protection to any 
wandering or escaped elves. 


Since then, the number of elves living with the Lionhearts had 
increased little by little as escaped elven slaves and elves that either 
wandered around or lived in hiding to avoid being enslaved arrived at 
their gates. 


There were also a few owners of elven slaves and slave traders 
themselves who had knocked on the Lionhearts’ doors. 


This was because of the offer that the Lionhearts had attached to their 
proclamation. The Lionhearts would pay a bounty for any elf brought 
to them. However, a few of those visitors had also been hoping to use 
this as an opportunity to open up a relationship with the Lionheart 
clan. 


Eugene didn’t know the full details regarding this issue. This was 
because of Gilead and Ancilla, who were in charge of the family and 
were responsible for dealing with this kind of matter. In any case, the 
number of elves living within the Lionheart’s forest had increased 
considerably, their number having already surpassed a hundred and 
fifty. 


“There are also three saplings from the World Tree,” Eugene added. 


Thanks to the elves’ diligent care, the saplings had also shown 
tremendous growth. The Lionheart forest also benefited a lot from the 
saplings. 


The current Lionheart forest was as rich in mana as an ordinary 
leyline, and there was an abundance of spirits as well. This naturally 
led to the strengthening of the Lionheart clan’s knightly orders. The 
rich mana helped accelerate the advancements of the Knights, and the 
ones who were considered particularly outstanding among their 
number had even managed to sign a contract with the spirits. 


“That’s good news,” Sienna said with a cheerful laugh. “After we all 
woke up, the Elven Elders’ first concern was about the elves who 
hadn’t been in the territory at that time.” 


Eugene suddenly thought to inform her, “Signard is also at the 
Lionheart estate.” 


At these words, Sienna’s steps came to a halt. It had been Signard’s 
parents who had picked up and raised Sienna after she was abandoned 
in the Rainforest. Although Sienna and Signard were of different races, 
they regarded each other as siblings. 


“.,.Elder brother... is he well?” Sienna asked cautiously. 


“He did catch the disease, but he looks healthy enough,” Eugene 


reassured her. 


In regards to the Demonic Disease that had killed many elves, Sienna 
was also well-acquainted with that disease. 


Three hundred years ago, the Demonic Disease had begun to spread 
among the elves from the moment that the Demon Kings of Helmuth 
had aimed their blades at the continent, causing the deaths of 
countless elves and the corruption of many others as they became 
dark elves to escape their deaths. 


“Thank goodness,” Sienna said with a sincere sigh of relief. 


Seeing Sienna’s eyes grow damp with unshed tears, Eugene quickly 
added, “No, I’m telling you, he really is very healthy. He eats well 
every day and even goes out on walks. And I don’t know where he 
keeps getting them from, but he keeps giving Mer candies and sweets 
while saying she really resembles you. Do you want to know what he 
did when I told him that he shouldn’t feed that kind of thing to Mer 
since it wasn’t good for her body?” 


“What did my elder brother do?” Sienna asked. 


Eugene answered, “He tried to give her the roots of some kind of plant 
or tree while saying they were good for the body and tasted sweet 
when chewed. Can you believe that?” 


Sienna smiled, “Did Mer really chew on those?” 


“Would you?” Eugene scoffed. “She accepted it with a grateful 
attitude, then threw it away later.” 


Sienna giggled as Eugene spoke. 
Two hundred years was a long time, even for the elves. 


During the short period after they had barely managed to survive 
Raizakia’s attack, the souls of the ancestral elves dwelling within the 
World Tree had given Sienna the knowledge of how to overcome her 
current crisis. That was how Sienna managed to conceal their territory 


to protect the World Tree and the elves within while also interfering 
with the memories of all the elves who had been left outside. 


“At that time, I was already dying,” Sienna recalled. 


So how had she been able to cast such a spell all on her own? Her 
memories of that time were faint. It was the same case when she tried 
to recall how she had managed to block Raizakia’s breath attack. Even 
in perfect condition, it would have been impossible for Sienna to 
defeat Raizakia all by herself, but at that time, Sienna had actually 
been on the verge of death from the huge hole in her chest. 


At that moment, Sienna absolutely shouldn’t have been able to stop 
Raizakia. If the World Tree and the other elves hadn’t lent their power 
to Sienna, Raizakia’s Breath would have melted away the World Tree, 
those hundreds of elves, and Sienna as well. 


Sienna thought back to that moment, “I just... I had to do it. I had no 
choice but to do it. That was the thought running through my head. 
Honestly speaking, the current me is incapable of using the same spell 
that I used back then.” 


Although Sienna herself had cast that spell, the will that had enabled 
her to do so wasn’t Sienna’s own. 


She had cast an ancient spell that came from an era that had been 
forgotten even among the long-lived elves. In Aroth, research on 
ancient spells that were similar to what Sienna had managed to cast 
was steadily progressing, but from the very beginning, there were 
many mysterious points about this so-called “ancient” era. This was 
because there were hardly any complete remnants or materials left 
from that time. 


All the scholars had managed to figure out was that the ancient era of 
the distant past had literally been an Age of Myth. This Age of Myth 
was the era in which the God of Light, who currently possessed the 
most widely worshiped and widespread religion on the whole 
continent, had actually walked the earth, and many other gods were 
said to have also been present during that period. 


The ring that Eugene was currently wearing on his left ring finger was 


a holy relic of Agaroth, who had been worshiped as a God of War 
during that ancient era. 


Sienna paused before saying, “...Vermouth, he—” 


“There’s no need to talk about him right now,” Eugene interrupted 
what Sienna was about to say. “That isn’t something I should listen to 
all on my own... and I think you would also have a hard time talking 
about it right now.” 


Don’t blame Vermouth. 


Back when Eugene had first met with Sienna’s mental projection 
within the World Tree, that was what Sienna had said. 


Eugene hesitated, “I’ve already said this earlier; regarding Anise... she 
might have died, but it’s actually like she’s still alive.” 


Eugene told Sienna everything about Anise and Kristina. He told her 
of how Anise, who had become an angel, now dwelled within the 
Saintess of the current era, so she was still around, even if it was only 
in the form of her soul. 


“Tt might be a bit strange to say this, but she’s actually doing quite 
well. Even now, she’s taking care of Mer so that you and I can meet 
like this. As such, while we do need to talk about Vermouth... let’s do 
it later, once we’ve met up with Anise,” Eugene proposed. 


Mer was currently staying with Anise, but this was something that 
Mer had actually proposed in the first place. Instead of following 
Eugene, Mer had said that she would rather stay behind with Anise 
and Raimira. 


But, to tell the truth, this was all a cunning ruse on Mer’s part. She 
was worried that if she went with him, Eugene might be distracted by 
the fact that Mer was observing from inside his cloak and would be a 
bit too careful with his behavior. It would also allow Mer to keep an 


eye on the cunning Saint sisters so that they wouldn’t be able to 
interfere with Eugene and Sienna’s date. 


“Hm, alright,” Sienna finally agreed with Eugene after giving it some 
thought. 


Unaware of the truth behind Mer’s absence, Sienna resumed walking 
together with Eugene once more. She had tried to talk with Eugene 
about Vermouth the last time they had met. However, they hadn’t had 
all that much time back then, and Sienna had also thought that she 
needed to be careful about what she said to Eugene. 


The five heroes from three hundred years ago were all tied together 
by strong bonds. However, Sienna thought that, even among their 
five, the bond between Vermouth and Hamel had to be the strongest. 
Among all of their party, Vermouth was the one who Hamel was most 
strongly focussed on, and throughout their journey, Hamel had always 
been trying to surpass Vermouth. 


Hamel was the only one who saw Vermouth in that way. 
To the others, Vermouth was the perfect hero who none could surpass. 


To save the lives of his comrades and preserve Hamel’s soul, 
Vermouth had even managed to drag the Demon King into making an 
oath that had ended the war, and he had accomplished this all by 
himself. 


Then Vermouth had gone and tricked everyone by faking his own 
death and had even struck Sienna with a deadly wound that could 
have killed her. To think that the reason Vermouth would go so far 
had something to do with him arranging for Hamel to be reincarnated 
as his own descendant. 


Even now, Sienna couldn’t understand it. If Vermouth had desired 
Hamel’s reincarnation and enacted a plan to arrange it, and if he had 
just told Sienna about his plan, then Sienna would have naturally 
cooperated with Vermouth. Because Sienna had desperately desired 
the return of Hamel just as much as Vermouth had. 


However, Vermouth hadn’t done so. At that time, Vermouth didn’t say 


anything to Sienna. 
‘But was that really Vermouth?’ Sienna asked herself. 


Sienna had felt a strong sense of incongruity from the moment 
Vermouth had attacked her. His eyes felt so cold it was as if Sienna 
was staring into something lifeless. But Sienna had yet to confide all 
her suspicions about Vermouth to Eugene. 


Hey! Hamel, listen closely. Although the one who tried to kill me seemed 
like Vermouth, he didn’t really seem like Vermouth. Got it? 


With an expression that seemed to dismiss the significance of her own 
wounds, that was all Sienna had said to him when they had met in the 
World Tree. Sienna had felt it would be best to leave things at that for 
now. Even though she had been left in a state where she was still 
barely alive, practically dead, Sienna had thought that Hamel, who 
was now all alone, might drive himself into a torturous frenzy if she 
told him the truth with a teary and miserable expression. Sienna had 
no desire to see Hamel go on a rampage while filled with fury and 
rage toward Vermouth. 


“But now, you’re no longer alone,” Sienna quietly said to herself. 


Anise was now at Eugene’s side, and so too was Sienna. More than 
anything else, Sienna just felt that it was fortunate that Eugene was no 
longer alone. 


“What are you muttering all of a sudden?” Eugene grumbled. 
“Tt’s nothing,” Sienna said with a giggle as she shot a sideways glance. 


She kept taking glimpses of Eugene’s face as he walked right beside 
her. 


After leaving the mansion, the two had walked through Merdein 


Square and were now walking down the city streets. They didn’t go 
into any of the restaurants or cafes nearby. Sienna was perfectly 

happy and satisfied with just walking with Eugene as they watched 
people duck in and out of shops before continuing down the street. 


“So much has changed,” Sienna commented. 


“Of course, I’ve changed,” Eugene said defensively. “I died and was 
reincarnated into a completely different body, after all.” 


Sienna corrected him, “I wasn’t talking about you.” 


“Then why were you looking at my face when you said it?” Eugene 
responded. 


“T wasn’t looking at your face, though?” Sienna weakly tried to deny 
it. “I mean, I really wasn’t looking at your face. I was... looking at the 
scenery of the city past your face.” 


This wasn’t a complete lie. When Sienna said, ‘so much has changed,’ 
she really wasn't talking about how much Eugene’s face had changed 
from Hamel’s; instead, Sienna was talking about the city of Aroth, 
which had changed so much from how it had once looked in her 
memories. 


However, it was true that, while looking at the city, Sienna had also 
been staring at Eugene’s face. 


Sienna changed the subject, “Did you know? See those Floating 
Stations up in the sky. I’m the one who made all of them.” 


Eugene nodded, “I heard about that when I first arrived in Aroth.” 


The guide that Eugene had hired back then had boasted about it. It 
was said that the fifteen Floating Stations that floated in the sky above 
the capital city of Pentagon were all created by the Wise Sienna 
herself. 


“Making those things was honestly quite time-consuming, but it was 
actually a pretty fun pastime. The King of Aroth at that time provided 


all the materials needed to make them and even supplied the budget 
that I requested,” Sienna revealed as she narrowed her eyes and gazed 
up at the stations floating in the sky. 


Even now, after three hundred years, the Floating Stations created by 
Sienna were still operating without any issues. 


“In fact, there wasn’t really any need for me to do so, but perhaps, at 
that time, I... 1 wanted to somehow leave something like a trace of my 
presence in this world,” Sienna confessed. “Although I didn’t have any 
intention of establishing a kingdom like Molon did. For this country... 
I wanted to leave behind an imprint of the name ‘the Wise Sienna’ so 
that it would still be remembered even hundreds of years later.” 


So that someday, when the time came to release Hamel’s soul that had 
been preserved inside her necklace... if she was then able to reunite 
with Hamel in Paradise, Sienna wanted to be able to say proudly just 
how much a single wizard had managed to develop and change a 
country. 


“Now that I think back on it, I think I did a good job. I constructed 

them so perfectly that they’re still working just as well as ever, and 
now... you and I are both able to look up at them together,” Sienna 
declared proudly. 


After having said that, Sienna suddenly thought up a fun and exciting 
idea. She took a quick glance at their surroundings before grinning 


slyly. 


Eugene was all too familiar with that smile on her face. He saw it 
whenever she was about to play a cheeky prank on someone. For 
example, the time when the two of them secretly stole Anise’s holy 
water and drank it by themselves. With that smile on her face, Sienna 
would always giggle and then whisper her idea to him. 


“Tm getting a bit bored of walking, so how about we go up there?” 
Sienna asked with a bright smile as she raised her finger to point at 
the sky. 


As had often been the case in the past, Sienna didn’t wait for Eugene 
to reply. After going up onto her tiptoes, she slowly began floating 


upwards. 


Eugene tried to argue, “But I’ve heard that you need a permit to fly 
above the capital?” 


“Who says?” Sienna sniffed. 
“The laws of this country,” Eugene replied bluntly. 


“Hah! Do you really think that the laws of Aroth apply to me?” Sienna 
snorted as she slowly rose up into the sky. Then she turned to Eugene, 
who was still standing on the ground, and reached out her hand with 
an offer, “If you don’t have the confidence to fly in the sky by 
yourself, would you prefer to hold my hand?” 


Eugene was also able to fly in the sky on his own. However, instead of 
flying by himself, Eugene just grabbed onto Sienna’s hand with a 
defeated smile. But when he did so, it was Sienna who showed an 
alarmed expression at his acceptance of her offer. 


“Stupid idiot,” Sienna averted her eyes slightly and grumbled to 
herself with a blush before pulling on Eugene’s hand. 


If she was just going to be embarrassed by it, then she shouldn’t have 
offered it in the first place. 


Although Sienna and Eugene had just flown up into the sky from the 
middle of the city, none of the people walking the city streets paid any 
attention to them. It was because of Sienna’s magic. She didn’t want to 
receive any annoying attention while she and Eugene were walking 
around by themselves, so she had spread a wide-ranged perception- 
nullifying spell around them. 


‘IT don’t want anything to disturb this moment,’ Sienna thought as she felt 
Eugene’s warmth and presence coming from the hand holding on to 
hers. 


While relishing in the loud sound of her pounding heart, Sienna flew 
higher and higher. 


Even though she was dragging him along by his hand, she couldn’t 
feel any burden coming from Eugene. After all, Eugene also knew how 
to fly in the sky. Right now, he was just allowing himself to get pulled 
along by Sienna’s hand like a balloon. 


Naturally, Sienna was also aware of this fact. But she didn’t feel the 
need to make any complaints about it. Instead, she just enjoyed the 
touch of his hand. 


“Hmm,” Sienna hummed in thought as she suddenly stopped rising 
any higher and came to a halt. 


When she glanced back over her shoulder, she saw they were far 
above the city. From up here, Sienna could see the lake she had made 
three hundred years ago and the royal palace of Abram standing 
proudly in the center of that lake. She could also see all five of the 
Towers of Magic. 


She could also see Eugene’s face. His body heat that she could sense 
coming from his hand seemed to have risen slightly from what it had 
been earlier, but Eugene’s expression wasn’t any different from how it 
usually was. Seeing his face like this, for some reason, Sienna felt like 
she had lost to him, so Sienna put a little more force into her grip on 
Eugene’s hand. 


“What are you doing?” Eugene asked. 
“Just hold on a moment,” Sienna said as she stretched out one hand. 


At this gesture, a staff made from a tree branch appeared in Sienna’s 
hand. Although it was nothing compared to Akasha, Sienna had 
personally made this staff from one of the World Tree’s branches. 
Sienna slowly waved the staff in the air. 


If one were an Archwizard, one of the most powerful of all wizards, it 
was possible to cause a temporary downpour or blizzard. 


Of course, it was difficult to spread this phenomenon over a wide 
range. Making it rain over a single village was one thing, but making 
it rain over a city was a completely different matter. 


Sienna turned her head once more to look upwards. 


The Floating Stations of the capital city Pentagon didn’t just play the 
role of housing warp gates. Every factor of the climate in this city was 
controlled by a spell that had been created by linking all fifteen 
Floating Stations together. This spell not only kept the summer from 
being too hot and the winter from being too cold, but it could also 
control the weather. 


It was set so that it never rained too much or snowed too much; these 
weren’t particularly large examples of interfering with the weather, 
but this minimal amount of tampering ensured the peaceful daily life 
of the citizens who lived in the capital as well as a pleasant journey 
for the countless tourists who visited each day. 


Thanks to this spell, the weather forecast in the capital was never 
wrong. 


Today, the weather in the capital was forecast to be a clear sky with a 
slight winter chill. The forecast had also said that there wouldn’t be 
much wind. 


“Keep watching the sky,” Sienna whispered in a low voice as she lifted 
her staff high. 


There hadn’t been any plans to make it snow over the capital city, but 
Sienna had decided to make it snow today. And not only did she have 
the desire, but she also had the ability to make it snow whenever she 
wanted. 


Although the Floating Stations were protected by hundreds of security 
spells, the one who had created the core of these spells was the Wise 
Sienna herself. Thanks to that, Sienna could easily interfere with the 
Floating Stations’ weather control spell. 


These fifteen Floating Stations worked together to control the entire 
sky above Pentagon. So Sienna’s spell was also able to cover that 
whole range. 


Clouds began to gather in the skies above the Floating Stations. 


Realizing what Sienna was trying to do, Eugene put on a puzzled 
expression and asked, “What are you up to?” 


“Tt’s to commemorate today,” Sienna said with a grin. “Although we 
saw and experienced a lot of things during our long travels together in 
the past, you and I of the present will also see and experience a lot of 
things from now on.” 


White snowflakes began to fall. 


“Eugene, it doesn’t matter if you saw any other snowfall this year. 
What’s important to me is that, here and now, the snow you’re 
seeing... will be the first snow you’ve seen with me since you were 
reincarnated,” Sienna declared. 


Huge snowflakes were now falling around them. Billowing drifts of 
snow floated past Eugene and Sienna, falling onto the city below. 


“That city, which wasn’t supposed to see any snow today, is now 
turning white because of you and me,” Sienna said as she grabbed 
Eugene’s hand and pulled him close. While standing right next to 
Eugene, she took a deep breath before saying, “What you’re seeing 
right now, the feelings that you’re experiencing right now, as well as 
what I’m seeing and the feelings that I’m experiencing, all of that... 
will be the first time for you and me. Just like this snow is the first 
snow we've seen.” 


Sienna tilted her head slightly to the side as she stared at Eugene. 


She could feel her pounding heart, the blush on her face, the heat 
from their clasped hands, and the various other sensations coming 
from their entwined fingers. 


Sienna breathed out a white cloud of mist as she laughed and said, 
“TIsn’t that a little romantic?” 


Eugene stared down into Sienna’s face without saying anything. 


A light breeze was fluttering through Sienna’s hair. The red blush on 
her ears and cheeks probably wasn’t because of the winter chill. 
Although heavy drifts of snow were falling from the sky, dyeing both 


their vision and the city below white, not a single snowflake had 
accumulated on Sienna’s head and shoulders. In this world that was 
covered in white, Sienna’s appearance hadn’t changed at all, and 
Eugene could still see her ever so clearly. 


“Tt is,” Eugene replied in a low voice as he pulled on Sienna’s hand. 


It happened in an instant. Before Sienna couldn’t even think of 
resisting the force of Eugene’s pull, without even being able to let out 
a notice of surprise, she found herself drawn close to Eugene. 


At that moment, no snowflakes could be seen falling in between them. 
Not a single trace of that pure whiteness was visible to either of them. 
In Eugene’s eyes, there was only Sienna, and in Sienna’s eyes, there 
was only Eugene. A gentle heat that seemed uncharacteristic of winter 
passed through the contact of their lips. 


‘Ah,’ Sienna gasped silently. 


All thought had disappeared. Sienna looked at Eugene with wavering 
eyes before closing them tightly. 


Her hand, which she had let go of at some point, was now resting on 
Eugene’s waist. Eugene’s hands were also now holding onto Sienna’s 
back so that she couldn’t pull away and for him to hold her up if she 
let go of her spell out of surprise. 


“.,..Ha-ah...,” they both soon gasped. 


The moment their lips had met, it felt as if time had stopped or 
lengthened into infinity. Yet when their lips fell apart, they both felt 
regret that the time had been far too short. As Sienna breathed out 
another white cloud of mist from her red face, she lowered her head 
shyly. 


“ ,.Th-this is a-another fi-first, I guess,” Sienna stammered with a 
blush. “Al-although that’s only natural.” 


The first snow that they had seen together, and now their first kiss. 


It was perfect. It couldn’t be more perfect than this. Although the 
snow hadn’t fallen naturally, with Sienna instead making it snow on 
purpose, was that really all that important? 


The important thing was that the one who had initiated their first kiss, 
who had stolen her lips like a thief, was Eugene! 


“’..He, heheh, to think you would have the guts to do something like 
that. S-so how was it? Eugene, what’s your reaction to your first kiss?” 
Sienna tried to ask as nonchalantly as she could to shake off her 
embarrassment. 


She reopened her closed eyes to stare up at Eugene’s face that was 
right in front of her. 


Eugene remained silent, unable to look back at Sienna, and instead 
averted his gaze by slightly turning it to the side. 


He felt that he had no choice but to do so. 


“ ..Huh?” Sienna grunted as she saw the tremor in Eugene’s eyes and 
the way cold sweat was running down his forehead. 


She felt a trembling coming from the hands resting on her back. 
Sienna repeated herself, “I said, how was it? Your first kiss.” 
Eugene remained mute, not daring to utter a single word. 

“Well,” Sienna hissed as her pupils slowly widened. “How was it!” 
“That’s... it’s just...,” Eugene hesitated. 


At a time like this, Eugene really couldn’t muster up the will to lie 
about it. Eugene tried to say something to somehow convince Sienna 
to keep calm, yet the words weren’t coming to him like he wanted 
them to. 


Before he could even say anything, the slap that came in response had 


sent Eugene flying. 


Chapter 309 
Sienna Merdein (5) 


In one of Pentagon’s hotels, Kristina was looking down from a window 
in a luxurious top-floor suite as the whole city below her was dyed 
white. Although the people of the city had been confused by the 
unannounced snowfall, everyone was now out on the streets, enjoying 
the surprise event. 


“T really want to see what a snowball fight is like,” Raimira muttered 
from her seat on a large sofa. 


Sitting across from her, Mer glared down at the cards spread out in 
front of Raimira and hissed, “You can have as many snowball fights as 
you like afterward.” 


“Snow never fell at the Dragon-Demon Castle,” Raimira continued to 
mutter. “Ever since this Lady was born, I have never once seen it 
snow.” 


“Tf you really want to see it, you can just look out the window, can’t 
you?” Mer impatiently recommended. 


“This Lady cannot be satisfied with just seeing the snow from here,” 
Raimira insisted. “I wish to have a snowball fight.” 


Mer sighed, “Hah, really now, if you want to do it, then just go down 
there on your own and have a go at it.” 


Raimira retorted, “Where’s the fun in trying to have a snowball fight 
by myself? Mer, this Lady wants to have a snowball fight with you.” 


“Sorry, but I’m afraid I can’t do that. Sir Eugene and Lady Sienna 
might be returning any moment now,” Mer grumbled as she slowly 
stretched her hand toward the cards laid out in front of Raimira. “Why 
don’t you tell me where you put the joker?” 


“T don’t know why you're expecting this Lady to reveal something like 
that,” Raimira sniffed. 


“Tt’s because I don’t want to pick the joker,” Mer honestly replied. 


The two had been focussing on their card game for a while now. In 
fact, Mer would also prefer to go out with Raimira and have a 
snowball fight or build a snowman instead of staying in this room and 
playing cards or fidgeting by herself. However, like she had just said, 
Mer felt there was no way she could go outside right now, especially 
with all her anticipation. The sun was slowly starting to set. Eugene 
and Sienna might be back at any moment. 


Mer wanted to wait patiently in this room so that she could welcome 
Sienna and Eugene once they were back. Although having a snowball 
fight or building a snowman with Raimira might be fun, if she allowed 
herself to get too absorbed in those sorts of activities, wouldn’t her 
best clothes that she had specially prepared become drenched by the 
snow? 


“You never know. They might not be back today,” Kristina, who had 
been looking out of the window, suddenly spoke up. 


It was actually Anise. 


“Hmm, indeed. Since they finally had a proper reunion after hundreds 
of years, they'll have so much to talk about that even spending an 
entire night together might not be enough for them,” Mer voiced her 
agreement with a nod as she drew one of Raimira’s cards. 


It was the joker. 


““So much to talk about’ hmm... well, I’m sure there’ll be some 
talking,” Anise muttered with a sullen expression as she plopped down 
on the sofa in front of the window. 


She guessed that communicating with your body! 1] was one way to 
have a conversation. 


[Sister!] Kristina protested. 


Anise scoffed, ‘What are you freaking out about? It’s not like they’re 
children. Technically speaking, Sienna is three hundred years old.’ 


[Please refrain from picturing something so shameless. Your 
outrageous imagination is making me terribly embarrassed, Sister, ] 
Kristina complained. 


‘Kristina. You might say that, but I know full well that you quite enjoy such 
wild fantasies,’ Anise accused. 


Kristina whined, [Please, Sister. Please don’t insult me with such 
absurd claims. ] 


‘You might lie with your words, but your body at least is honest,’ Anise 
thought with a snort as she opened a bottle of whiskey that had been 
placed on top of a table. 


Glug glug glug. 


Anise poured the whiskey into a large glass until it was just on the 
brink of overflowing when Kristina let out a short groan. 


“Stop with the nagging and just look the other way for a bit, Kristina. 
If I don’t drink on a day like today, when else can I drink?” Anise said 
as she raised her glass up to the now-lightening snowfall. 


Anise had thought that she would be fine with this, that it wouldn’t 
mean anything much to her. But now that it was actually happening, 
she didn’t feel so good. 


“T would have never guessed that I could be such a greedy woman,” 
Anise muttered as she brought her wineglass to her lips. 


Kristina also couldn’t help but let out a short sigh at these words. 


Greed, hmm, so this was greed? As a Saint and a priest, Kristina felt 
that she shouldn’t be allowed to have such desires. 


Sensing Kristina’s feelings, Anise held back a wry smile as she 
persuaded Kristina, ‘Since we’re only human, in the end, we can’t help but 


feel such things. Where in the world could you find someone truly devoid of 
all desires and emotions?’ 


However, if you solely listened to your desires and emotions, you 
would turn from a human into a beast. 


This was similar to the current Anise and Kristina as they patiently 
waited in the room, drinking by themselves, as they took on the chore 
of babysitting these two ancient brats who were now screeching and 
pulling at each other’s hair. Still, Anise and Kristina forced themselves 
to persevere because they were human, not beasts. 


‘Sienna has definitely mustered up all of her determination. I let my guard 
down since there weren’t any fireworks planned for this city, but I never 
imagined that she would actually make it snow,’ Anise thought 
regretfully. 


Kristina tried to think optimistically, [I don’t think snow is all that 
special. After all, didn’t we and Sir Eugene see so much snow in Ruhr 
that we got tired of it?] 


‘The snow that we saw then and the snow that’s falling now hold very 
different meanings,’ Anise argued. ‘First of all, right now, aren’t Eugene 
and Sienna watching this snowfall alone? Also, this isn’t like the heavy 
blizzards that crazily bombarded us when we were in Ruhr; this light 
sprinkling of snow actually looks quite pretty.’ 


Kristina tried to defend her point, [No matter how you look at it, it’s 
still the same snow—] 


But Anise angrily cut her off, ‘No, it’s not the same. As someone from this 
era, can’t you tell such a simple thing? After three hundred years, a man 
and a woman have finally been reunited properly! They look at each other 
as the white snow heavily falls around them!’ 


Kristina stuttered, [H-however, Lady Sienna is the one who called 
down this snow... ] 


Anise sighed, ‘Yes, I never would have imagined that Sienna could think 
up such an elaborate and cunning plan. Think about it carefully, Kristina. 
What happens when you get caught in the snow?’ 


Kristina didn’t know what was the right answer to such a seemingly 
obvious question. So she didn’t put too much thought into it and just 
replied with whatever came to mind. 


[If you get caught in the snow... your clothes will get wet. Your body 
will also grow cold...,] Kristina slowly answered. 


‘That’s right!’ Anise declared. ‘Whether you’re a human or a beast, you'll 
get wet when you’re out in the snow. The air is cold, and when the wind 
blows, it feels even colder. You might even catch a cold if you get too chilly 
while wearing wet clothes.’ 


[Th-that’s... a cold isn’t an illness that should be taken lightly...,] 
Kristina thought as her inner voice began to shake. 


Ever so slowly, Kristina was beginning to notice what Anise was trying 
to get at. 


Anise grew increasingly agitated as she spoke, ‘If your protective 
covering is wet and you’re feeling cold, then whether you’re a human or an 
animal, you would do your best to get out of that situation! That means 
you would need to find some warmth and heat! One way to do that is to 
get out of the wind and into a nice hot room. Then you remove your wet 
clothes and do something to heat up your body! And what difference is 
there between people who’ve taken off their clothes and beasts who walk 
around naked?!’ 


Crack! 
The wine glass in Anise’s hand shattered. 


[Shameless, how shameless!] Kristina screamed inside their head, 
unable to hold it in any longer. 


When Anise shattered the glass in her bare hands, and her shoulders 
began to tremble, Mer and Raimira, who had been fighting and 
pulling at each other’s hair while accusing each other of cheating by 
secretly swapping the cards around, began to cling to each other 
instead as they shook in fear. 


The closed door of the room suddenly burst open. Anise, who hadn’t 


even had time to think about cleaning her hand that was drenched 
with wine, turned her head towards it. The door had been locked, of 
course, and only Anise and Eugene had the key to their rooms. 


“Hmm?” Anise hummed curiously. 


With half of his face swollen painfully, Eugene was the one who had 
opened the door and was now entering the room. It wasn’t just his 
cheek that was swollen. The area around his eye was also bruised, and 
his lips were cracked. 


When it came to methods of violence, Anise was an expert. She easily 
guessed what kind of attack was the reason for Eugene’s face being so 
messed up. 


It had to have been an immensely strong slap to his left cheek. A 
palm, which had a wider area than a fist, had impacted the whole left 
side of his face. 


“Benefactorl2]!” Raimira screamed. 


After Eugene had pulled her out of Raizakia’s stomach, Raimira had 
taken to calling Eugene her benefactor. 


“Sir Eugene!” Mer also let out a surprised scream at the same time. 
“Lady Sienna!” 


Her screams quickly turned from alarm to joy. This was because 
Sienna had just followed the slump-shouldered Eugene into the room. 
Mer leaped up off the sofa and raced towards Sienna. 


“Tt’s alright, it’s alright!31],” Sienna murmured as she looked down at 
Mer with loving eyes and stroked her head as Mer hugged Sienna’s 
waist. 


Sienna then lifted her head slightly to look around the room. 


A woman who looked alarmingly similar to Anise was rising from the 
sofa with a surprised expression. If Sienna was forced to pick out the 
differences, the only ones she noticed were in the shape of Kristina’s 


eyes and a teardrop mole. But the gaze transmitted from those wide 
eyes didn’t feel unfamiliar to her. 


Sienna cautiously asked, “Anise?” 
“’..Sienna...,” Anise called out Sienna’s name in a trembling voice. 


Sienna’s eyes were wet with tears. When she had called out Anise’s 
name, she also had to suppress a strong tremor in her voice. 


In fact, just before she arrived here, Sienna had intended to pick faults 
with Anise. She had a big grievance against this cunning and snake- 
like woman who had taken advantage of a certain someone being half- 
dead and trapped inside a seal. No matter how much Sienna had 
thought about it, Anise’s actions had still felt cowardly and dishonest 
to her. 


However, now that she was seeing Anise in person, with that 
expression on her face, and hearing her voice, let alone picking a 
fight, Sienna’s eyes were also welling up with tears. 


“Aniseeee...” 
“Siennaaaa...” 


In the end, the two women burst out in tears as they called out each 
other’s names. 


Sienna abruptly picked up Mer, who had still been hanging from her 
waist and walked past Eugene. Anise also stepped forward to meet her 
while wiping off the wine that had drenched her hand. 


Sienna and Anise came to a momentary stop once they were in front 
of each other. Then, without anyone being able to tell who had 
initiated it first, they embraced each other tightly. Unable to escape in 
time, Mer was buried between Sienna and Anise. 


Mer agonizingly struggled to escape the pressure that was bearing 
down on her from both sides, but Sienna and Anise didn’t pay any 
attention to her as they sobbed and embraced each other. 


“You, are you really Anise?” Sienna asked. 


“Yes, Iam. The body might be different, but it’s really me,” Anise 
confirmed. 


“Tt’s just like a dream... to be able to meet with the deceased you, like 
this, once more,” Sienna sobbed. 


“Tt’s not a dream, Sienna,” Anise corrected her. “This is definitely a 
reality. If you had to say it, then you could call it a fortunate miracle 
bestowed upon us by God.” 


Still stuck in between them, Mer’s struggles slowly began to die down. 


Anise caressed Sienna’s cheeks with both hands as she smiled and 
said, “...I’m not the only one who surprisingly managed to return. 
You’ve also survived, and now I get to meet you like this. Even though 
hundreds of years have passed since we last met...” 


Anise had just said what was on her mind without any other hidden 
intentions. 


However, upon hearing these words, Sienna’s cheeks twitched. 


“Tt’s true that hundreds of years may have passed, but my body is no 
different from how it was hundreds of years ago,” Sienna claimed. 


“Huh?” Anise responded in confusion. 


“T completely reconstructed my body using magic,” Sienna explained. 
“Tm in the prime of my life, with the same youthful appearance I have 
in your memories. Even though hundreds of years may have passed, 
that still means I haven’t aged at all.” 


For a moment, Anise couldn’t understand what Sienna meant by these 
words and could only blink in confusion. But soon, Anise realized 
what Sienna was insinuating. A thin smile spread across Anise’s face 
as she nodded slowly. 


“That’s right,” Anise agreed. “Unlike myself, who has died and lost my 


body, you still have your own body, Sienna.” 
“Tt’s sad, but that’s just how it is,” Sienna said smugly. 


Anise disagreed, “No, there’s no need to be sad about it. Because the 
body that I’m dwelling in now is almost exactly the same as the body 
that I had when I was alive. Also, this is a genuine twenty-three-year- 
old body that hasn’t had any need for magical reconstruction.” 


“Twenty-three-years-old? So you’re older than Eugene,” Sienna 
pointed out. 


“Now that you mention it, there is a two-year difference. But if you 
really had to classify it, we’re both in our early twenties,” Anise 
argued back. 


“Is the body's age really that important when, at our core, we’re both 
hundreds of years old?” Sienna insisted. 


“Don’t you think it’s strange to count the years when I was dead as 
part of my age?” Anise refuted. “Also, regardless of what’s at the core, 
I still think it’s better for the shell to not be hundreds of years old, 
don’t you?” 


“Didn’t I say that I’ve magically reconstructed my body?” Sienna 
repeated herself impatiently. 


Anise acted innocent, “Oh my, I didn’t mean to target you in 
particular when I said that, Sienna, but it seems I’ve poked a sore 
point?” 


Sienna and Anise weren’t crying any longer. The two were now 
exchanging looks through narrowed eyes. They had just been 
embracing each other but soon parted as they both took a step back. 


Flop! 
Mer, who had been trapped in between them, sprawled on the ground. 


“You cheeky bitch!” Sienna suddenly let out a scream as she grabbed 


Anise by the hair. 


Not to be outdone, Anise also grabbed Sienna’s hair, “You ancient tree 
bitch!” 


Sienna was undaunted, “How dare you get a headstart on me?! I-I’ve 
heard all about it! You stole Hamel’s — Eugene’s lips!” 


“You’re not a child anymore, so why are you pulling on your friend’s 
hair just because she got a kiss in before you did?!” Anise yelped. 


Sienna stammered, “It-it wasn’t just any kiss! I-I heard the whole 
story! When you stole Eugene’s lips, you stole his first kiss!” 


Anise scoffed, “Could it be that you actually are a child? Don’t you 
know that that bastard Hamel was the type of guy who did everything 
and anything during his time as a mercenary!” 


“Why should that matter?” Sienna stubbornly insisted. “Th-that’s all in 
his past life! Also, all mercenaries were like that! At least he never did 
that sort of thing once he met up with us! The past isn’t important; it’s 
the present! The vital fact of the matter is that you took the present 
Hamel’s first kiss!” 


“Ts the fact that it was Hamel’s first kiss really the only important 
thing to consider?! That was my first kiss too. And that means it was 
also the first kiss for the owner of this body, Kristina!” Anise 
confessed. 


At these words, Sienna’s brows shot up. Then she even started using 
her other hand to pull on Anise’s hair. 


“That means you all exchanged your first kisses together! I-I’m the 
only one who had hers stolen!” Sienna complained. 


“Sto... len? Did you say that it was stolen?! Does that mean Hamel 
was the one who personally initiated the kiss?!” Anise’s eyes widened 
angrily as she also started grabbing onto Sienna’s hair with both 
hands. 


“That’s right, it was stolen!” Sienna confirmed proudly. “Does that 
make you jealous? Hah!” 


Anise sneered, “I’m not the slightest bit jealous! It’s better to steal a 
kiss than to have it stolen. That’s why I’m the one who did the 
stealing! Before you could!” 


Sienna cursed, “Why don’t you just ascend|4] already, you ghost!” 


“Shut your mouth. Your breath smells like rotten tree roots!” Anise 
yelled back. 


Eugene slowly began edging closer to the two women who were still 
tearing at each other’s hair. 


He hesitantly tried to intercede, “Um... no matter how angry you are, 
don’t you think you’re being too harsh with your words...?” 


They both hissed angrily, “Whaaat?” 


Eugene winced, “I mean, telling her to ‘ascend already,’ isn’t that a 
littleh—” 


“Eugene! Are you really siding with Anise right in front of me?!” 
Sienna accused. 


“Hold on, please, just listen until I’m done talking!” Eugene pleaded. 
“This goes for you, too, Anise. What you said to Sienna was far too 
rude. Sienna doesn’t smell of rotten tree roots at all.” 


In the first place, what would tree roots even smell like? 


Anise defended herself, “Sienna was the one who insulted me first! 
Sienna is also the one who started pulling on my hair first. Hamel, just 
think about it clearly. The hair that Sienna pulled out just now isn’t 
mine but Kristina’s. What crime has Kristina done to deserve such 
humiliation!” 


[Sister, let’s make that Wicked Witch into a baldie,] Kristina 
responded to Anise’s anger with a bloodthirsty warcry. 


“Stop, stop!” Eugene yelled, and he thrust his head between them as 
Anise and Sienna started tearing at each other’s hair again. “You don’t 
need to do this. Why don’t you just rip out my hair instead! Just take 
my life instead!” 


“Fine, you son of a bitch! You’ve finally come up with a good idea,” 
Sienna growled, and as if she had just been waiting for the 
opportunity, she let go of Anise’s hair and started pulling on Eugene’s 
hair instead. 


“Hamel! If you say something like that, do you really think I wouldn’t 
do it?” Anise screeched as she also immediately began to pull on 
Eugene’s hair. 


Four hands started to simultaneously tear away patches of Eugene’s 
hair. 


“Die, you crazy bastard!” 
“You son of a bitch!” 


Torn-off gray hair scattered across the ceiling. At this sight, Raimira 
curled into a ball on the sofa and began to shake in fear. Mer, who 
had regained consciousness at some point, seemed to have become 
enraged as well as she also started to pinch and bite Eugene’s leg. 


While receiving this assault, Eugene didn’t put up any form of 
resistance. Instead, his expression seemed as peaceful as if he was just 
taking a walk under the warm sunlight. 


‘That’s right, this is fine,’ Eugene thought. 
After all, the torn-off hair would just grow back. 


Ignoring the agony he could feel on his scalp, Eugene closed his eyes. 


1. This is a bit unclear, but the original text says that ‘body language’ 
is one way to talk, by which Anise is implying that Sienna and Eugene 


are making out. = 


2. The word Raimira uses here is, as per her character, very old- 
fashioned. It can also mean hermit. @ 


3. Sienna uses this word in a way that Korean adults often use to 
comfort crying children. An English example of this is when you pat a 
crying child on the back and say, ‘There, there.’ = 


4. This refers to the legends that Saints ascend to heaven when they 
die. & 


Chapter 310 
Sienna Merdein (6) 


Anise and Sienna were now sitting together with much more modest 
attitudes, opposite Eugene, who was sitting down on a sofa. Even 
though the two of them still seemed distracted by continuously 
shooting glares at each other, they were still sitting fairly close to each 
other, and Eugene felt a burst of pride at this sight. 


The floor around the sofa was strewn with torn-off strands of gray 
hair. In the small distance between Sienna and Anise, the hopes for 
peace and friendship lying there had been won through Eugene’s 
sacrifice of his own hair. 


“What are you smiling so proudly for?” 
“T can still smack your other cheek, you know.” 


Eugene quickly corrected his expression as these threats were shot at 
him along with Anise and Sienna’s piercing gazes. 


Although their words sounded hostile, neither Sienna nor Anise felt at 
ease with saying such things. Sienna couldn’t help but keep glancing 
at Eugene’s hair, which she had so recently been tearing out. 


But could the perfection of Eugene’s new body really have extended to 
his hair roots as well? Even with the two of them plucking away at it, 
not much of Eugene’s hair had actually been pulled out. At that time, 
Sienna had been intent on rendering Eugene completely bald, or at 
least creating a few bald patches, but Eugene’s hair was still so thick 
and full that it didn’t look like any of it had been pulled out at all. 


Although things had worked out for the best, Sienna still felt a pang of 
guilt when she saw how swollen Eugene’s cheek remained. Sienna 
believed that she had been left with no choice but to slap him at that 
moment, but the thought that she might have struck him a bit too 


hard now ran through Sienna’s mind. 
Sienna hesitantly offered, “Come here, let me treat your face—” 


Before Sienna had even finished speaking, Anise shot up and strode 
over to Eugene. Then she casually sat beside Eugene and placed her 
hand on his swollen cheek. 


“Hey! I said that I was going to treat it!” Sienna complained. 


Anise snorted, “Just think about it, Sienna. Even three hundred years 
ago, you might have already known how to use the elven healing 
spells, but have your healing spells ever once been more effective than 
my own?” 


Sienna argued, “It’s not like he’s lost an arm or a leg, so what’s the 
point of using such a high level of healing magic when his face is just 
swolle—” 


Anise cut her short once more, “This isn’t an injury you can dismiss by 
saying it’s ‘just swollen.’ It’s only thanks to the fact that Hamel is so 
inhumanely strong that it’s only swollen to this extent; if a normal 
person had been struck by your slap, their head would have exploded 
like a water balloon.” 


Her words were irrefutable. Sienna’s lips twitched as she shot up from 
her seat, then she sat down next to Eugene just like Anise had done. 


“Tm sorry for hitting you,” Sienna said after she managed to muster 
up her courage and placed her hand on the back of Eugene’s own. 


“T’m sorry for tearing your hair out,” Anise chimed in as she casually 
placed her hand on Eugene’s thigh. 


Sienna’s eyes widened into circles at the sight of this bold and 
outrageous gesture. 


However, Sienna still couldn’t bear to place her hand on Eugene’s 
thigh like Anise had. The best that Sienna could do was swallow a 
gulp and caress the back of Eugene’s muscled and veiny hand. 


Sienna stammered, “Uh... um, I’m also sorry.” 


Caught between Sienna rubbing the back of his hand and Anise 
caressing his thigh like she was stroking the head of a dog, Eugene 
decided to start off with an apology. 


Eugene cleared his throat, “About this, I... well, I don’t have any 
experience with this, but seeing that this situation is the way it is, I 
feel—” 


“Hold on,” Sienna quickly spoke up. “I’m just telling you this in 
advance, Eugene, but you do know that I have no intention of forcing 
you to choose between me and Anise, right?” 


Although three hundred years was an extremely long time for all of 
them, what Sienna was especially afraid of was just how deep the 
feelings that Anise and Eugene had developed during the time she had 
been sealed away. 


Three hundred years ago, the feelings that Sienna and Anise had built 
up with Hamel should have been on an equal level, but the problem 
was that Anise had managed to reunite with Eugene before Sienna 
had. 


She might not know just how tightly that snake-like woman had 
managed to wrap her coils around Eugenel!] during her absence. In 
fact, even after setting that concern aside, from three hundred years 
ago until now, Sienna had always had the intention of respecting 
Anise’s feelings. 


Anise’s lips suddenly parted as she said, “It’s not just the two of you.” 


...No, was this really Anise? The sense of presence coming from 
behind those blue eyes had changed. 


Kristina addressed Sienna, “It’s nice to meet you, the Wise Lady 
Sienna. My name is Kristina Rogeris. I am the original owner of this 
body that was created due to Lady Anise’s noble sacrifice. I am the 
Saint of this current era and a woman who is embarrassed to confess 
that she also loves Sir Eugene.” 


Sienna stammered, “Wh-what did you just say...?” 


“T, who was about to be imprisoned by the chains of faith for the rest 
of my life, was freed by Sir Eugene,” Kristina declared. “Sir Eugene 
gave me salvation. Just like how Lady Sienna and Lady Anise both 
hold Sir Eugene in their hearts, I, too, have come to hold Sir Eugene in 
a special place in my heart.” 


Eugene’s face blushed bright red. 


Even though, from his previous life up until now, he’d received so 
much praise and awe about his fighting abilities that he’d grown tired 
of hearing them, Eugene had never once heard anything like this... so 
he couldn’t help but want to escape from this embarrassing and heavy 
sense of devotion that was being directed his way. 


That being said, just because he had the thought didn’t mean that he 
was really about to try and escape. If he did run away, it wouldn’t end 
with just his hair being pulled out like it had before... 


“Lady Anise and I both agree with what you said earlier, Lady Sienna. 
Making him choose like this will only lead to blame and loss, and such 
a choice would be cruel and painful for all of us,” Kristina said as she 
stared at Eugene. “Another thing we need to consider is that we can’t 
afford to be focussed on such peaceful concerns right now. From three 
hundred years ago up until now, Sir Eugene is a hero who has 
dedicated himself to saving the world, and now that he has been 
reincarnated into this era, he has even been chosen by the Holy Sword 
and taken up the role of the Hero.” 


Swish. 


Kristina’s hand, which had still been caressing Eugene’s thigh, rose up 
slightly. 


Then, with outstretched fingers, Kristina slowly traced the lines of 
Eugene’s thigh as she kept talking, “Of course, even if he wasn’t 
chosen by the Holy Sword, Sir Eugene, who is filled with such a noble 
sense of justice, would have dedicated his life to saving the world and 
destroying the Demon Kings in any case.” 


“Noble... sense of... justice...?” Sienna repeated doubtfully. 


Was it really possible to describe Hamel with such words? For a 
moment, this question ran through Sienna’s head. 


No, in fact, such a description was undeniable. After all, three 
hundred years ago, all five of them had held the belief that they 
needed to slay all of the Demon Kings in order to save the world. 


It was just that Sienna felt a strong sense of incongruity when it came 
to Kristina’s choice of words. To think that she would describe Hamel, 
who lived his whole life with curses permanently dripping from his 
lips, as having a noble sense of justice! Did she really have the 
courage to express her affection in such a blatant way? Sienna stared 
at Kristina’s face in bewilderment. 


She could practically see drops of honey dripping from Kristina’s 
eyesl2] ... these were definitely the eyes of a maiden in love. 


Sienna corrected her sitting posture. She had finally realized that 
Kristina Rogeris, who was hundreds of years younger than herself, 
wasn’t a competitor that she could look upon lightly. 


Sienna cleared her throat, “Ahem. Fine, you are correct. But before we 
continue talking about this, how exactly would you prefer I address 
you?” 


“Please, just call me by whatever is most convenient to you, Lady 
Sienna. How dare I presumptuously make demands of Lady Sienna's 
means of address?” Kristina politely declined. 


Could Kristina mean something else by saying all that...? Sienna 
decided not to think about it too deeply. 


Kristina resumed speaking, “Although I’ve already said this before, in 
this current era and with the situation that we are in, I believe that we 
can’t afford to take the time to seriously consider such idle concerns. 
But if I had to frame it in more extreme terms... Lady Sienna, 
hypothetically, and I truly do mean hypothetically, what if Sir Eugene 
chooses someone other than Lady Sienna?” 


“That’s absurd!” Sienna snapped. 


“That’s why I said that it’s just hypothetical,” Kristina said as she 
stared at Sienna with a slight smile. “Would Lady Sienna be able to 
stay at Sir Eugene’s side even after he made such a choice? Would you 
really be able to devote all your strength to our mission to slay the 
Demon Kings?” 


“Wh-what are you saying? It’s obvious what my answer is. When it 
comes to slaying the Demon Kings and saving the world, y-you can’t 
bring such pr-private feelings into it,” Sienna insisted. 


Although she said this, Sienna’s voice couldn’t help but tremble in 
consternation. After staring at Sienna with a calm gaze for a few 
moments, Kristina grinned brightly. 


“Indeed,” Kristina nodded. “You really do have the noble character 
befitting one of the great heroes who last saved our world. However, I 
don’t think that I would be able to do the same. Lady Anise’s thoughts 
might be different from my own, but if Sir Eugene didn’t choose me, I 
feel like I would be unable to overcome my sorrow and would instead 
lock myself away in a monastery for the rest of my life.” 


Not only did Sienna’s jaw drop, but Eugene’s lips also parted in shock 
as they heard these radical words. 


Kristina changed the subject, “Well, in the first place, I don’t feel like 
there is really a need to make a choice. Lady Anise and I are already 
getting along quite well, and we can manage while being considerate 
of each other's feelings. I believe that Lady Sienna and I can also have 
a similar relationship. If a person is one of the nobility, as long as they 
have exceptional abilities and can afford to do so, isn’t it still 
considered morally acceptable for a single woman to have many 
husbands? Thinking about it now, I do recall that the Great Sir 
Vermouth also had dozens of wives.” 


Flustered, Sienna kept stammering, “Ah-uh-um, well, that’s true, but, 
uh... uuum... I-I have no intention of having several husbands, you 
know?” 


“The same goes for me as well,” Kristina agreed. “In my case, apart 


from Eugene, there is no one I would consider taking as my husband.” 


“Please stop...,” Eugene whined as he leaped out of his seat, unable to 
continue listening to this any longer. “D-do you two intend to make 
me commit suicide out of shame?” 


“Please sit down, Sir Eugene. This is a talk that we definitely need to 
have,” Kristina said as she looked at Eugene. 


Then Kristina paused for a moment before nodding. 


Kristina turned to Sienna, “Lady Sienna, Lady Anise would like to 
continue this conversation tonight over some drinks. Without Sir 
Eugene, just the three of us.” 


“A-alright,” Sienna stammered a reply while sweating profusely. 


As the two of them set up a time to meet later for their drinks, 
Eugene, who had just leaped up from his seat, was the only one left, 
still standing in an awkward position. Then casually, as if trying to 
make it like he had never stood up in the first place, Eugene sat down 
again. 


“By the way, Sienna,” Anise, who had swapped back with Kristina, 
said as she stared straight into Sienna’s eyes with a worried 
expression. “I’m still concerned about your current state. You did say 
that you were able to leave the seal right after Raizakia was killed, but 
are there really no other problems with your body?” 


This was something that Eugene was also concerned about. Three 
hundred years ago, Sienna had been struck with a fatal blow and was 
left in a state where it wouldn’t be strange if she died at any moment. 
Eugene still felt like it was a dream to have Sienna at his side right 
now. 


“Tt’s not like there aren't any problems,” Sienna muttered as her brows 
furrowed. “After all, the fact is that I was afflicted with a wound that 
brought me close to death, and I was barely hanging on to my life for 
the past two hundred years. So I have become a little weaker.” 


“How much weaker?” Anise prompted. 


“If it’s ordinary magic, I can use it as much as I want, but I can’t use 
the Eternal Hole for too long,” Sienna admitted. “Though that’s only 
the case for now, at least.” 


Raizakia’s poison had been purified completely. However, there was 
still the problem of the wound that Vermouth had inflicted on her. 
Even two hundred years ago, that wound hadn’t been just any 
ordinary injury. Sienna had been able to escape to the elven domain 
by using the leaves of the World Tree, but even after she was in a safe 
place, she had struggled to treat the wound. 


“My current body doesn’t carry the injury from back then because I 
had to completely reconstruct that dying body. However, the injury 
still remains in my soul,” Sienna revealed. 


Eugene frowned, “But when I saw your spirit body, you didn’t have 
any holes in you?” 


As Eugene said this, Sienna turned to look at Eugene with a terrifying 
expression, “Hey, you idiot. Do you really think that there would be a 
hole running right through my soul just because I said it’s injured? If 

there really was a hole like that, I would already be dead!” 


“Why are you getting so angry,” Eugene mumbled sulkily. 


“Because you keep saying such stupid things. If you really have 
learned magic properly, then you should refrain from sounding like an 
idiot,” Sienna lectured pointedly as she poked Eugene in the cheek. 
“Injuries of the soul aren’t something that can be seen with the naked 
eye. Still, it’s not as serious as it was two hundred years ago. Because 
the World Tree went so far as to drain all its reserves to heal my soul.” 


However, the wound still hadn’t healed completely. 


“T’ve tried experimenting with it a few times, but every time I try to 
activate the Eternal Hole, I get distracted by the wound in my soul. If I 
use it too much or for too long, the injury could reverse its current 
progress and even worsen,” Sienna said calmly. 


“Can’t anything be done with Anise’s holy magic?” Eugene asked 
hopefully. 


Anise answered him, “I'll have to take a closer look to be sure, but I 
feel like it’s probably impossible. Although holy magic can restore a 
damaged body, it can’t be used to heal the wounds of the soul.” 


Even without being able to use the Eternal Hole, Sienna was still one 
of the best wizards in the world. That had been the case even back 
then, three hundred years ago. 


However, these long three hundred years had allowed Eugene’s 
enemies to grow far too strong. Especially the greater demonfolks, 
Incarceration’s Blade, and the Queen of the Night Demons, who, even 
in the past, had required all five of them to work together to achieve 
victory. Then there was the Demon King of Incarceration, who they 
hadn’t managed to defeat in battle. 


...Finally, there was the Demon King of Destruction, who had caused 
them all to feel despair. 


Eugene had been able to kill Raizakia because the dragon had been 
arrogant. 


Raizakia hadn’t attempted to increase his forces like Gavid or Noir 
had, nor did he harvest any life-force from humans. The way that 
Raizakia had chosen to increase his strength was to use Raimira as a 
seedbed, but even that hadn’t worked out for him. 


In such a state, he had been trapped within a dimensional rift. While 
Gavid and Noir were increasing their strength and training their 
abilities, Raizakia’s strength had instead been slowly draining away. 
By absorbing Edmond’s dark power, he had managed to regain some 
measure of his full strength, but it was still easy to see that Raizakia’s 
power couldn’t be compared to that of the other Dukes. 


That only made the scope of the problem that they were facing even 
bigger. Although he had come close several times, Eugene had still 
failed to kill Raizakia all on his own. 


Well, almost killing an opponent that would have required all five of 
them to attack together in his previous life to have the same effect was 
a rather impressive feat, but if he considered the enemies that he 
would have to face in the future, Eugene felt that taking pride in such 


a thing was pointless. 


‘Relying on Ignition Overstacking would be insane,’ Eugene thought to 
himself. 


The strength that Eugene had reached at that moment had managed to 
overwhelm Raizakia, but so what. If he had had a minute, no, even 
with just a few more seconds, he might have been able to tear out 
Raizakia’s throat — but in the end, a defeat was a defeat. 


If Sienna hadn’t arrived, Eugene’s heart might have shattered from the 
price of using Agaroth’s ring and stacking Ignition twice. 


“There’s no need to think about it so seriously,” Sienna said with a 
smile as she turned to look at Eugene. “The World Tree in the elven 
territory may have lost its power, and it will need a long time to 
regain the majesty that it once had, but Eugene, haven’t I heard that 
there are a few saplings of the World Tree in your family’s estate? If I 
recuperate there, it should allow me to slowly heal this wound. Even 
if it doesn’t, at least it won’t get any worse.” 


‘That means she also intends to stay at our home,’ Eugene realized. 


Although she had naturally been expecting Sienna to do this, Anise 
still gave a sideways look at Sienna through narrowed eyes. 


“Sienna, having heard all this, I can’t help but feel great sorrow. Why 
on earth would Sir Vermouth... inflict such a wound on you?” Anise 
said while letting out a long sigh. 


Vermouth’s attack hadn’t just damaged Sienna’s body; it had even 
pierced her soul. 


Wasn’t it easy to figure out what that meant? Vermouth had been fully 
intent on killing Sienna. 


“T don’t know why Vermouth would do that either,” Sienna murmured 
in a low voice as she raised a finger and drew a circle on one side of 
her head. At this gesture, a transparent ray of light flowed out from 
Sienna’s head and coiled around her finger. 


“This is a memory from two hundred years ago,” Sienna said as she 
stretched her finger forward. “The memory from when Vermouth 
attacked me.” 


1. The original Korean idiom that is used here actually translates to 
just how far Anise has managed to cook him up, but I felt that this made 


more sense and played along better with Sienna’s description of Anise. 
eS) 


2. A similar idiom in English would be rose-tinted glasses. =) 


Chapter 311 
Sienna Merdein (7) 


Sienna’s memory was extracted using magic and played out in front of 
them as a video. 


Two centuries ago, Sienna had spent decades creating the Circles 
Magic Formula. Afterward, she created the Eternal Hole to surpass the 
limit one could reach using the Circles Formula — the Ninth Circle. 


Then, Sienna started preparing to enter seclusion. 


After creating the Eternal Hole, Sienna no longer needed Akasha, so 
she donated the magical device containing the principles of the 
Eternal Hole and Akasha to Akron. She hoped that someday, a wizard 
would succeed in comprehending the Eternal Hole and materializing it 
in their body. If they had enough skill, they would be able to even 
interfere with Akasha and become its new master. 


All of this had been in preparation for Sienna to sever her ties with the 
mortal world. Since donating the Eternal Hole and Akasha, Sienna 
severed all contact with the monarchy, the towers of magic, and the 
magic guild. She maintained some level of communication with her 
disciples, but even that dwindled as she passed on her position as the 
head of the Green Tower to one of her disciples. 


Kazitan, where Hamel’s tomb was located, was a desert and a territory 
of Nahama, but until one hundred years ago, it belonged to Turas 
rather than Nahama. 


Vermouth, Molon, Sienna, and Anise had created Hamel’s tomb deep 
underground on the outskirts of Turas, in Hamel’s hometown. They 
had erected statues and memorials before placing Hamel’s body in a 
sanctum sealed from intrusion. 


The tomb was a forbidden place, inaccessible to those who desired 


entry and immune to an accidental discovery. Furthermore, as a final 
safeguard, Sienna and her comrades had enshrouded the entire tomb 
in a seal. Magic was cast over the tomb to preserve it in its original 
state even with the passage of time, and powerful familiars were 
stationed to protect it. 


Sienna had discovered that Hamel’s tomb had been defiled at the same 
time she had been preparing to enter seclusion. The indomitable seal 
had been shattered, and the familiars had been obliterated. It had 
been an inconceivable catastrophe. 


Dozens of years had passed since the tomb’s creation. Vermouth had 
ascended as the patriarch of the newly founded Lionheart family, and 
his attention had been consumed by the education of his offspring. 
Molon had established a new kingdom, Ruhr, and ascended its throne. 
Anise had found it increasingly difficult to abandon Yuras after being 
venerated as the Saint. 


Sienna had been no different. She had been consumed by her position 
as the Head of the Green Tower and her relentless pursuit of magical 
research to develop weapons against the Demon King of Incarceration. 
These commitments had cost her the time to pay annual respects at 
the memorial, but her absence could not have been the root of the 
issue with the tomb’s guardians and the seal. Sienna had ensured that 
the safeguards were potent enough to endure centuries without 
needing maintenance. 


Yet, the seal had been broken, and the familiars were killed. Such an 
outcome could only mean one thing: someone had intentionally 
wreaked havoc in the tomb. 


—But who? An eccentric wizard hellbent on carving out an underground 
lair? A dragon seeking a cozy slumber spot? Demons nursing a grudge 
against Hamel? 


The identity of the perpetrator was irrelevant as their transgressions 
were unforgivable. 


To defile Hammel’s tomb with their soiled footsteps was a sacrilege in 
itself, but their obliteration of the seals and guardians marked them as 
a clear enemy. 


The scene playing from Sienna’s memories grew darker, then slowly 
gave way to light. What appeared was an ancient scene played out 
from Sienna’s gaze. While the tomb that Eugene discovered had been 
a mere husk of ruins, the tomb, as seen from Sienna’s eyes, wasn’t yet 
destroyed. 


The towering statue stood tall with not even a speck of dust on it. The 
memorial stone beneath it gleamed white, and the inscriptions etched 
into the walls were crisp, with not even a single letter faded. 


Soon, Sienna’s gaze fell upon the desecrated — the familiars 
responsible for managing and protecting the tomb. 


“How dare...!” 


She roared, and the scene warped and wavered. It was a result of an 
uncontrolled release of her mana. Though the vision did not show 
Sienna’s face, everyone could feel the extent of her rage and her 
contorted expression. 


Sienna began moving towards the deepest part of the tomb, where 
Hamel’s body was located. She sensed movement in that area. 


An intruder. How had they managed to open the door to the room? 
She didn’t bother voicing her concern aloud. At that moment, Sienna’s 
mind was filled with thoughts of tearing apart the unknown intruder, 
this grave robber, in the most painful way possible. 


The corridor leading to the burial room was a sight familiar to 
Eugene. Years ago, he, too, had traversed that same hallway. He had 
seen his own corpse, clad in dark armor, sitting in front of the firmly 
closed door. 


Naturally, there was no Death Knight in Sienna’s memory. The door 
wasn’t closed either, but rather wide open. 


Sienna’s stride halted in the corridor. Eugene held his breath as he 
watched her memory play out. Anise covered her mouth with her 
hands, and Sienna closed her eyes, not wanting to see her memory 
play out once more. 


A man, cloaked in a dark robe, stood in the room. 


The coffin was already open, and hovering above it was a sword hilt 
without a blade, enveloped in light. A dull gray hue shrouded the 
sword hilt, making it appear as though it floated amidst a full moon. 


“’,.Vermouth?” Sienna called out incredulously. 


There was no way Sienna could mistake that light. Even so, her 
trembling voice carried strong disbelief. 


Vermouth had died years ago. Although it had seemed impossible, 
Vermouth, who seemed less bound by mortality than anyone else, had 
died sooner than any of his surviving comrades. 


“Vermouth... Is that you, Vermouth?” Sienna stuttered as she 
staggered forward towards the man. The man turned his gaze away 
from the sword floating above the coffin, revealing golden eyes that 
shimmered under his hood. His eyes were reminiscent of a lion. 


The vision shook violently. Sienna’s gaze descended beneath 
Vermouth. 


She saw a sagging body. It was Hamel’s corpse. Although decades had 
passed, it showed no signs of decay due to being magically preserved. 
Vermouth held Hamel’s corpse in his arms. 


“What are you doing over there?” asked Sienna. 


Confusion outweighed her hostility. However, Vermouth remained 
silent. He raised his hands slightly, and Hamel’s corpse began to rise 
into the air. Sienna squinted her eyes as she anticipated his next move. 


Hamel’s body was flung toward her, or rather, shot toward her. The 
thought of evasion never crossed Sienna’s mind. Instead, she quickly 
unfurled a spell in an attempt to halt Hamel’s body and keep it 
unscathed mid-air. 


However, Vermouth’s magic, which Sienna had found strange since 
their journey through the Devildom, prevented Hamel’s body from 


stopping mid-flight. As the body rapidly approached, Sienna 
reflexively stretched out her arms to catch Hamel’s body. 


“Keugh!” 


The moment she made contact with the body, the force propelling it 
was fully transferred to Sienna. The corpse remained undamaged, but 
Sienna was thrown backward by the impact. 


Even as she was sent flying to the end of the corridor, Sienna’s eyes 
remained fixated on Hamel’s corpse. The body lay collapsed on the 
ground, and beyond it loomed the golden eyes of a beast. 


“Vermouth!” Sienna yelled, filled with immense rage. 


Vermouth had thrown Hamel’s corpse as a weapon. Vermouth had 
thrown Hamel’s corpse? 


Though she still could not understand, Vermouth did not seek Sienna’s 
understanding. Without saying a single word, he glared at Sienna with 
his cold, golden eyes. 


Vermouth disappeared from Sienna’s sight. Without hesitation, she 
activated the Eternal Hole. A giant storm of mana materialized in 
front of her. 


But she could not fight here. After making that decision, Sienna escaped 
from the corridor. She intended to leave the tomb, but Vermouth did 
not allow her to. After disappearing from her sight, Vermouth was 
already standing with his back against the statue and the memorial 
stone. 


“Why are you...!?” 


Decades ago, all of them had shed tears in front of that very statue. 
Vermouth himself had inscribed the names on the memorial stone. 


Vermouth had seldom shown his emotions during their journey. To 
Sienna’s knowledge, the first tears he shed throughout their decade- 
long journey had been when Hamel died. 


After becoming the head of the Lionheart family, Vermouth acted as if 
he had severed ties with his companions. 


Sienna believed she had no right to resent his choice. They had failed 
in keeping Hamel’s legacy and everyone’s wish. They had failed in 
killing the Demon Kings. 


They had failed. They lacked power. Sienna had been fine with that. 
She didn’t want to live in a world without Hamel, so she thought 
dying in the castle of the Demon King of Incarceration, like Hamel, 
would be an acceptable death. 


But she did not die. By the time she regained her senses, everything 
had been over. Without consulting anyone, Vermouth had made an 
Oath with the Demon King of Incarceration on his own. In that way, 
he saved his comrades, retrieved Hamel’s corpse and soul, and 
restored peace to the world. 


It wasn’t as if she didn’t understand Vermouth’s heart. However... 
However, only Hamel had died among their party of five. Her 
emotions were discordant with her heart. As such, Sienna resented 
Vermouth for a while. She just wanted someone to blame, and 
Vermouth was a perfect candidate. 


Then everyone got busy living their own lives. It was a selfish excuse. 
No matter how busy everyone was, she could have always visited if 
she wanted to. But she did not want to face her trauma, and she did 
not want her sad, angry memories to resurface. 


She regretted her choice many times. 


When Sienna heard that Vermouth had died suddenly, she had sobbed 
in the room where she had gotten the news, in Vermouth’s family 
home, in front of Vermouth’s coffin, and at his tomb in the Black Lion 
Castle. 


She had thought they had all the time in the world. If they wanted, 
they could indefinitely extend their lifespan. So, someday, when they 
could no longer make excuses and were ready to face the Demon King 
once more... 


She thought they would get together again. 
“I cried at your death,” Sienna shouted at Vermouth. 


She was bombarded with attacks from all sides. The numerous spells 
she cast offset Vermouth’s attacks and chased after him. The whole 
tomb shook, and cracks began appearing in the walls. 


“Why? Why you! Why here of all places...!” 


The walls and the ceiling were collapsing. Sienna desperately altered 
the trajectory of the attacks to prevent the memorial stone and the 
statue from being swept away. But Vermouth did not care. The attacks 
— both physical and magical — came at Sienna without any care for 
the surroundings. 


He was serious. 


Vermouth was attacking for real. The vision shook violently. Sienna 
could not track Vermouth’s movements properly. 


Red splatters appeared at the edge of her vision. Eugene watched the 
video with bloodshot eyes. 


Sienna’s sight was gradually dyed red. She coughed and spat blood 
onto the ground while looking down. 


“Please...” 


She barely managed to raise her head to look forward. Her robe was 
already torn. Ash-gray hair spilled out behind his hood like a lion’s 
mane. A white flame was seemingly burning around him, engulfing 
everything it touched and dyeing it in its color. 


“Say... Say something, Vermouth...!” Sienna beseech. 
Vermouth raised his hand in response and pointed at Sienna. 


She felt no killing intent from him. In fact, she could not sense any 


emotions in his eyes. However, the power gathering in his hand, 
though devoid of any hostility, presented Sienna with a sense of 
absolute death. 


Sienna vomited blood while stretching both hands forward. The 
Eternal Hole released numerous spells according to Sienna’s will. 


The flame collided with magic. 


Sienna did not bother waiting for the outcome. Instead, she 
immediately flew towards the corridor. She knew it was impossible to 
defeat Vermouth, even if she used the Eternal Hole. At this rate, she 
would die at the hands of Vermouth without knowing the reason. 


“Hamel.” 


She possessed a leaf of the World Tree she had brought from her 
homeland. As a family member of the elves, Sienna could use the leaf 
of the World Tree to teleport there at any time. 


She would take Hamel’s body and take refuge in her homeland for 
now. Since killing Vermouth was impossible, this was the only option 
left for her. 


Sienna returned to the corridor while spitting blood. 
Booom! 


She heard the world collapsing from behind her, but Sienna did not 
look back. She came to a stop in front of Hamel’s body as she panted 
for breath. 


Thankfully, it was still whole and intact. Sienna felt sincerely relieved. 
She then took out and held the leaf of the World Tree, and as she bent 
down to lift Hamel’s body... 


Splat! 


It was when she had made contact with Hamel’s corpse with her hand. 
Her vision shook greatly, and her body was instantly stripped of its 


strength. She saw a hand soaked in blood with her trembling eyes. 
It was Vermouth’s hand, and it had pierced through her chest. 
“Ver... mouth...” 


Her gaze swung upwards. Vermouth, his arm still buried in her chest, 
lifted her frail form from the ground. From her vantage point, she 
could not catch sight of Vermouth’s face. It was hidden behind the 
wound that pierced her back and chest. Her body refused to respond, 
and she was terrified of seeing Vermouth’s expression. 


A gentle tremor. Then, a hand reached for her, slowly, until it found 
her throat. With a sharp snap, the necklace she wore around her neck 
was ripped out. 


eg 


Sienna attempted to form words, but her vision swayed once again 
before she could speak. Her limp form was hurled across the room, 
and she crashed onto the misshapen lid of the casket. 


“Kuah.” 


With a strenuous effort, Sienna lifted her head, a stream of blood 
spilling from her lips. She saw Vermouth standing motionless with his 
blood-stained hand still extended. 


His face remained indistinct. With his head bowed, Vermouth stared 
at the necklace he had wrested from Sienna. Hamel's corpse was 
strewn at Vermouth's feet. He did not spare a glance for his dying 
companion, whose heart he had pierced with his own hand. 


Her vision, awash with crimson, was growing dim. She noticed 
Vermouth's shoulders trembling. His downcast gaze slowly rose, 
revealing a contorted expression and quivering eyes. 


ecccee 


That was the last image Sienna saw of Vermouth. 


Fwoosh. 
The video dissipated into thin air. 
“You all know what happened afterward,” said Sienna. 


Although it was healed, it felt as if the wound in her chest was fresh 
as she recalled the painful memory. 


“T successfully teleported to the World Tree, but the injury remained. 
Then, I was ambushed by Raizakia,” explained Sienna. 


“Sir Vermouth,” Anise muttered in a daze as she pressed her hand 
against her head. The man she witnessed in Sienna’s memory was 
unmistakably Vermouth. 


Eugene unclenched his fist while grinding his teeth in frustration. 
Blood dripped from his fist as a result of gripping it too harshly. 


“Tt’s as you said,” Eugene broke the silence. “It definitely was 
Vermouth. Yet, something felt off, as if it weren’t him.” 


Chapter 312 
Sienna Merdein (8) 


Eugene’s assertion wasn’t baseless. It was true that he didn’t have 
sufficient evidence for absolute certainty, yet he could not sense 
“Vermouth” in the Vermouth he saw portrayed in the projection. 


The relentless pressure Vermouth put on Sienna, his attacks, his 
movements, all of it had overwhelmed Sienna, yet Eugene could not 
sense the Vermouth he remembered from three hundred years ago. 


And Eugene couldn't help but put great trust in his own perception. 
Hamel, who had fought closest to Vermouth three centuries ago, was 
the only one among his companions who had repeatedly engaged 
Vermouth in combat. 


“Right?” said Sienna, turning to Eugene with a bright expression. 


“T believe it was Sir Vermouth at the end...” Anise gave a slight nod in 
agreement. 


“Tnitially, he intended to kill her,” said Eugene. 


The battle had been one-sided from the moment Vermouth lured 
Sienna and confronted her in the corridor. He had manipulated 
Sienna’s actions by throwing Hamel’s corpse and persistently aiming 
for her neck. 


When Sienna made the decision to flee with the corpse and returned 
to the corridor, Vermouth had been lurking behind her and could have 
easily killed Sienna if he wanted to. He could have chosen to crush her 
skull or slit her throat. 


However, Vermouth did not do any of those things. During the battle, 
he persistently aimed for her vital points. However, when he was 
presented with the opportunity to kill her with certainty, he merely 


pierced through her body. 


“Well... Technically speaking, a person usually dies when their chest 
is pierced,” muttered Sienna. 


“Yes. If the heart bursts, one dies,” Anise concurred. 
Eugene nodded as well while coughing awkwardly. 


“Well, that is true, but if he truly wanted to kill her, he had other 
surefire methods. Look at the end. Vermouth reached out to your 
neck, Sienna, but... he didn’t snap it or strangle you. He just tore off 
your necklace,” said Eugene. 


Vermouth’s following actions also seemed strange. Vermouth had 
flung Sienna’s body into the room. There had been no reason he could 
not move, but he had left Sienna to escape using the World Tree's leaf. 


He had trembling shoulders, a twisted expression, and quivering eyes. 


Eugene had seen Vermouth when he wore that expression. After 
seeing Vermouth's final expression, Eugene understood Sienna’s words 
— that it had felt like Vermouth, but also not Vermouth. 


“Did he grow old and get dementia?” grumbled Eugene with a scowl. 


Anise scoffed and shook her head before saying, “People older than 
him have not developed dementia, so there’s no way Sir Vermouth 
would have.” 


“Oi, are you referring to me?” Sienna immediately reacted, turning 
her head. 


But Anise shrugged nonchalantly. “Don’t project your baseless 
speculations onto me and bare your fangs, Sienna. Why would I talk 
about you in such a way?” 


“Don’t lie! You were talking about me!” shouted Sienna. 


“No, I wasn’t. What? Did it hit a nerve?” mocked Anise. 


“Why are you two fighting again?” asked Eugene after releasing a 
deep sigh. 


“Because Sienna keeps picking fights with me,” Anise complained 
immediately. 


“When did I ever!?” 


"Engaging in needless dispute then denying the act is not a display of 
maturity.” 


Eugene grappled with his growing headache. To his sides sat Sienna 
and Anise, locked in a petty squabble. Eugene steadied himself, 
standing tall as a barrier to prevent them from tugging each other's 
hair. 


"As for certain, we don't know much, but it's clear that Vermouth has 
not died," he said, recounting his encounter with Molon to Sienna. The 
fact that Molon still lived did not seem to surprise Sienna. She nodded 
in acceptance right away. 


“That imbecile would never die of old age,” she muttered. 
Though her expression progressively worsened as the story unfolded. 


Though he was pushed to the brink of insanity, Molon was heeding 
the request of Vermouth from his dream. Even at this moment, Molon 
stood at the chilly frontier of the North, warding off an indescribable 
beast known as the Nur. He had done so every day for one hundred 
and fifty relentless years. 


“’..1 wondered why he had not returned if he wasn’t dead,” Sienna 
mumbled under her breath while sniffling. 


The Molon she remembered was a fool of a man, never screaming in 
pain, charging forward even when his limbs flew. He may have been 
simpler and more obtuse than Hamel, but it was because Molon 
always blazed the trail that everyone else could follow. 


She could not believe that such a man was driven to madness by 
unending solitude and burden, that he'd been self-flagellating in a 
world void of all but his thoughts. 


“Tt’s not so bad that you should cry. A good thrashing straightened 
him out,” Eugene interjected. 


“Wasn’t it the opposite? Hamel, weren’t you the one who was given a 
proper beating,” said Anise. 


“To be precise, both Molon and I were merrily beating each other,” 
Eugene corrected in all seriousness. 


“Molon did not even shed a single drop of blood,” retorted Anise. 


“If I had a proper weapon with me, then what do you think would 
have happened? If I had even a worthless iron sword, Molon wouldn’t 
simply have gotten a nosebleed. He would have lost an arm,” Eugene 
stubbornly replied while folding his arms. “I simply didn’t want to 
make my old comrade a cripple. And at that time, I needed to take 
some hits from Molon. By getting the opportunity to exchange blows 
with me, Molon could shed some of his madness, relieve some stress 


”? 


“Yes, yes. I understand. Please, Hamel, stop there,” Anise interrupted 
with a sigh while glancing at Eugene with ridicule. 


Sienna had been listening to the conversation. She chuckled in 
response as she wiped away her tears. 


“So he is no longer alone then,” said Sienna. 
Eugene and Anise stopped their bickering and focused on Sienna. 


“T can understand how Molon was feeling. Hamel, you died like an 
idiot. Vermouth was dead, Anise was dead, and I, the only one who 
was somewhat alive, disappeared into seclusion. While Molon was left 
alone in the world,” continued Sienna. 


The only thing that kept Molon standing had been Vermouth’s request. 


Sienna wiped away all her tears before closing her eyes. 


“T don’t know what the Nur is. A legend from the northern tribes? 
There’s no way I could know. So I’ll have to see it for myself next 
time. I’ll say hi to Molon as well,” said Sienna. 


“T told Molon that I would bring Vermouth with me,” Eugene 
murmured with a smirk. “We'll drag that bastard by the scruff of his 
neck when the time comes. But we should meet Molon together before 
that, Sienna. It’s quite a distance, though.” 


It was impossible to ascertain why Vermouth ended up the way he 
did. All Eugene, Sienna, and Anise could do was make vague guesses. 


“We don’t even know the contents of the Oath — the promise 
Vermouth made with Incarceration.” 


Five became four after Hamel’s death. However, retreating had not 
been an option. Once inside, escaping the Demon King of 
Incarceration’s castle was impossible. 


So they had vanquished the demonic monsters and the demonfolks 
blocking their way. Vermouth’s sword had been imbued with an 
intensity not seen in any of their previous battles. Molon rampaged 
while roaring in his grief, a wailing echo that shook the halls of the 
castle. Anise’s back had been drenched with sweat as she fervently 
chanted prayers. Sienna had raised her staff while crying, her voice so 
hoarse with sorrow that she could barely speak. 


Higher and higher they climbed until they reached the zenith of the 
castle of the Demon King of Incarceration, the highest floor of Babel. 


They had swiftly defeated the Blade, who blocked the entrance. 
Afterward, they busted down the door before charging into the court. 


Sienna grumbled with a scowl, “It’s impossible to extract the 
memories from then like we just did.” 


They had already tried multiple times in the past, aiming to 
understand who the Demon King of Incarceration was, how he had 
dominated the battlefield, and why they had been doomed to defeat. 


They wished to scrutinize everything from the start to the end, but it 
had proven impossible. 


They had an inkling of the cause. When they had engaged in battle, 
the Demon King of Incarceration’s iron chains had occupied the space. 
The chains had interfered with Sienna’s magic and Anise’s divine 
power. The chains, like the moniker of the Demon King, had claimed 
the entire battlefield and disrupted their powers. 


Even now, hundreds of years later, the chains bound Sienna’s memory, 
preventing her from visualizing what they had witnessed and 
experienced with magic. 


“The battle was one-sided,” she continued, her voice barely a whisper. 
“With the Demon King’s chains binding us, Anise and I could not fight 
properly. The space, which was sealed off by the chains, seemed to 
exist solely for the Demon King. I couldn’t unleash my magic freely, 
and Anise’s divine power was robbed of its usual radiant light.” 


Anise’s weakened divine power meant that she could not heal Molon 
as she typically would. Thus, Molon had been unable to fight as 
recklessly as he had against the other Demon Kings. 


“In the natural course of things, all of us should have perished inside 
Babel,” said Sienna. 


“That is, had Vermouth not made his pact,” Anise interjected. 


The specifics of the promise remained a mystery, but the Demon King 
of Incarceration had withdrawn as a result. This allowed Sienna, 
Anise, and Molon to escape Babel with their lives while even 
reclaiming Hamel’s body and soul. 


With that, peace was restored. The Demon King of Incarceration no 
longer encroached on the continent, and the demons, monsters, and 
dark wizards that once ravaged the lands retreated to Helmuth. Even 
the Demon King of Destruction, who had roamed Helmuth, returned 
to his domain, Ravesta, and thus stayed silent for hundreds of years. 


“Judging by that, the Demon King of Incarceration only suffered 
losses. He spared those he could have killed and returned your body 


and soul, which he had captured. He even ended a war that had 
spanned decades. His act of transforming Helmuth into an empire? 
Had he simply continued the war, the entire continent would have 
been his territory,” said Sienna. 


“Vermouth,” Eugene uttered the name softly. “Perhaps Vermouth 
offered himself as the price for the Oath.” 


“That’s the only explanation that comes to mind right away. If 
Vermouth became a slave to the Demon King of Incarceration... Well, 
that would somewhat explain everything,” Sienna answered. 


“Somewhat, indeed,” commented Anise. 


Then they all fell silent. Even if their speculation were true, there 
were still many questions that were left unanswered. 


The Demon King of Incarceration knew many things. He knew that 
Eugene was Hamel’s reincarnation and that Anise resided within 
Kristina. In addition, he was seemingly aware of Molon’s current 
situation as well. It was also possible that he knew Sienna had been 
kept alive, sealed away in the World Tree. 


Despite knowing all this, the Demon King of Incarceration remained 
inactive. Was it possible that he had only pretended to be a pacifist on the 
surface while sabotaging them from behind the scenes? Had he used 
Vermouth? There was no need for him to do so. 


After all, Vermouth had planned to resurrect Hamel from the start. 


Yet, Vermouth had “died” before he could implement his plan. At 
least, that’s what the world was told. 


Afterward, the Demon King of Incarceration manipulated Vermouth 
into inflicting a fatal blow to Sienna. It was clear that her death had 
been intended, but Vermouth had regained control of himself and 
stopped himself from delivering the killing blow. 


Before striking Sienna, Vermouth had sealed the Moonlight Sword’s 
hilt in Hamel’s grave. After wounding Sienna, he stole the necklace in 
which Hamel’s soul was sealed before hiding it in the Lionheart’s 


treasure vault to prepare for Hamel’s reincarnation. 


Decades later, he appeared in Molon’s dreams to deliver a warning 
about the Nur. 


It was all extremely puzzling. Vermouth’s actions were mysterious and 
chaotic, even if the Demon King of Incarceration was actually 
involved. 


“There’s no doubt. That bastard Vermouth’s lost his marbles,” Eugene 
declared stubbornly. 


No sane person would do such things. Vermouth was likely, or rather, 
undoubtedly alive, but his mind seemed to be swinging wildly. 
Whether this was due to his pact with the Demon King of 
Incarceration or something else, one thing was clear — Vermouth was 
still alive. 


“We just need to give him a good beating,” said Anise. 


As long as he was alive, there were things they could try. If he was 
dead, there would be nothing they could do, but since he was alive, 
they could at least make an attempt. 


“Tf we punch a hole in his chest, he might regain his senses from the 
pain,” Eugene suggested. 


There was no way Vermouth could be of sound mind if he was pulling 
stunts like this. Eugene, Sienna, and Anise all believed so. Vermouth 
from their memories would never do things without reason. The man 
that the world revered as the Great Vermouth was just Vermouth to 
them. 


“Once we reach the Demon King’s castle, Babel, we might find some 
answers,” Eugene said with a bitter laugh. 


—Just as I did, stand before the Demon King of Incarceration and meet 
with his true body. The Demon King of Incarceration will not let you climb 


Babel in peace since that’s the kind of being he is. 


It was what Vermouth had said in the Dark Room. 


—What will happen after that are things you will have to experience 
yourself. 


‘Although I still think it’s nonsense.’ 


Regardless, they had to climb Babel to kill the Demon King of 
Incarceration and to learn more about Vermouth. 


Sienna nodded after hearing Eugene’s story about the Dark Room. 


“Vermouth was obsessed with you,” she said with a bitter smile. 
“Hamel Dynas. Three hundred years ago, before we met you... You 
were just a somewhat famous mercenary. That time, I didn’t 
understand when Vermouth insisted on having you join us.” 


“T’m sure. I didn’t understand it either,” responded Eugene. 


“But eventually, I started to think that Vermouth was right. You, who 
were the weakest among us, became strong enough to stand by 
Vermouth’s side within a few years... If Vermouth decided to resurrect 
you, there must have been a reason for it,” continued Sienna. 


“Truth be told, I was the only viable option,” Eugene grumbled with a 
snort. “Sienna, you were still alive, and so was Molon. Anise turned 
into an angel. I was the only one who died quietly and had my soul 
sealed...” 


“Are you trying to brag about that?” questioned Anise. 


“That’s right, you bastard. Are you proud that you died like a stupid 


fool?” Sienna chimed in as well. 


“Can we not talk about the time I died, please? After being 
reincarnated, I did come to realize that my death was rather idiotic,” 
Eugene mumbled. 


“Tt would have been nice if you had realized that when you were still 
alive,” said Sienna. 


“But I suppose we should be relieved. If Hamel’s soul had fully 
ascended, reincarnation would have been much more difficult,” Anise 
interjected, a sly smile playing on her lips as she glanced at Sienna. 
“Now that we’re on the subject, Sienna, when you decided to seal 
Hamel’s soul in a necklace instead of allowing him to ascend to 
heaven... I honestly thought, despite our grief, that it was a bit too 
much.” 


“What, what, what about it!? Huh? Anise, you agreed to it, too! I-it 
wasn’t just me! Huh? None of you wanted Eugene to be reborn in a 
world with the Demon Kings, did you?” retorted Sienna. 


“Well, yes, but after thinking it over several times, I felt that you 
wearing the necklace containing his sealed soul constantly was a bit... 
excessive. Especially as a woman of faith—” 


“What, what then! What else would I do with a necklace except hang 
it around my neck?” Sienna questioned. 


“There were other methods, surely. The soul could have been sealed 
anywhere.” 


“My neck was the safest place.” 
“You really only kept it around your neck?” 


“You hang a necklace around your neck. What else would I have done 
with it?” Sienna asked while turning her head. 


Anise peered at Sienna’s face, her eyes narrowing into a questioning 
gaze. “For example, rubbing it against your face and calling out 


Hamel’s name when you felt overwhelmed by your emotions...” 
“W-what are you saying!?” 


“My ears really hurt from the two of you screaming like this,” Eugene, 
no longer able to bear the racket, slowly rose from his seat. “Weren’t 
you going to drink together? Shouldn’t you get to it?” 


“This is my room,” answered Anise. 


“Ah... Right. Well, have fun. I’m off to my room to sleep.” With those 
words, Eugene turned his gaze towards Mer, who was sitting on the 
bed. 


Mer gave a firm shake of her head. “I will be attending to Lady Sienna 
with drinks here.” 


Raimira quickly jumped down from the bed at Mer’s words. She was 
somewhat scared of Sienna from the earlier fight when she had been 
fighting and pulling out Eugene’s hair. 


“T guess I have no choice. This Lady will go with the benefactor—” 


“Where do you think you’re going?” Anise called out before Raimira 
could finish her sentence. 


“That one there, she’s Raizakia’s daughter, right? I have a bit of a 
score to settle with your dad. Ah, but don’t worry. It’s nothing to be 
scared of.” 


Raimira began to tremble after being singled out by Sienna. She 
looked at Eugene with pleading eyes, but he was already halfway out 
of the room. 


‘If I stay in there any longer, I’m really going to lose all my hair.’ 


Even if his hair would regrow one day, he had no desire to go bald 
either. 


Chapter 313 
Sienna Merdein (9) 


The clamor of the drunken revelry next door did not penetrate the 
peace of Eugene’s room. The soundproofing in this exorbitantly 
expensive hotel was remarkable, and Eugene had cast an additional 
spell to ensure an undisturbed slumber. 


Was he missing out on the boisterous camaraderie? Nope, he was not 
bothered in the slightest. After all, he had shared his fill of drinks in 
the past life, and he knew there would be countless opportunities to 
do so in the future. Moreover, he was well aware that his presence 
wouldn’t do much to enhance the revelries. In fact, he didn’t know 
what kind of fate might have awaited him had he joined in the 
drinking. 


He awoke in his plush bed, finding the hour to be about 4 AM. 


He sensed a lingering presence outside his firmly shut door. He 
remained still and silent as he opened his eyes. 


In the lavish suite of this high-end hotel in the capital of Aroth, 
Pentagon, who could be pacing outside his door at this ungodly hour? 


Eugene suppressed a rising sigh and forced his eyes shut, pulling the 
duvet higher. 


As if on cue, the door burst open, piercing through the barrier of his 
soundproofing spell. The raucous laughter of drunken fools shattered 
the tranquility of Eugene's predawn. 


"Hameeael, are you asleep?" 


"Hey, hey! You're not sleeping!" 


Eugene pulled the blanket over his head pleadingly while maintaining 
silence. But the drunkards persisted relentlessly, their laughter laced 
with the stench of alcohol. They snickered at each other, hiccupping, 
seeming to find the whole situation immensely amusing. 


"Help... ” 
"Mercy...” 


The voices of Mer and Raimira, who had been serving the pair drinks 
until this late hour, sounded pitifully desperate. While Eugene couldn't 
see them from under his blanket, he could tell they would be a 
miserable sight. 


Their faces were marked with haphazard scribbles, and their hair was 
styled in the most bizarre fashion imaginable. Mer's hair was gathered 
at the top of her head like a pineapple, while Raimira’s black hair was 
braided into numerous strands. 


The two drunkards approached Eugene's bed, moaning like the 
undead. 


"Hey!" Sienna reached out and snatched the blanket. 


Eugene didn't want to surrender his last line of defense. He held onto 
the blanket tightly, but Anise's fist found its way to Eugene's ribs with 


a pop. 
"Ugh." 


It was an unexpected blow. Eugene had trained his body since he 
could barely walk, and it was backed by the mana he had cultivated 
through the White Flame Formula. His body was trained to withstand 
any ordinary blow, but this sharp and powerful punch was more than 
what one would expect from a drunkard. 


As a result, his grip on the duvet loosened, and the hawk-eyed Sienna 
didn't miss the opportunity and swiftly pulled the blanket away. 


"Why...? Why are you doing this to me?" Eugene questioned them 


pitifully while clasping his sore ribs. He could relate to Edmund, 
whom he had killed in the forest. 


"I didn't do anything, so why are you tormenting me...!?" 


Sienna draped the stolen blanket over her shoulders like a cloak, 
laughing wickedly. Anise applauded as she joined in the laughter. To 
Eugene, they appeared like demons that had crawled up from hell. 
Behind the drunken devils, Raimira and Mer, dressed in completely 
ridiculous outfits, shivered and clung to each other. 


"Let me tell you...," Sienna hiccuped, slurring her words. 


Baffled by this display, Eugene let out a desperate cry. "Why are you 
drunk?!" 


For an ordinary person, intoxication was the expected consequence of 
imbibing spirits. Yet, upon reaching a certain level of mastery, one 
could cast off the effects of drunkenness at will, or so it should be. 


Then what about shaking oneself clear of alcohol after becoming 
drunk to the point of oblivion? It was an improbable scenario for the 
average individual, but it was more plausible for the likes of Sienna 
and Anise. 


They had safeguards implanted in their subconscious to shake off the 
inebriation and awaken their senses when needed. 


Yet, no such signs were evident in the pair now. They were like two 
dogs who had lost themselves entirely to alcohol. 


"You drink to get drunk." 


"It’s our first meeting in hundreds of years. It's only natural to drink 
until we're drunk." 


Sienna and Anise reasoned in unison, their faces meeting in fits of 
giggles. Then, Sienna turned to Eugene, wiping away tears of laughter. 
"Hold on. Hold on! I'm... I'm not finished. I was... talking... about 
Kristina." 


Sienna swayed closer to Eugene and began to pat his shoulder. "When 
we first spoke, I thought, what a cocky... bastard! But... But when we 
spoke again... She's bold and cocky! Yep, that’s for sure! But she's not 
bad." 


"Hold on!" Anise barked. She slapped her lips, straightened her 
posture, and sat at the edge of the bed. "Kristina Rogeris!" 


At Anise's loud call of her name, the control of the body instantly 
shifted to Kristina. 


"Yes!" Kristina responded enthusiastically, raising her hand in 
acknowledgment. Eugene had hoped that Kristina might put an end to 
this farce, but seeing her face, he knew that his hopes were dashed. 
She appeared even more drunk than Anise. 


"So, we all had a good talk, and... and it’s so unfair to Kristina!" 
shouted Sienna. 


"What... what was?" asked Eugene. 


"Anise kissed you... right? And I kissed you too! But Kristina, you 
haven't... haven't kissed him. Right?" 


"Yes!" Kristina nodded enthusiastically. 


Eugene was dumbstruck, unable to utter a word, his eyes blinking in 
confusion. He tried to reason with the ladies, "Everyone... aren't you 
all a little too drunk?" 


"It's unfair and sad!" shouted Sienna, ignoring Eugene’s desperate 
attempts at persuasion. 


"Yes!" Kristina agreed even more fervently. 


"So, we talked a lot about it, right? If you kissed her secretly, I'd, I’d 
be furious. So...” Sienna trailed off. 


"Right here!" Kristina thrust her hands into the air, shouting. "W-we 
will do it right here, where Sienna can see us!” 


"Kyaaa!" Sienna clapped her hands as a jubilant roar escaped her lips. 


Eugene quickly closed his mouth and hesitantly inched backward, "I 
think you've all had too much to drink. How are you going to cope 
when morning comes, and the effects of the alcohol wear off...?" 


"Do not flee!" 
"Stay put!" 


Sienna shouted, and Kristina raised her hands high as though wielding 
an axe and latched onto Eugene’s shoulder. 


This was when fear jittered in Eugene’s eyes. 
"We've decided what to do!" Sienna declared. 


"Yes!" Kristina’s blue eyes bore into Eugene. "T-think about it, Sir 
Eugene! When Lady Anise stole a kiss from you, I was unconscious!" 


"What does it matter...?" 


"Of course! I shared Sister’s memory after waking up, but the touch 
and emotions of that moment belonged to Sister, not me!" Kristina 
shouted to make her point. 


"You refer to Anise as Sister?" Eugene had heard it a few times before, 
clearly a slip of her tongue, but when she was sober had tried to hide 
it. 


Clearly, Kristina was far from sober now. 


"So, what I want to say is... it's not fair, and it's lonely! Lady Anise and 
Lady Sienna have had their kiss, and yet I've been left out!" shouted 
Kristina. 


"Kiss...” Eugene was stupefied. 


"Yes, a kiss! Smooch, smooch!" 


Kristina’s face was alarmingly close now. 


"Sister stole a kiss, and Lady Sienna had hers stolen, so it is only 
logical... that you and I... together... should have a kiss!" 


"Kiss him!" Sienna’s cheering sent ripples of courage through the 
alcohol-fogged room. Kristina swallowed hard and, with a flash of 
realization, turned her head away. "......... Phew, hoo, phew......... 
She huffed, exhaling strongly. 


For hours they had drunk wildly. They had indulged in alcohol as if 
there was no tomorrow. Now, she was worried that the smell of 
alcohol would be off-putting to Eugene. It wasn't that bad, but it 
wasn't appropriate for this monumental moment, either. 


Without a word, Kristina swiftly pulled out a tiny glass bottle from her 
possession. 


It was the breath freshener she always carried, ready to use at any 
moment. She sprayed a small amount inside her mouth, swished it 
around a few times, and then took a few more breaths to check the 
smell. 


"Are you sure you're drunk?" Eugene asked tentatively. 
"Kiss!" 


Eugene’s desperate, hasty inquiry was cut off by Sienna’s sudden 
shout. Kristina had no intention of responding to Eugene’s question 
either. Her mind was filled with the symphony of Anise’s screams, 
Sienna’s cries of 'smooch, smooch,' and the pounding of her own heart. 


Kristina closed her lips, then puckered up and slowly moved towards 
Eugene. Eugene, however, did not offer his lips but only trembled in 
response. 


What in the world was happening? Eugene thought, reeling from the 
impossible and preposterous circumstances unfolding before him. 


Should he staunchly reject what was happening? Was it permissible? 


How would they face each other afterward? 


Love? It wasn't absent. Yet the affection Eugene harbored for Kristina 
was not intense enough to warrant a kiss, and he still possessed a 
lucid human heart. 


—I will try to make you fall in love with us. 


Anise had once declared this in Yuras. At the time, Eugene assumed 
the “us” referred to her and Sienna, but later, he also came to feel 
Kristina’s emotions. 


Anise and Kristina both acted true to their word. Their attempts to 
win Eugene's heart differed; Anise chose a more sly and assertive 
approach while Kristina pursued him, transforming her admiration 
into longing and longing into desire. 


And now, Kristina was drawing near Eugene with an intense desire. It 
was... tempting. Kristina and Anise had taken advantage of Sienna’s 
absence to carefully infiltrate his heart, and eventually, they 
succeeded. 


Thus, Eugene found himself unable to firmly push Kristina away. But 
he was also unable to lean forward and offer his lips as she had. 


Kristina slightly opened her eyes, staring at Eugene. She saw that his 
face, which was close enough for their breaths to mingle, was dabbled 
with sweat. He had an awkward expression. 


Her expectations had been wrong. Even though she had bravely taken 
the plunge, fueled by alcohol and encouragement, she had considered 
the odds of success to be slim. 


If Eugene gently pushed her away, she resolved to smile it off without 
issue. She had been prepared. After all, there was no rush. If not now, 
she believed she could slowly open her heart and approach him later. 


But contrary to her expectation, Eugene did not push Kristina away. 
He was clearly uncomfortable, not knowing what to do, but he didn't 
let go of her hands either. 


It was now time to proceed further. Once hazy, Kristina was now fully 
alert. 


She let go of Eugene's shoulders, and her hands snuck upward. Her 
palms gently pressed against his cheeks. 


Eugene made a slight noise as the pressure pushed his lips outward. 
Now was the time! Kristina seized the opportunity like a predator 
snatching its prey, leaning in to initiate a kiss. 


Smooch. 


Their lips met. Eugene's wide eyes trembled in surprise. Kristina kept 
the pressure on, holding the kiss. 


[Tongue!!] Anise exclaimed in the background, but Kristina ignored 
the suggestion. She didn't want that kind of kiss yet. She wanted to 
savor the anticipation of slowly progressing toward that later. 


“Heuk...” Sienna gasped. Although she had been enthusiastically 
cheering and waving her arms around, she was still taken aback by 
the unexpected display of affection in front of her. She bit her lip, her 
emotions roiling in confusion. This unfamiliar sensation was 
indescribable. 


It was just a kiss, after all. That had been her initial thought, and since 
she was drunk, she had confidently permitted it. But now... what was 
this feeling? Anger? Annoyance? No, it was slightly different... It was an 
emotion that wasn't entirely wholesome. It was a thrill tilted towards 
guilty pleasure. 


Why? Her Hamel, Eugene, was being kissed by another woman right 
in front of her. 


There was certainly jealousy about the loss, but it was not completely 
displeasing. Instead, it made her heart pound. What was this peculiar 
emotion? The root of these complex feelings lay in the fact that this 


kiss was happening with Sienna’s “permission.” 


Thus, Sienna was incapable of experiencing pure rage or irritation at 
the spectacle. Instead, she felt something else... A dark, addictive 
flame that threatened to consume her. This black fire made her senses 
reel as if merely watching it was intoxicating. If she approached... if 
she ventured any closer, it felt as if she would be drawn into the dance 
with those flames... 


"Whew...” 


The lips finally broke apart. Kristina took a deep breath, her gaze 
locking onto Eugene's face. Sienna’s hands were soaked with sweat as 
she clenched the hem of her dress tightly while swallowing hard. 


Eugene felt as if his mind had become numb. 


What was this... what was this spectacle supposed to mean? Dignity? 
Pride? Fundamental questions and shame about himself painted 
Eugene's face a deep crimson. 


"Heh... hehe...” Kristina let out a chuckle while observing Eugene's 
state. Kristina gently squeezed Eugene's cheeks once before hopping 
off the bed, feeling invigorated. "Let's go back to bed." 


"Huh... what?" 
"I am... satisfied. I feel as if 1 could ascend to heaven right now." 


With a reverent expression, Kristina traced the holy symbol once 
before turning around and walking away without any hesitation. 
Sienna watched Kristina's retreating back in a daze, then, swallowing 
hard, she rose to her feet. 


"Sleep... sleep well!" Though Sienna was trying her best not to 
acknowledge the black flame still flickering inside her, she was afraid 
that she would eventually become fascinated by it. But now was not 
the time. This flame should only blaze upon her “permission,” and 
Sienna would always remain ahead of it. 


So, Sienna quickly followed Kristina. 
"OBicec2" 


Eugene was left sitting on the bed in a daze. The door that had been 
left open slowly closed. 


[Ahem...] A low grumble came from within the cloak. It was Wynnyd. 
Not knowing what to say to Eugene at this moment, Tempest simply 
emitted a dry cough. 


"Sir Eugene...” 
“Benefactor...” 


Raimira and Mer, who had been discarded in their disarray, slowly 
crawled up to Eugene's bed. Blinking his eyes in a daze, Eugene 
silently embraced the approaching pair. 


"You've had it tough,” he said. 


In a few hours, the sun would rise. Eugene feared the coming of the 
morning. 


Chapter 314 
Abram (1) 


Morning came. 
After preparing his heart, Eugene opened the door to Kristina's room. 


Sienna and Kristina sat opposite each other at the dining table. They 
were enjoying a steaming, bright red stew, or perhaps it was a soup, 
but they ceased their activity upon seeing Eugene. 


"Are you two feeling alright?" Eugene asked after a pause. 


"Hmm." Sienna set down her spoon and patted her chest while 
coughing. She had fallen asleep in her drunken state, not wanting to 
regain full consciousness. Upon waking and shaking off the 
intoxication, she found herself almost without a hangover. 


She remembered everything that had happened at dawn. Alcohol was 
the enemy. After clearing her throat a few times, she looked at Eugene 
calmly. However, her carefully controlled breath and expression 
crumbled like sand as soon as her eyes met Eugene's. 


Sienna opened and closed her mouth a few times like a goldfish before 
swiftly turning her head away. Her spoon sat innocently within her 
sight. She took hold of it, stirring the unfortunate stew unnecessarily 
harshly. 


While Sienna was doing so, Kristina picked up a napkin. With graceful 
hand movements, she shook the napkin and gently wiped her mouth. 


"Did you sleep well?" Kristina inquired before setting down the napkin 
and giving Eugene a warm smile. The memories of dawn were clear to 
her as well. Feelings of embarrassment lingered, but a much greater 
sense of contentment eclipsed them. 


‘Such a scary, formidable child... ' 


Sienna realized Kristina was not an opponent to be underestimated. 
She looked at Kristina, who was smiling as if nothing was amiss, and, 
grinning slightly, she pulled out the chair next to her as she addressed 
Eugene, "If you're hungry, why don't you eat with us?" 


Although he wasn't particularly hungry, Eugene took the suggested 
seat — between Sienna and Kristina. As if she had been waiting, 
Kristina scooped some food onto a fresh plate for him. 


"It'll take at least a decade, won't it?" asked Kristina. 
"What will?" asked Eugene. 


"To defeat the Demon King and hold a wedding,” Kristina stated 
casually. 


Eugene nearly choked on the food he had been spooning absent- 
mindedly. Clutching his throat, he coughed and spluttered. Next to 
him, Sienna dropped her spoon on the table in shock. 


"Wa-wait, a wedding?" Eugene asked, looking stunned. 


"Why are you surprised? Isn't it natural that the end of a relationship 
is marriage?" Kristina asked calmly. 


"Wa... We... Wedding...” All Sienna could do was stutter. 


"We are not in a situation to hold a ceremony immediately, and 
nobody is mentally prepared yet. Sir Eugene, you, Lady Sienna, and 
even Lady Anise have been wishing for the death of the Demon Kings 
for hundreds of years. To save the world perfectly. After achieving all 
that, it won’t be too late to think about everything else. We can 
approach everything step by step,” explained Kristina. 


Clap, clap, clap. 


The sound of applause echoed in Kristina’s mind. 


"Uh, uhm... Uh, yes." After a moment of fluster, even Sienna nodded 
firmly. 


It was indeed the future they had dreamed of centuries ago. After 
slaying all Demon Kings and saving the world, she had planned to 
hold a grand wedding ceremony. They would rent out an entire 
majestic castle, inviting every notable person from across the 
continent to fill the guest seats. Sienna had once dreamed of such a 
lavish wedding, one unparalleled in history and unlikely to be 
surpassed in the future. If it were possible, she was even willing to 
don a wedding gown alongside Anise. 


, 


‘Later, later. Not right now... 


Eugene managed to steady his trembling expression. He was relieved 
that it wasn't an immediate prospect. If they had insisted on a 
wedding ceremony right away, Eugene would have had no choice but 
to steadfastly refuse. However, if it was in the future, wasn’t it 
possible they would have had a change of heart? 


"So, what should we do next?" Eugene finally asked after collecting his 
thoughts. 


Before considering the peaceful future, he pondered the ones who 
needed to be vanquished immediately. 


The Abyssal Princess, Iris, who had turned into a great pirate in the 
South, was a thorn in the side of the Sea Kingdom Shimuin. Initially, 
Shimuin had clandestinely supported Iris in a bid to control the 
southern sea. However, it was simply inconceivable for a single 
kingdom to control a dark elf who had been famous since the era of 
war centuries ago. Iris’ exploits had now expanded beyond control, 
and her band of frenzied pirates was not only preying on commercial 
ships but also military vessels. 


The Queen of the Night Demons, Noir Giabella, was another 
monstrous figure. Defeating a weakened Raizakia had been quite 
challenging, almost impossible. However, Noir Giabella of this era was 
on a whole different level. 


The demon race fed on human energy and souls. Among them, the 


Night Demons were a race specifically specialized in draining human 
energy and their spirit. Noir was a duke with absolute authority 
within Helmuth, and the two territories she governed, Giabella City 
and Dreamea, were particularly densely populated by humans within 
Helmuth. 


And that wasn’t all. Under Noir’s command were hundreds, perhaps 
thousands, of Night Demons. Moreover, the Night Demons under her 
rule weren’t active just in her two territories but had also spread 
across the continent. Whether through legal or illegal means, they sold 
dreams desired by humans and gathered energy, which, of course, was 
surrendered to Noir. 


In other words, Noir had been growing stronger every single day for 
the past three hundred years. 


A demon on par with the Demon King — Noir referred to herself as 
such. It was not an exaggeration. The Queen of the Night Demons, 
who had been surpassing her prime every day for three hundred years, 
had now achieved a power worthy of being called a Demon King. 


The Blade of Incarceration, Gavid Lindman — Eugene was unable to 
accurately gauge his power. They had clashed swords in Ruhr, but 
Gavid had restrained his attacks then. Gavid didn't possess any 
territory. Although he was the commander of the Black Mist, that was 
strictly in the capacity of a Commander rather than having the Black 
Mist as his subjects. 


Gavid had no subjects. Having subjects was incredibly important in 
increasing one's power as a demon, but Gavid was an exception. The 
reason was the Demonic Sword, Glory, and the Demoneye of Divine 
Glory. Why would he need to increase his power as a demon when he 
could freely use the power of the Demon King of Incarceration? If the 
Demon King of Incarceration had grown stronger over the last few 
centuries, Gavid could also revel in his master’s growth. 


But there were other enemies to kill besides these three. There was an 
enemy Eugene needed to kill, no matter what. 


“You said it was Amelia Merwin, right?” asked Sienna with a scowl. 
"That despicable wench, she desecrated your grave and turned your 
corpse into a Death Knight." 


Amelia Merwin was one of the Three Mages of Incarceration, the 
dungeon master of the desert. 


Although she was a wizard of this era, she was not to be taken lightly. 
Even Balzac had said so. Of the three mages, Edmond was likely the 
most skilled wizard, but the strongest was Amelia. 


And Amelia had likely become the new master of Vladmir. She was 
already irritating and shady, but now, she had likely become the Staff 
of Incarceration after becoming the master of Vladmir. 


"I don't know how powerful the wizards of this era are. Do you think 
they are stronger than me?" asked Sienna. 


"They might be lacking in magic compared to you. However, it won't 
be easy to kill them either," Eugene answered honestly. 


They would have to wage war against the desert kingdom of Nahama 
to kill Amelia. To make matters worse, all the wizards and dark 
wizards of the desert dungeon were claimed to be under Amelia's 
command. 


"What about an assassination attempt?" 


"We could try, but to assassinate that damned woman, we'd have to 
infiltrate the desert dungeon." 


The desert where Amelia had established herself was famous even in 
Nahama. It was the Ashur Desert, the death desert, a place where not 
even the locals dared tread. This entire desert was Amelia's domain. 


"The best option would be to lure Amelia out of the desert... but that 
won't be easy,” said Eugene. 


"Should we strike the desert with a meteor shower?" Sienna mumbled. 
If they were willing to wage war, it was worth considering. "Even if 
they don't want to, they would have to crawl out if a meteor shower 
fell on them. It wouldn't matter how deep underground they were 
hiding. We just need to evaporate the accumulated sand, overturn the 
ground, and drag them out." 


Sienna strongly expressed her killing intent. 


The grave and the body were the things she had failed to protect from 
Vermouth. But then somebody, not even Vermouth, but another dark 
wizard, created a Death Knight from her beloved Hamel's corpse? It 
was unforgivable. 


"It will be better to take care of Iris first," Anise spoke up. "The death 
of Edmund didn't prompt any reaction from the Demon King of 
Incarceration. But it's uncertain whether they will remain silent even 
after Amelia's death. Plus, there are many issues we'd have to consider 
before killing Amelia." 


But there would be no such issues with Iris. She had lost her territory 
and left Helmuth. Moreover, Iris had no connections with the Demon 
King of Incarceration. In addition, if Eugene decided to kill Iris, 
Shimuin would gladly lend their power. 


Killing Iris first would surely provoke reactions from the others. 


Amelia was aware of Eugene's intention to kill. Amelia herself also 
harbored the intent to kill Eugene. Noir wouldn't come to kill Eugene. 
She was waiting for Eugene to come and kill her. Gavid wouldn't draw 
his sword until Eugene came to Babel. 


"Alright," Sienna nodded. It was still uncertain how much of a ripple 
effect Iris's death would create. Regardless, Sienna also wanted to kill 
Iris. She had killed and corrupted countless elves during the war, and 
Sienna considered her a personal enemy. 


That said, they couldn't just go right away. Given how formidable Iris 
was, they had to make sufficient preparations. 


'We have to go home and deal with Raizakia’s corpse as well.' Eugene 
thought. 


He would need to inform Ariartel. The red dragon had been hoping for 
Raizakia’s death. 


"Let's get moving," Sienna stood up, pulling her chair back. 


Eugene stared at her with wide eyes. "Where to?" 


Sienna snorted before pointing outside the window. Eugene followed 
her hand and gave a hollow laugh upon seeing their destination. She 
was pointing towards the heart of the capital, Abram, the royal castle 
of Aroth. 


Trempel Vizardo was an Archwizard of the Eighth Circle and the most 
prominent battle mage in Aroth. In Aroth, his position was that of the 
commander of the court wizards, but in these peaceful times devoid of 
war, he had to perform more duties advising the royal family on 
magic than actual battle mage activities. 


Like right now. Trempel scrunched up his face in displeasure, 
scratching his head in frustration. 


It was because of yesterday’s sudden weather change. He had 
inspected the magic system of the floating station, but there had been 
no plan for snow yesterday. There was no error in the magic system 
either. 


‘Who on earth could it be?’ 


The snowfall from yesterday was the work of a mysterious wizard. 
This unidentified wizard had breached the floating station's magic 
system, causing snow to fall over the entire capital. 


It was truly an unbelievable thing. The floating station, which 
controlled the capital’s weather and even performed the role of a 
warp-gate, was under strict security and control. Even within the royal 
family, only Trempel and a handful of high-ranking court wizards had 
the ability to interfere with it. Moreover, the interference spell could 
only be executed here, in the royal castle of Abram. Additionally, the 
spell could not be activated without the king's approval. 


The natural suspects that came to mind were the tower heads of 
Aroth. It was definitely possible for archwizards in the Eighth Circle to 
somehow interfere with the floating station. In fact, interference 
would be impossible for anyone who wasn’t an archwizard. 


If he could narrow down the suspects to the tower masters... 
Trempel squinted and turned his head. 
"Why not be honest at this point?" he asked. 


The White Tower Master, Melkith El-Hayah, was the only suspect 
among the tower masters. Why would the other tower masters do such 
a thing? 


Of course, following a similar logic, there was no reason for Melkith to 
change the weather either. But Trempel knew all too well that the 
White Tower Master was not a person who could be understood with 
common sense. 


"White Tower Master. You just returned to Aroth yesterday," Trempel 
continued with his inquiry. 


"No, it wasn't me." 


"Who else would do such a thing? Furthermore, the incident occurred 
on the very day you returned!" 


"Why would I do such a thing?!" Melkith yelled out in frustration. 


She had just returned the previous day from a lengthy trip. Once back 
at the White Tower, she had been in the middle of throwing a 
celebratory party with the other wizards and spirit wizards for her 
successful contract with Ifrit. That was when Trempel and the court 
wizards stormed in and arrested her, bringing her all the way here. 


"I won't forget this, you old coot. I've told you countless times I'm 
innocent. Why won't you listen?" Melkith shouted again. 


"There are no traces left of interference with the floating station. Only 
an Archwizard with exceptional and meticulous skills could achieve 
that." 


"Well, I guess I am an Archwizard with exceptional and meticulous 
skills." 


"Should I take that as a confession then?" Trempel asked. 


He squinted at Melkith. Although he had brought her in, she was a 
tower master, and there wasn’t clear evidence. He couldn't use strong 
interrogation methods, either. 


"But I didn't do it! Why would I make it snow!?" 


"There's a precedent. White Tower Master, no, Melkith El-Hayah. You 
created thunderstorms in the past when you wanted to form a pact 
with the Spirit King of Lightning." Trempel tried explaining patiently. 


"I've already paid for that! The royal family of Aroth confiscated all 
my wealth at the time! Do you know how miserable and hard it was 
for me? I was penniless and even had to sell my mansion! I was living 
in the White Tower!" Melkith sounded indignant. 


Furthermore, this had happened decades ago. Melkith shivered when 
she recalled the unpleasant memory. 


She wished she could summon the Spirit Kings and raise a storm, but 
it was impossible to cast even the simplest magic in Abram. The only 
ones who could use magic in this white palace were the royal family 
and the court magicians who had sworn loyalty to the royal family. 


"And! The thunderstorm I conjured! I conjured it such that it only 
covered my mansion, didn’t I?" 


"I don't understand why you are upset. Of course, the thunderstorm 
only occurred over your property. But didn't dozens of lightning bolts 
scatter in all directions?" Trempel asked after a pause. 


"There were no casualties!" Melkith argued back. 


"That was a divine providence. If there were any casualties, not only 
would your assets have been confiscated, but you would also have 
been on the gallows!" 


"Hmm... let's not talk about the past. I was immature... and... in the 
end, didn't my pact with the Spirit King of Lightning significantly raise 


the prestige of the Magic Kingdom of Aroth? I did it for Aroth!" 
Melkith proclaimed while puffing up her chest. 


Trempel gritted his teeth, feeling his fist clenching. He had to take a 
deep breath to collect himself. 


"Fortunately, no accidents occurred due to yesterday's snow. There 
were no casualties. It wasn't as dangerous as lightning. If you admit 
your crime now, I will ensure that it ends with a fine, not the 
confiscation of all your assets. What do you say?" 


"Ah, no, I didn't do it. Why won't you listen to me? Why would I make 
it snow, huh?" said Melkith, exasperated. 


"You might have made it snow to contract with the Spirit King of 
Snow." 


"That’s... hmm, I'll try that somewhere other than Aroth in the future. 
Anyway, I didn't do it." Melkith crossed her arms and cocked her head. 
"IT admit. I do look suspicious. But I really didn't do it, okay? And it 
wasn't just me who returned to Aroth yesterday. What about the Red 
Tower Master! Lovellian Sophis! Why didn't you arrest that guy?" 


"The Red Tower Master would not do such a thing," Trempel stated 
flatly. 


"That's what you call prejudice! Why do you think I would do it and 
the Red Tower Master wouldn't? He may have been building his image 
to take advantage of such a crucial moment!" 


"Nonsense...” 


"Or Balzac Ludbeth! That bastard is super suspicious. He hasn’t 
returned to Aroth yet, has he? It could all be a show! He may be 
sneaking around plotting something." 


"Are you implying Balzac is your accomplice?" 


"Look, Trempel, you seem to have no talent for leading an 
investigation," Melkith declared. 


Trempel scowled even more and checked the system of the floating 
station. 


"Or... it could be the work of a spy from another country who has 
infiltrated Aroth. Yesterday's snow could have been a test for a larger 
terrorist attack...! Trempel! We don't have time for you to detain me 
and talk nonsense. Someone might be planning a catastrophic attack 
on the capital or a coup against the royal family!" 


Normally, Trempel would dismiss such words as nonsense, but he 
could not afford to right now. In the first place, he had detained 
Melkith because he had similar suspicions. 


Interfering with the magic system of the floating station meant being 
able to create meteorological changes in the capital at will. Normally, 
the floating station was sure to prevent weather disasters, but what if 
someone could freely unlock the limits? And if, by chance, they could 
interfere with the warp-gate, it could truly result in a catastrophic loss 
of life. 


eer We're already investigating that. You are the likeliest of the 
suspects, which is why I'm interrogating you myself." 


“Don’t you have any video records?” 


“If we had such things, I would not be questioning you right now. The 
culprit left no traces. Not even a shadow.” 


“Fine. Pll cooperate. We’ll catch the culprit together. We don’t have 
time! A devastating plan that threatens Aroth might be closing in! 
Even Abram might be under direct—” 


Rumbleeee! 
Before she could finish, the ground began to shake under their feet. 
Trempel jumped up from his seat and glared at Melkith. 


“Melkith El-Haya! You are under arrest for treason against the royal 
family!” 


“Y-you’ve already arrested me, so what are you saying!? Y-you, you 
do not think that an accomplice is here to rescue me or something, 
right?” 


Even Melkith had to admit that the timing had been immaculate. 


Chapter 315 
Abram (2) 


Eugene couldn't help but wear a half-dazed expression. 


Presently, he was floating above the Royal Castle of Aroth, Abram 
itself. The magic sealing formation embedded in the entire massive 
fortress rendered all wizards powerless except the royal family and the 
court magicians. Moreover, its power extended not just inside the 
fortress but also outside. 


Other wizards couldn't fly above Abram. All magical attacks from 
outside were also nullified by the magic sealing formation. But despite 
that, Eugene was hovering in the airspace above Abram effortlessly. 


The reason he could do so was simple. It was Sienna who had created 
the magic sealing formation and the surrounding lake. 


Sienna extended Akasha forward and closed her eyes. 


The Eternal Hole activated, and the boundless mana contained within 
Akasha was guided into it. Ignoring the sealing magic circle, Sienna 
captured the chunk of land known as Abram with her spell. 


Kugugung...! 


The entire fortress “jumped” and moved. Massive ripples began to 
form on the previously calm surface of the lake. The ripples soon 
became waves, which started to swash against the fortress. 


"Hey, hey. You're still recovering, don't push yourself," Eugene 
reminded. 


"This isn't straining at all," Sienna chuckled, lifting Akasha a little 
higher. 


It would have taken a definite toll if she were to use a completely new 
spell. However, moving Abram was not particularly difficult for 
Sienna. The magic she had cast hundreds of years ago was still intact. 
The same was true for the magic sealing formation, as well as the 
magic that allowed the fortress to float above the lake. This was all 
the magic Sienna had cast and engraved in the past. 


The formulae she had inscribed hundreds of years ago had barely 
changed. Future generations of wizards had come to comprehend and 
develop the magic sealing formation to a certain extent, but no one 
had directly interfered with the dense inscriptions etched onto the 
huge fortress. It was a daunting, dangerous task even for Archwizards. 


What if they inadvertently triggered a fatal error? A mistake like that 
would cost even an Archwizard their life. 


Abram began to sink, though very, very slowly. 


This was precisely why she had said it wouldn’t be straining for her. 
Lifting an object of such weight into the air would definitely have 
been strenuous, but subtly altering the preexisting magic that made 
the object float to make it sink into the lake wasn’t a huge task. 


As Abram slowly sank, the waves of the lake became more violent. 
The overflowing waves battered the pristine white castle walls and the 
open castle gates connected to the river. 


It was literally a water burial. 


It was a joke that had been made in the past during a hearing. But 
clearly, Sienna actually intended to bury Abram underwater. 


Shouldn't he stop her at this point? Eugene thought as he glanced at 
Sienna's face. 


If Sienna was wearing an emotional expression, he would have tried to 
stop her, verbally at least. But on the contrary, Sienna's face was 
incredibly calm. 


She looked nonchalant, almost as if she were just carrying out an 
ordinary chore. 


She wasn't doing this out of shallow excitement or anger. Sienna was 
extremely calm and composed. She had first heard about it from 
Eugene a few years ago. Then she had contemplated once more after 
being released from her seal a month ago. However, the conclusion 
was unchanged. 


Converting her mansion into a tourist site? Clearing the small forest and 
filling up the river? Such things were annoying, but it was somewhat 
inevitable, considering that two hundred years had passed since she 
went into seclusion without a word. 


Merdein Square and the statue? They were embarrassing, indeed... but 
not a cause for anger. 


However... 


Having persecuted Mer was something to be angered about. It was an 
unforgivable act. What Sienna could not tolerate the most was that 
despite proclaiming her as the Wise Sienna and making her the idol of 
wizards over hundreds of years, they had not treated Mer, the familiar 
she personally created, with the respect she deserved. 


Of course, Sienna was not blameless in this matter either. She had 
linked Mer with Witch Craft in Akron. So ultimately, it was technically 
Sienna’s fault that Mer had been trapped in Akron for hundreds of 
years. 


Even so, dissecting her?' 


The least they could have done was to modify the hall for Mer’s 
convenience, but instead, they had dared to dissect the small familiar 
to uncover the secrets of Witch Craft! 


That was something Sienna simply could not forgive. 
"Oh, I'm fine... Hehe...," Mer said from Sienna’s side half-heartedly. 


The one who had led the dissection of Mer was the former master of 
the green tower. It was a past she didn't particularly wish to recall. 
Though, thinking about it didn't cause her any significant distress. 
That was because Mer had not felt any physical pain during the 


dissection. Even so, she had still suffered a fair amount of 
psychological damage. She recalled feelings of humiliation and anger. 
It had happened over a hundred years ago, but being dissected while 
fully conscious and alive was not an experience one could easily 
endure. 


"It’s not fine with me," Sienna spat grimly. "The former Head of the 
Green Tower? That bastard should be grateful he's already dead." 


Sienna had taken three disciples in the past during her time in Aroth: 
Theodore Throne, Vice Osman, and Frilla Helen. Among them, 
Theodore became the Head of the Red Tower, while Vice and Frilla 
married. After Sienna retired as the Green Tower Master, Vice 
succeeded her. 


The child of the pair was Roland Osman, the father of the current 
Head of the Green Tower, Jeneric Osman, and the one responsible for 
carrying out Mer’s dissection. 


Sienna had never even heard of his name, but she was still filled with 
fierce anger. How had Vice and Frilla educated their child? How could 
he have even entertained the insane idea of dissecting a familiar 
belonging to his grandmaster? 


The royal family of Aroth wasn’t blameless in this matter either since 
such a thing could not have taken place without their permission. 


"Stop immediately!" 


By the time the palace gardens had become submerged in water, 
someone had shot up into the sky from a building within the castle 
walls. It was the commander of Aroth’s court magicians, Trempel 
Vizardo, and Melkith El-Hayah. Melkith was currently bound. 


"Stop right now, I said!" 


Trying to submerge the royal palace of Abram? This was an 
unprecedented act of terrorism in the history of Aroth. Trempel's hair 
stood on end due to his immense anger. 


“How dare you!" 


Trempel stared at the terrorists, no, the rebels, with wide, furious 
eyes. 


Despite not wearing a hood, their faces were not visible. It was a very 
high-level spell that was interfering with his perception. Trempel 
concentrated mana in his eyes and cast a spell. 


"Impossible... I never imagined I would encounter such a ridiculous 
situation during my time...!" shouted Trempel. 


He could see three adversaries at the moment, but there were bound 
to be more. It was impossible that a mere group of three was 
launching an attack against Aroth. Was this a rebellion? Or was it an 
attack from another nation? Trempel was leaning towards the latter 
possibility. 


"Your spy, Melkith El-Hayah, has already been captured. Halt your 
attacks immediately, and—” 


"What are you saying? I've already told you I'm not a spy! I have no 
idea about any of this!" Melkith screamed while squirming in the air. 


Eugene sighed at the sight. Trempel's rage and misunderstanding were 
understandable, but still, he couldn't comprehend why he had 
captured Melkith and deemed her a spy. 


Trempel wasn't the only one who had flown up into the sky. 


Among the court wizards, hundred elite, combat-specialized wizards 
rose into the air to block Sienna’s path. Moreover, other wizards and 
knights were lining up on the ground, which was slowly being 
submerged in water. 


"Well, well." 


It wasn’t only their front and the ground that was slowly being lined 
with opposition. Wizards were beginning to gather in the back as well. 
They consisted of wizards of the capital, the Heads of the Towers, 
excluding Melkith and Balzac, as well as wizards belonging to the 
guild. They didn't rashly approach due to the magic sealing formation 
around Abram, but they blocked Sienna's retreat path with determined 


resolve. 


"Is the king not coming out?" Sienna asked. The king in her memories 
would be long dead, but she still asked. 


To summon a nation's king like a common dog...! Trempel felt a surge of 
anger and lifted his hand high. The staff that appeared with a flash 
absorbed Trempel's rage and mana. With a rumble, a whirlwind of 
intense mana began to form in the sky above Trempel's head. 


"It seems the Crown Prince is here, though... Lady Sienna," Eugene 
whispered to Sienna, tilting his head slightly. 


It was Crown Prince Honein Abram. His face was distorted by 
confusion and anger as he approached Trempel. 


"Why are you suddenly being formal... Ah, um, hmm, well... I see." 
Sienna stopped herself and cleared her throat awkwardly with 
understanding. It wasn't yet known to the world that Eugene 
Lionheart was the reincarnation of Hamel. Hence, Sienna could not 
treat Eugene as Hamel in a public space. 


'This might be nice. It’ll be like a secret romance,' Sienna entertained the 
thought for a moment but quickly composed her expression, 
reminding herself that this wasn't the time for such feelings. 


"You all,” said Sienna. Her voice carried mana. 


A powerful vibration resonated through the air as her voice echoed, 
amplified by Akasha and the Eternal Hole. Trempel stiffened when he 
saw how easily his spell was deflected. 


‘A voice capable of unsettling the very foundations of magic?’ 


Was it possible? Was this a realization of Draconic, the legendary magic of 
the dragons...? 


‘Could it be...?’ 


Dragon. How had he missed it? What other existence was capable of 


ignoring the magic sealing formation which the Wise Sienna had left 
behind? What other existence was capable of causing the mana in the 
air to fluctuate with just their voice? 


After all, why did they assume that such an entity had to be human? 
Were they against a dragon, an entity who had vanished since the era 
of the wars? 


Trempel swallowed hard, his voice hardly above a whisper, "Are 
you... a dragon?" 


Those words sent a significant shockwave throughout the crowd. The 
court wizards, headed by Trempel, hardened their faces in shared 
suspicion. Crown Prince Honein also appeared as if he had been struck 
hard from behind, his mouth hanging open. Even the beleaguered 
ground forces echoed with groans of discomfort. 


"Hmm...” 


The tower heads responsible for the rear defense had also heard 
Trempel’s words. Like Trempel, the Green Tower Master and the Blue 
Tower Master suspected the mysterious entity to be a dragon. Yet, the 
face of Lovellian, the Red Tower Master, was locked with a different 
emotion. 


"Could it be...?" 


The interference from the perception-altering magic was too strong. 
Moreover, the magic sealing formation made direct intervention 
difficult. With narrowed eyes, Lovellian stared at the trio sinking 
Abram into the water. A single possibility spun in Lovellian’s mind, 
growing steadily into a conviction. But the terrifying truth was 
something Lovellian couldn't bring himself to voice. 


"A dragon, what nonsense." Sienna furrowed her eyebrows and shook 
Akasha. The perception-altering magic disappeared, and the obscured 
figures now appeared more distinct. 


Too much surprise could render one incapable of even being shocked, 
unable to utter even a groan or a cry of surprise. 


This was the state of the hundreds of people now looking at Sienna. 
Their eyes were wide and jaws agape as they stared at her. 


They knew from portraits that captured the past, as well as statues 
across Pentagon. The unmistakable image from three hundred years 
ago was still hanging in Akron. Her attire had changed. The clothes 
and the cloak were different. 


But her violet hair and Akasha, which she held in one hand, were 
identical to the image from three hundred years ago. 


"Sir... Eugene...?” Trempel managed to stutter out a few words, barely 
squeezing out his voice. Thanks to the disappearance of the 
perception-altering magic, Eugene's figure was also visible now. 


He had called Eugene's name because he felt more comfortable calling 
him than calling out ‘Sienna Merdein.’ 


"Th... at... umm...” 


But uttering Eugene's name did not change the situation or what they 
saw. Trempel couldn’t even think to calm himself. He could barely 
move his eyes. 


“The Wise Lady Sienna... is it really you?" he called out. 


"Can't you tell?" Sienna retorted while raising a finger high. All one 
hundred court wizards stepped back in unison at her simple 
movement. 


Prince Honein was no different. Unsure of what to do, he alternated 
between staring at the sinking Abram and Sienna. 


"Are you not going to dismiss it?" said Sienna. 
"Ex... Cuse me?" responded Trempel. 


"I said, aren't you going to dismiss it, kid!" Sienna yelled angrily while 
pointing at the magical vortex that Trempel had conjured. Without a 
moment's hesitation, Trempel instantly dispelled the magic and 


lowered his staff. No, thinking that it would be rude to hold a staff in 
her presence, he also dispelled the staff and respectfully held his 
hands at the navel. 


"[-It’s... an honor to meet you... My, my name is Trempel Vizardo. I 
currently serve as the Chief Court Magician of Arot...” 


Trempel found it difficult to steady his trembling voice. To all wizards 
after the age of war, The Wise Sienna was practically a religion. Almost 
all wizards used the Circles Formula. The formula established by 
Sienna was the backbone of the basics for the wizards of this age, the 
maxims she left were sacred scriptures, and Sienna herself was an idol 
akin to a god. 


"Eugene!" Melkith screamed. She was still confined, wriggling like a 
caterpillar, squealing. "Help me! L-Lady Sienna! My name is Melkith 
El-Hayah! I also played a big role in finding you!” 


Melkith respected the Wise Sienna as well. But unlike Trempel, she 
was not nervous or terrified. Rather, she was very confident. 


Who had freed Sienna sealed in the World Tree? Eugene Lionheart? 
No. It was everyone who fought alongside Eugene in the forest at the 
time. In fact, if Melkith hadn't supplied her mana, the battle with 
Raizakia would have ended with Eugene's death long ago. 


Sienna didn't immediately turn her attention to Melkith’s desperate 
cry. With a grimace, Sienna listened to Mer's whispering. 


"Lady Sienna, that's the guy. The bastard with the beard and the green 
robe.” 


"Uh-huh." 


"That guy is Jeneric Osman, the current Head of the Green Tower. The 
guy who dissected me was his father, but he died decades ago." 


"Uh-huh." 


"But you know, Lady Sienna. As I told you yesterday, that Jeneric 


bastard also tortured me a lot. Whenever he came to your hall, he 
would tell me that I was useless. He said he couldn't interpret Witch 
Craft because I was useless.” 


"That's a bastard talking nonsense," Sienna said furiously. 


"Yes, really. He couldn't understand Witch Craft because he was stupid 
and incompetent, so why did he scold me? I'm really curious about 
that." 


"I'm very curious too." Sienna nodded while stroking Mer's head. "So, 
I'll ask him directly." 


"Ehe... You don't have to go that far." 


"No, I really want to." With that, Sienna turned towards Trempel and 
Honein. "Stay there." 


"Ye... yes?" 
"Don't interfere and mess things up; just stay there." 


She didn't wait for an answer. Sienna raised Mer in her arms, then 
handed her over to Eugene. Mer giggled the entire time. 


"Ehem... Eugene, you too. Just stand there holding Mer... be still... 
won't you?" 


It was a simple sentence, but it seemed to tickle her throat. Sienna 
coughed a few times and turned around. 


"Hey." She turned her fierce gaze towards Jeneric. Jeneric was still 
floating in the air without any understanding of his current 
predicament. "Come here. No, never mind. Just stay there." 


"Ye... yes?" 


"Stay there, you bastard." 


Anger and desire for slaughter turned into magic. 


Chapter 316 
Abram (3) 


Jeneric's lips and eyes twitched uneasily. 
The Wise Sienna. 


The legendary wizard was manifesting clear hostility as she slowly 
approached him. 


‘But why?' 


Though the answer to his question seemed quite obvious, Jeneric still 
mulled over the question again and again. 


The reason... The reason? 


The biggest thing had been his father's mistake. So to Jeneric, this felt 
incredibly unfair. 


His father and predecessor, the previous Green Tower Master, had 
been a stubborn and radical man. His father had insisted that 
interpreting Witch Craft, the heritage of Wise Sienna, was an absolute 
necessity they could waste no time with. 


Witch Craft, known as the grimoire of fantasy, was more of a concept 
in Akron than a book itself. 


What deserved attention was that Akron's Witch Craft was divided 
into three parts. One volume was in Akron, and the second, albeit a 
copy, was held by the royal family of Aroth. 


In reality, the remaining two volumes of Witch Craft did not exist, and 
the magical book possessed by the royal family was nothing more than 
something Sienna had casually made to boost the royal family and 


Aroth’s value. But since only Sienna knew this truth, future wizards 
had no choice but to be obsessed with the illusion of finding and 
deciphering the remainder of Witch Craft. 


The previous Green Tower Master had harbored a strong desire for 
honor. He longed to interpret Akron's Witch Craft, to get permission to 
study the remaining volume of Witch Craft from the royal family, and 
to leap beyond the Eighth Circle. 


So he had insisted on dissecting Mer, a familiar who couldn't feel pain. 
It wasn't like they were completely breaking Mer apart, simply 
opening and closing her body a few times. 


In fact, there had been others who had entertained the thought before 
him. 


High-ranking wizards accessing Akron, the Tower Masters, and even 
the royalty of Aroth had thought that if some secret was hidden in 
Witch Craft, dissecting the familiar that managed it would be more 
efficient. 


Dissecting the familiar was overwhelmingly easier than prying open 
Witch Craft, which reproduced the concept of the Eternal Hole. 


But they had only entertained the thought without ever attempting to 
put it into action. Like Witch Craft, the familiar Mer was also a legacy 
left by Sienna. They had been stuck at this impasse when the Green 
Tower Master of the generation claimed that he would take all the 
responsibility and requested to perform the dissection. 


Justification? He had plenty. The Green Tower Master had been the 
child of two disciples of the Wise Sienna, and he had claimed himself 
to be Sienna's successor. The Red Tower Master of the generation, who 
had also succeeded Sienna, vehemently opposed, but the royal family 
of Aroth had accepted the Green Tower Master's proposal. All of this 
happened one hundred years ago. 


So they dissected Mer, but there wasn't much gain. They wouldn't dare 
touch the fully sealed memories, and even the structural formula of 
the familiar was incomprehensible. 


From the start, there was no secret about Witch Craft implanted in 
Mer. No matter how many times they performed the dissection, they 
couldn’t have possibly gained anything. 


"Lady... Lady Sienna, there seems to be a misunderstanding," Jeneric 
stuttered. 


But Sienna didn't give an answer. Jeneric thought her silence was a 
blessing. He had blurted out what he could, but even upon reflection, 
there was nothing for her to misunderstand. 


"The act that angered you, Lady Sienna, was something my father 
committed. I... I have no connection to that incident." Changing his 
tone, Jeneric vehemently protested his unfair treatment. Of course, 
Sienna paid no mind to his pleas. 


Crack! 


A magical spear materialized beside Sienna's head. Without warning, 
the spear shot forward. Startled, Jeneric blinked away. If he hadn't, 
the spear would have skewered his head. 


"Did I not." The spear came to a halt right where Jeneric had been 
standing, and Sienna sneered, "Tell you not to move?" 


"W-what... What?" 


"I told you just now, didn’t I? Would I have really killed you? I was 
going to stop it myself, but you got scared and moved on your own. 
Isn't that right?" 


"L-Lady Sienna, about that—" 


"Don't get me wrong. I have no intention of punishing you for the sins 
your father committed." That was a lie. "But that doesn't mean I have 
a reason to think well of you. You tortured Mer, didn't you?" 


"That... that is...” 


"And you've been parading around claiming to be my successor? I 


heard your name for the first time today, yet you've been profiting off 
mine over and over again." 


There was rage concerning Mer. However, it was irrational to direct it 
at Jeneric, so a different reason was necessary. Fortunately, there were 
plenty of reasons for Sienna to discipline Jeneric. 


"And as if that wasn’t enough, what about when you opposed Eugene's 
inheritance of Akasha? You were the most outspoken about it, weren’t 
you?" shot Sienna. 


"W-well, that was so abrupt that...” 


"Abrupt? And who are you to judge that? Ah, of course. You can 
oppose it. That’s fine. But! Not only that, but you claimed to be my 
rightful successor and tried to take Akasha from Eugene. You tried to 
test Eugene, didn't you?" she continued. 


Jeneric swallowed hard. Sienna raised Akasha high with a show of 
force. 


"So. This time, I will test you. To see if you're truly a worthy wizard to 
claim my succession." 


"H-how could I possibly stand against you, Lady Sienna? This is too 
cruel." 


"Cruel? Then I'll make you a clear bet. If your magic so much as grazes 
my clothes! I swear on everything to acknowledge you as my 
successor. I'll forgive your late, unknown father for using my name for 
his benefit. I'll even forgive you for tormenting my beloved familiar. 
And right, Akasha? I'll give it to you too." Sienna grinned, her lips 
curling in amusement. 


As she laid out her terms, Jeneric's expression began to shift. He was 
still shocked and bewildered, yet avarice gradually filled his eyes. 


To merely graze her clothing? It didn't seem a difficult condition. The 
opponent was the legendary wizard, the wise Sienna, but she was still 
a human wizard. 


Just a graze...... 
If he could accomplish that, Jeneric would gain a great deal. 


He would become recognized as the successor to the Wise Sienna and 
master of Akasha. He would receive all honor and glory. Even the 
Wise Sienna could not renege on her words after declaring it in front 
of so many people. Jeneric slowly nodded while calming his heart and 
took up the challenge after a prolonged silence. 


"Understood. If it means being recognized as Lady Sienna's successor, 
I, Jeneric Osman, will undertake the trial. As the current Master of the 
Green Tower and a wizard who carries on Lady Sienna's legacy,” 
declared Jeneric. 


"You talk a lot," Sienna tilted her head with a chuckle. "Well, are you 
not going to use magic? You're not planning on letting me attack first, 
are you?" 


Jeneric’s expression hardened at her words, and he drew his staff. 
Perhaps it was because he'd decided to challenge her with magic, 
despite calling it a test. Sienna's outspoken words were beginning to 
grate on him. 


Let's put her in her place.' 


Jeneric's body plummeted downwards. He had no need to ponder 
which magic to use. Out of all the magic he could perform, he opted 
for his most outstanding spell. His Signature, the symbol of an 
Archwizard — Yggdrasil. Light surged from Jeneric's staff, and the 
enormous glow engulfed his form. Sienna watched from above, her 
feet planted firmly in mid-air. 


"What a fucking stupid spell," she criticized with narrowed brows. 


The concept of a Signature spell had existed centuries ago as well. 
Today, the standard for an Archwizard was set at the Eighth Circle, 
but before the Circle Magic Formula was properly developed, anyone 
and everyone had claimed to be an Archwizard. 


From long ago, wizards were obsessed with unique spells that only 


they could perform. In that era, to distinguish a real Archwizard, one 
had to display such unique magic — their Signature. 


"Times sure have changed. To think that one could claim to be an 
Archwizard with such a mediocre Signature,” said Sienna. She was 
sincere. In some ways, it could be considered the downside of the 
Circle Magic Formula. Since the Eighth Circle had become the 
definitive standard, even those casting such mediocre spells could 
claim to be an Archwizard as long as they were at the Eighth Circle. 


So what was so mediocre about it? First off, its activation was too 
slow. Something was earnestly being formed within the light, but the 
process was sluggish and full of gaps. The light itself served as a 
protective barrier, but Sienna could shatter it and tear Jeneric apart 
right this moment if she wished. 


She couldn't help but admire his judgment for opting to use such a 
slow Signature without a second thought. Was he taking the test too 
lightly? Or did he believe his signature would be completed before his 
defenses were broken? Either way, it was shallow and unworthy. 


‘An unnecessarily large tree. The constituting formulas are... Hmm, quite 
interesting, actually.' 


The spells used to form Yggdrasil were mostly original magics from 
Jeneric and the Osman family. Sienna narrowed her eyes, intently 
observing the light spreading below. 


Akasha would lay out the formulas constituting Jeneric’s magic and 
allow comprehension by the user. However, Sienna succeeded in 
perfectly deciphering and understanding Yggdrasil without even 
needing to rely on Akasha. 


‘Acceleration and simultaneous casting of magic. This is a pathetic attempt 
at mimicking Eternal Hole.' 


It was insignificant. 


Every single bark of the tree is imbued with a defensive spell. He’s half 
merged his physical form with the tree to enhance his regeneration. He can 
escape by shifting to other roots as well.' 


It was insignificant. 


'He has dominion over the earth where roots are planted... The range is 
stupidly wide. But the assistance for precise calculation is severely lacking. 
Are you planning to compensate for the lack of precision with an inflated 
size and numbers?' 


It was insignificant. 


‘Blossom buds on every branch. They’re meant to gather mana from the 
air. The petals then burst to release the artillery. It’s a wide-area magic 
reflecting artillery off the petals.' 


It was genuinely insignificant. It was truly trivial. He had just slapped 
on everything that was supposed to be great, but none of it was 
complete. This magic is just a coward's attempt to look brave. There 
was no real defense, evasion, or attack to present. 


How should she crush this, then? 
Zzzraaahhh! 


The light vanished, signaling the completion of Yggdrasil. A magical 
tree, as gigantic as the spire of the castle, had sprung up from the lake. 
From deep within the tree, Jeneric opened his eyes. 


How long had it been since he'd been given the opportunity to fully unleash 
Yggdrasil like this? 


Delighted in his sense of omnipotence, Jeneric turned his attention 
towards Sienna. There was no need to look up at the sky since the tall 
and massive structure of Yggdrasil allowed him a wide field of view. 


[Thank you for waiting. ] 


She must have failed to break through. Jeneric chuckled lightly while 
moving Yggdrasil. 


Kwaaarrr! 


Countless tree roots and trunks sprung upwards from underneath the 
lake. With every movement of Yggdrasil’s tendrils, giant waves rolled 
across the lake. 


[I regret that I cannot concede the first attack to you, Lady Sienna. So, 
I shall initiate the attack.] 


"Absolutely insane," Sienna muttered. Sienna scoffed and shook her 
head. The arrogance in that voice, confidently boasting about a not-so- 
impressive, insignificant magic, was too intolerable. 


"Fine. Come at me, kid." Sienna expressed her intense annoyance. 


Ygegdrasil invoked its magic. High-speed offensive spells poured onto 
Sienna in swarms, but Sienna stood still. There was no value or need 
to evade such magic. 


The attacks she was bombarded with consisted of different types of 
offensive magic, yet when they reached Sienna, they all met the same 
fate — annihilation. Pure annihilation. The attacks, the magic, faded 
into nothingness. 


[What on earth...?!] 


A wide-range dispel? It was the magic-sealing spell. It was well-known 
that the Wise Sienna had indulged in magic-sealing spells, which 
nullified an opponent's magic and stripped them of their magical 
ability. It was her specialty. 


"Next," Sienna uttered. 


What kind of magic was it? Jeneric could only feel confusion and 
doubt. 


Kwaaarrr! 


Dozens of roots, no less thick than the tail of Raizakia, pounced on 
Sienna all at once. 


The Eternal Hole was activated. Sienna bent her finger slightly and 


extended her left hand forward. The space around Sienna began to 
distort and shake. 


Crash! 
The trajectories of the roots aiming for Sienna were forcibly altered. 
'What's this?" 


The twisted trajectory wasn’t the end of it. The roots that had entered 
the distorted space tangled with each other and twisted themselves 
into a knot. Jeneric was taken aback and tried to retract the roots, but 
even that didn’t go as planned. 


Crack, crack...! 

The entangled roots pressed against each other and flattened. 
Thud! 

Eventually, the agglutinated mass broke and fell down below. 


Jeneric could not comprehend the spectacle before his eyes. The scene 
before his eyes wasn’t the result of any magic-sealing spell. Jeneric 
had full control of Yggdrasil, yet the control slipped away immediately 
when the tendrils entered the space around Sienna. 


“Next,” repeated Sienna. 


An idea arose in Jeneric's mind. There was a faint possibility... No, it 
was impossible. No matter how great the Wise Sienna might be, there 
was no way such a thing could be possible. 


The expansive branches shuddered in unison. Hundreds of buds 
turned their heads towards Sienna. He had not yet gathered sufficient 
power, but Jeneric wanted to verify the idea he had conceived. Buds 
yet to bloom burst open, and as many petals embroidered the 
surrounding space. Thin threads were drawn between the fluttering 
petals, and the lasers pierced everything they touched as they 
reflected between the petals. It was impossible to predict their 


trajectories. No matter how fast they moved, the repeated reflections 
would inevitably impale their target in the end. 


Sienna chuckled and flicked her finger. 
Whoosh! 


The distortion spread even further, eating away as it expanded its 
sphere of influence. The moment the reflected lasers entered the 
space, their trajectory changed, similar to the tendrils from before. 


Boom! 


The redirected lasers collided with other beams and caused an 
explosion. But it wasn't over yet. Sienna entered the space she had 
created, then pointed her finger toward the scattering petals. 


A beam of light shot from her fingertip and made contact with a petal. 
Just as with Yggdrasil, the beam of light was reflected by the petals. 
Hundreds of petals floating in the special space were redirected as the 
path of the reflected beam. The petals were destroyed the moment 
they reflected the light. 


A single beam of light had destroyed hundreds of petals in the blink of 
an eye. By the time it had destroyed all the petals, the beam of light 
was no longer thin. It had grown large enough to blast a gaping hole 
in Yggdrasil. 


It was too fast, and its power was incalculable. In shock, Jeneric 
shifted his position. 


Crack! 


The colossal tree crumbled. Jeneric, who had moved to another root, 
hid silently in the lake without erecting a new tree. He simply could 
not understand. The light that had just pierced the tree had been 
guided by Yggdrasil's petals. Was she making use of another wizard’s 
magic as she pleased? 


The beam of light had easily penetrated through the layers of 


protective spells he had cast. No... instead, it felt as if his defenses had 
voluntarily thinned. It was as if Sienna was dominating his magic. 


"Your Signature is shoddy,” said Sienna as she looked down at the 
lake. Finding Jeneric among the many roots spread out at the bottom 
of the lake wasn't difficult for her. "There were plenty of ways to break 
it, but this seemed the best way to trample on your petty pride." 


[What... What did you do exactly?] 


"You think I don't have a Signature of my own? Don't tell me you 
thought the Eternal Hole was my Signature?" 


No one would dispute it if the Eternal Hole was claimed to be a 
Signature, but it wasn’t Sienna’s Signature. Her Signature was named 
— Empress Rule. 


This magic worked in a space defined by Sienna, taking control of any 
other spell in that space. In simple terms, if the magic being cast was 
inferior to Sienna's, it was easy for her to take, and she could control it 
at will. 


Yggdrasil? Signature? Such an ambiguous, vague magic. She had even 
figured out the formulas through Akasha, so what couldn't she 
control? 


Sienna chuckled and moved her finger. It drew a line through the air, 
and magic bullets as small as grains of sand appeared in the air. 


What followed was a one-sided onslaught. 


The sand-sized bullets tore through Yggdrasil. She allowed him to flee 
here and there, gave him a little time to recover, and then repeated 
the process. She gave him opportunities to resist before trampling on 
him repeatedly. 


Later, she even wrapped the roots of Yggdrasil in streams of lake 
water and threw him into the air. She didn't allow him to escape. She 
cut off his retreat, broke his shell, and dragged Jeneric out. 


"Arrgh!" 


Jeneric's body was propelled high into the air before falling back into 
the lake. 


Splash, splash, splash. 


Waves of water continued to raise a cloud of spray until Jeneric finally 
lost consciousness. 


Chapter 317 
Abram (4) 


A thoroughly soaked-through Jeneric was hoisted into the air. His 
limp form resembled the freshly laundered clothes hanging on a line. 


He was an Archwizard of the Eighth Circle. He was the patriarch of 
the Osman family, which was renowned even in Aroth as a noble 
house of magic, a family that had produced three generations of the 
Green Tower Masters. 


Such a wizard had been treated like a child. He had been humiliated 
through and through. Although Jeneric wasn’t highly regarded among 
the Archwizards of Aroth, there was not a single wizard who could 
boast that they were strong enough to toy with Jeneric as Sienna had 
done. 


"Hey." 


Sienna's demeanor did not change in the slightest compared to the 
beginning. The magic that Jeneric repeatedly used had failed to even 
brush against Sienna's clothes, let alone leave a scratch on her. 


With a sour face, Sienna looked at Jeneric and flicked her finger. 
Snap! 

A magic bullet as small as a bean burrowed into Jeneric's body. 
"Bwegh!" 


As soon as he regained consciousness, Jeneric vomited a large volume 
of water. He had ingested too much lake water while repeatedly 
falling into and being pulled out of the lake. 


Vomiting in front of so many people. It would have been an impossible 
sight for the Jeneric under normal circumstances, but now he was in 
no state to worry about such things. 


Jeneric looked easily ten years older after regurgitating water for a 
while. He raised his head laboriously, gasping for breath, and looked 
at Sienna. 


"Do you want to continue?" Sienna asked. It was a chilling question. 
Jeneric immediately shook his head, hiccupping. 


He had never felt such dreadful pain and helplessness in the eighty 
years of his life as he had today. His body, plunged into the lake more 
than a dozen times, ached and throbbed all over, and it felt as if his 
bones and organs were also bruised and injured. He was dizzy from 
drinking too much water, and in particular, his eyes hurt as if they 
were about to burst. His ears were stuffed and ringing. 


However, it wasn’t only the physical pain that had been inflicted on 
him. His heart had also been shattered into pieces. He was left with 
not even a grain of confidence in him. 


The Wise Sienna... He had assumed she would be powerful, but how 
could the difference between them be so great? 


All of his confidence as a wizard, which he had polished and gained 
after half a century of training and studying, crumbled like sand. 


“Alright,” Sienna stared at Jeneric with half-closed eyes as she spoke. 
"I do not acknowledge you or your family as my successors. In the 
future, if you and your descendants claim to be the successors of 
Sienna Merdein, I will exterminate your family with my own hands." 


"Yes...” 


"Who knows, maybe I'll be dead in that distant future. But if I die, 
well, my descendants will take care of your family, won't they?" With 
these words, Sienna turned her gaze to Eugene. 


Sienna Lionheart. Or Eugene Merdein. Either way was fine. She thought 
that both names held a thrilling allure... 


"Hmm. Well, that's a matter for the future. For now...” 


Sienna's gaze fell upon Eugene and Mer. Though she hadn't beckoned 
them verbally, the intent in her eyes was clear. Eugene approached 
Sienna while cradling Mer. 


"I believe you owe an apology to my formal successor and my 
adorable familiar,” said Sienna. 


The wrinkles on Jeneric's face quivered violently. 


An apology concerning Mer? He had already given one several years 
prior. But back then, the apology had been made in a secluded space, 
far from prying eyes. Jeneric belatedly realized how considerate 
Eugene had been of him at that time. 


But now, there were many, many spectators. The court wizards, 
knights, and officials from the palace were also present. Behind him 
were the tower masters, wizards belonging to the towers, as well as 
those belonging to the guilds. A crowd of curious onlookers was also 
present on the far side of the lake. 


He did not want to do this. He was to lower his head and apologize in 
front of the vast crowd, in front of his rival tower masters, and in front 
of the wizards from the Green Tower? 


Though the idea felt revolting to him, Jeneric wasn’t given a choice. 
He was too terrified of Sienna to offer any resistance or negotiation. 


"I apologize for the harm... my deceased father... caused to Lady 
Sienna’s familiar.” 


"You've also inflicted harm,” retorted Sienna. 
"Yes... I apologize for that as well." 


"Why are you apologizing to me? You should apologize to her,” said 
Sienna while receiving Mer into her arms from Eugene. She glared at 
Jeneric with wide eyes, and Mer mirrored her. 


"Tam... sorry...” 
"And to my successor as well." 


Standing beside them, Eugene was taken aback by Sienna's relentless 
and harsh demeanor. Jeneric was on the brink of tears, and it was a 
pitiful sight. Jeneric’s breaths grew rough as if he was 
hyperventilating. Clutching his chest, he managed to utter the words 
stutteringly. 


"Eugene... Eugene Lionheart. I sincerely apologize for refusing to 
recognize you as Lady Sienna’s successor and for daring to test you...” 


"Yes... I understand." Eugene nodded in acceptance of the apology, 
and Jeneric released a long sigh. 


Being drenched in water, Jeneric felt incredibly cold. Inside his chest 
was a deep chill and sorrow that may or may not be related to his 
being drenched. Keeping an eye on Sienna, Jeneric cautiously asked, 
"May I... depart now...?" 


"Yes, yes. As of today, there should be no dissatisfaction or issue 
between you, me, and your family, correct?" said Sienna. 


"Yes," 


"Going forward, behave appropriately. As I mentioned earlier, if you 
ever misuse my name by claiming to be my successor, you'll truly 
meet your end." 


Jeneric gave a deep bow, then turned away. As he lifted his gaze, he 
was met with an overwhelming number of eyes on him. 


The eyes that fell upon him were largely full of pity but not without 
their share of mockery. The wizards from the Green Tower, in 
particular, looked utterly despondent. Their eyes were filled with 
desolation and doubt. Some wept openly as if the reality of the 
situation was too shameful and humiliating to bear. 


‘Should I retire...?' Jeneric wondered. 


He felt as if he couldn't face the world anymore. His original plan had 
been to remain as the head of the tower for at least another decade 
before passing the position to his son, but now it seemed utterly 
impossible. 


"In a few days, I will be visiting the Green Tower. After all, even 
though it’s been some time, it is the tower where I once resided," 
Sienna declared, causing a ripple of reactions among the wizards. 


Jeneric was hunched in despair, and she didn’t care about him. 
Moreover, she wouldn't have usually cared about the wizards’ 
reactions, but she couldn’t help but soften her heart after seeing the 
expressions of the Green Tower wizards. 


Upon hearing Sienna's words, the wizards of the Green Tower seemed 
relieved. Their Tower Master might have been humiliated, but the 
prospect of meeting the wise and revered Sienna was an exciting event 
for any wizard. 


"Excuse me... Lady Sienna," Eugene began, tilting his head towards 
Sienna. "The Red Tower Master has been a great help to me. I learned 
magic from him, and his assistance was crucial during our previous 
endeavor." 


This seemed like the perfect moment to lend a helping hand to 
Lovellian. 


"Hmm...” Sienna nodded, hearing Eugene's words. "The Head of the 
Red Tower... his name is...?" 


"Yes, yes. It's Lovellian Sophis," Lovellian stepped forward in surprise 
after suddenly being singled out. He alternated between looking at 
Eugene and Sienna with a confused expression. Although Eugene had 
pre-arranged a meeting with Sienna on the thirtieth day since the 
battle with the Black Dragon, Lovellian had not been privy to the 
exact date. 


Even so, he had still been somewhat expectant. Apart from the sudden 
snow, there was no other wizard capable of submerging Abram in 
water except the Wise Sienna. 


"You are from the lineage of Theodore Thorne?" Sienna inquired. 
Theodore Thorne was one of Sienna's disciples and had been the Head 
of the Red Tower centuries ago. 


The one who taught magic to Lovellian was a disciple of Theodore, so 
in essence, this traced back all the way to Sienna. As such, Lovellian 
had claimed to be a successor of Sienna until now. 


"Yes... That is correct," Lovellian confirmed. He couldn’t help but 
tremble when he recalled how Jeneric had been humiliated. He 
trembled at the thought of being put through the same brutal “test.” 
However, his fears were quickly assuaged when, unlike before, Sienna 
gave a gentle smile. 


"You have a commendable lineage," she said, not caring that, 
technically speaking, Jeneric had a more prestigious bloodline. "So, 
you have been of great help to my rightful successor, and given the 
complex web of relations, you are both my successor's master and my 
successor yourself?" 


"It’s something I simply rambled on about. I don't believe I can claim 
to be your successor...," Lovellian began to protest. 


"What does it matter?" Sienna interjected. "Let's have a proper 
discussion about this when I visit the Red Tower." 


Lovellian's face brightened significantly. He bowed deeply while the 
wizards from the Red Tower behind him cheered joyously. 


"Let's go, my adorable successor," said Sienna. She quite enjoyed 
referring to Eugene as her successor in front of the crowd. While it 
was a tad disappointing that she couldn’t publicly declare her 
relationship with the simpleton Hamel, she found the secret and the 
thrill of this current superficial relationship quite enticing. With a 
smug grin, Sienna patted Eugene's back. 


"Yes, Lady Sienna," Eugene responded before obediently following 
behind Sienna. 


Sienna levitated through the air, heading towards the court wizards 
who had been commanded to stay put. 


"Now, let's see how much of it’s under," said Sienna as she observed 
Abram. She simply ignored Trempel and Honein. Even while she had 
been disciplining Jeneric, Abram had continued to sink slowly. Now, 
the palace gardens had already turned into a lake. 


"L-Lady Sienna," Honein stuttered, beads of sweat dripping down his 
face as he watched the garden slowly fill with water. "Please... Please 
quell your anger...” 


"Where’s your father?" Sienna asked. Although she was casually 
referring to the king, neither Honein nor Trempel had any complaints. 


Even three centuries ago, the King of Aroth had always treated Sienna 
with the utmost respect. 


Aroth had developed into a powerful kingdom of wizards because 
Sienna had made her residence there. But even putting that aside, they 
had to be mindful of Sienna. 


Abram was sinking, and the Green Tower Master, Jeneric, had been 
pummeled mercilessly. Aroth wasn’t blameless in his crime. The royal 
family had given permission for the dissection of the familiar, and 
they had freely made use of Sienna’s name until now. The royal family 
of Aroth was to blame. 


"His Majesty... His Majesty is waiting for you in the palace," reported 
Honein. 


"Is he too scared to come out and is instead asking me to pay hima 
royal visit?" spat Sienna. 


"Lady Sienna... Please...” Honein fell to his knees without caring for 
dignity. Sienna shook her head in disbelief. 


"What are you doing? You’re not even kneeling on the ground, but 
kneeling in the air? What does that accomplish?" she asked. 


"Please, withdraw your wrath. No... You don't have to do it 
immediately, but... please come with me to visit His Majesty first," 
pleaded Honein, lowering his head to the point where it almost 
touched the ground. In front of the numerous onlookers, this was a 


sight to behold: the Prince of Aroth kneeling. 
Sienna grimaced as she stared at Honein. 


Why wasn’t the king showing himself? It was pretty obvious, really. 
Being publicly rebuked was not something a king could afford to 
display in front of his people. However, he couldn't risk offending 
Sienna either, so he had likely sent the Crown Prince ahead while he 
anxiously waited in the palace. 


"Since the Crown Prince is going to such lengths, why don’t we head 
inside," suggested Eugene while looking at Honein. 


It wasn’t as if they didn't know each other. Honein had provided all 
sorts of assistance to Eugene since his time in Aroth. When Eugene 
was caught up in the issue of Akron’s access, Honein had personally 
vouched for his credentials. 


"If my esteemed successor requests it," Sienna nodded as her lips 
twitched. Honein's expression brightened at her response. He felt deep 
gratitude for Eugene's help but made sure to keep his head bowed. 


"Raise your head, Crown Prince. I’ll show you some respect, and Aroth 
too, as it was my adorable successor's request. Let's go meet the 
pompous king,” said Sienna. 


"Yes, yes. Thank you." Honein slowly raised himself, careful not to 
make any abrupt movements. 


"Me too!" Melkith shouted. She was still bound in shackles. Trempel, 
who had been restraining Melkith until now, was gaping at her. 


This outrageously boisterous woman dared to assert herself even with this 
atmosphere? 


"Release me too! Lady Sienna! I admire and adore you!" shouted 
Melkith. 
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"Lady Sienna, the White Tower Master also... provided a lot of help,’ 
Eugene said somewhat reluctantly. 


"If it is a request from my brave and kind-hearted successor," Sienna 
responded. 


Trempel instantly freed Melkith. He felt slightly uncomfortable as he 
glanced at Sienna and Eugene. 


So, he was her adorable, esteemed, brave, and kind-hearted successor? It 
did feel like he was being toyed with, but at the same time, it wasn’t 
entirely outrageous, either. 


‘Well... if it's Eugene Lionheart.' 


Trempel would have undoubtedly flaunted his disciple with pride if he 
had been like Eugene. He blankly gazed at Sienna and Eugene as they 
headed towards Abram with Honein, then hastily followed behind. 


He had no idea what would transpire at the palace and was terrified 
to imagine it. Unfortunately, he couldn’t foresee anything good 
happening. 


The person who wanted to sink Abram entirely was still in a fury, 
despite having taken out her anger on the Green Tower Master earlier 
on. 


Tf... If she attacks His Majesty... ' 


Trempel had always admired and looked up to Sienna, but if she 
attempted to harm the king... he would stand against her, even if it 
cost him his life. Trempel quietly resolved himself to his potential 
death. 


'What did I just say?' 


Contrasting with Trempel’s dire situation and his resolve, Sienna was 
engaging in a moment of introspection while trying to keep her 
expression under control. 


Adorable, esteemed, brave, and kind-hearted successor? She had spoken 
with the desire to flaunt, but now that she thought about it, every 
word she had blurted out had been quite embarrassing. 


[It’s alright. ] 


Mer’s voice resonated within Sienna’s mind. The familiar had sensed 
her embarrassment. 


[There's no reason for you to feel embarrassed over such trivial 
words. ] 


‘But still!’ Sienna protested. 
[Really.] 
Mer assured her. 


‘If you knew what horrendous acts Lady Anise and Lady Kristina 
committed in your absence, your remarks would seem child's play.’ 


Mer kept her thoughts to herself, unable to bring herself to voice them 
out aloud. They were far too disgraceful for Mer to articulate. 
Moreover, she honestly lacked confidence in accurately portraying the 
extent of their atrocities. And if she were to reveal them, she feared 
Sienna would obliterate the royal castle in her wrath. 


'They... they placed their bosoms on his head and wore a victorious smile.' 
How could she possibly put such a spectacle into words? 
"Who currently wears the crown?" Sienna asked. 


"King Daindolf Abram," Eugene answered, to which Sienna scoffed and 
shook her head. 


"The last King of Aroth I met was the twenty-fifth, Lucard." 
"The current king is the thirty-first in line." 


"Thirty-first? Ah, time flies. Isn't it about time for the kingdom to be 
on the brink of collapse? Or for the royal line to be usurped?" said 
Sienna. 


The fear gripping Honein was palpable as he stiffened, and Trempel 
seriously contemplated whether an assassination attempt was in order. 


"Please, Lady Sienna. Let's keep things peaceful and not be too harsh," 
Eugene pleaded. 


"My successor! So, you must have quite an attachment to this 
kingdom! You’re even worrying for its fate,” responded Sienna. 


"Well, Iam more concerned about you, Lady Sienna,” said Eugene. 
"Me? Why so?" asked Sienna, her eyes widening with surprise. 


"If you act too brutally, history may tarnish your name. Instead of the 
Wise Sienna, you could be remembered as the Brutal Sienna. As 
someone who admires Sir Hamel, I believe that anything is better than 
being called the Stupid Hamel like him...” 


She had wondered what he was about to say. Her expression changed 
as she eyed Eugene. “My dear successor, you may say such things 
because you know nothing about the old days. Hamel wasn’t just 
stupid; he was a complete idiot. A complete moron. I've... I've read? 
The fairy tale! ‘Stupid Hamel’ seems quite tasteful and appropriate." 


"Ah, right, I see! However, don’t you think Sir Hamel would cry in 
heaven if he found out about this?" retorted Eugene. 


"Why would he cry? Dead men tell no tales,” said Sienna. 
That cunning smile! Eugene trembled with clenched fists. 


Trempel and Honein fell silent at the sudden change in topics. They 
yearned to inquire about the legends and glory of three centuries past, 
but unfortunately, this was not the time for leisurely questions. 


"We are here," said Honein, swallowing hard. They had flown through 
the waterlogged corridor into the palace and halted before the door to 
the throne room. "His Majesty is inside...” 


"You haven't stashed an assassin or royal guards in there to get rid of 


me, have you?" said Sienna. 


"Absolutely not!" Honein cried out in surprise. Even so, he anxiously 
examined the area beyond the door. He detected no signs of the royal 
guards Sienna had mentioned. 


This unsettled him considerably. Normally, the royal guards and 
ministers lingered in the throne room, but aside from the king, there 
were no other discernible presences. 


"Hmm." 


Sienna noticed his confusion. Before Honein could cautiously knock, 
she stretched out her hand, and the door swung open with a bang. 


"We're coming in." 
She breezed past Honein into the room. 


This was Eugene's first time in the throne room of Aroth as well. 
However, he found no opportunity for admiration. 


King Daindolf Abram, the thirty-first King of Aroth, anxiously circled 
around his throne while nervously gnawing at his fingernails. He 
stopped in place at the abrupt opening of the door. 


"What an honor to meet you, Wise Lady Sienna!" he cried out, his 
voice resonating throughout the room. 


It became clear why there were neither royal guards, ministers, nor 
even servants in the throne room. 


King Daindolf Abram shouted in a booming voice before dropping to 
his knees, prostrating himself on the floor. 


Chapter 318 
Abram (5) 


It was a scene that compelled absolute astonishment. 


Upon seeing Sienna's face, the thirty-first King of Aroth, Daindolf 
Abram, had fallen to his knees and pressed his forehead to the ground. 
He had been waiting for her while anxiously pacing around the room. 


Honein, the Crown Prince, was horrified to see his father in such a 
state. He knew well how his father upheld his dignity and authority. 


Years ago, when the issue of Eugene Lionheart's entry to Akron was 
being debated, Daindolf had sent his son, Prince Honein, instead of 
participating in person. 


The reason was simple. 


Kiehl's Lionhearts were descendants of the Great Vermouth, and they 
were so prestigious that not even the Emperor of the Kiehl Empire 
could easily deal with them. 


Daindolf had been hesitant to confront these heirs of Vermouth. In 
particular, despite being born from a collateral line, Eugene Lionheart 
was the only child to have become adopted into the main family in 
the history of Lionhearts. 


He had found it difficult to maintain the authority and dignity of a 
king in front of a seventeen-year-old boy with such a background. 


Even during the hearings related to Akasha that followed, Daindolf 
did not attend in person. Despite it being a matter far more significant 
than the entry to Akron, he had sent his son as his proxy. 


He had wanted to avoid any dealings with Eugene Lionheart and had 


not wanted to take any responsibility as a king while maintaining 
friendly relations with the Archwizards opposing Eugene. 


Aroth was a constitutional monarchy. The royal family had been in 
power for a long time, but they did not hold a stronger influence than 
Aroth’s council. That was why King Daindolf had been highly 
conscious of his external image and authority and why Honein, as the 
Crown Prince, had been sent as a stand-in since childhood. 


"Your Majesty...!" 


The royal guards, ministers, and servants had been previously 
dismissed. The only ones in the room were the Lionheart child 
Daindolf had long feared, Prince Honein, and Trempel, the head of the 
court wizards. 


Yet, even in their presence, the king, who had been forever obsessed 
with image and authority, was on his knees, his forehead pressed 
against the cold stone floor. 


Honein was deeply shocked. Even so, he quickly dismissed the 
shocking sight from his mind and then joined his father by kneeling 
beside him. With both the King and the Crown Prince kneeling, 
Trempel had no choice but to do the same. 


Once Trempel also kneeled, a heavy silence fell across the throne 
room. Eugene felt awkward just standing there. It reminded him of his 
infiltration of the Yuras Papacy about a year ago. The atmosphere 
then and now was different, naturally, but had Anise descended in 
person, the Pope and Cardinals would have also knelt in this similar 
manner. 


"Why are you kneeling without being asked?" Sienna asked, seemingly 
unfazed by the scene. To her, this situation was utterly natural. Even 
hundreds of years ago, when Sienna lived in Aroth, the royal family 
revered her greatly. 


They had no choice but to do so. Aroth was renowned as the magic 
kingdom largely because of Sienna’s influence and achievements. In 
fact, the yearly influx of tourists and aspiring wizards to the capital 
city was a testament to Sienna's renown and accomplishments. 


"How could I dare to look down upon Lady Sienna!" King Daindolf 
exclaimed in a gruff voice. 


After the hearings related to Akasha... he had prepared himself for a 
day like this. 


Yet, yet... how he had wished for it to be after the royal succession... 
“Why not? Surely you can look down upon me,” retorted Sienna. 


“Please, do not test me... Rather, reprimand me severely for my 
transgressions,” confessed the King. 


“Do you even know what you have done wrong?” Sienna inquired, 
narrowing her eyes. 


“There are too many to list, but if you permit, Lady Sienna, I will dare 
to express them,” responded Daindolf. 


“Proceed,” answered Sienna. 


“The greatest failure, I believe, is not treating you, who could be 
considered Aroth's great matron, with proper respect,” confessed 
Daindolf. 


“The mansion I left behind seems to have changed significantly,” said 
Sienna. 


“T, too, lamented the destructive effects of our ancestors' greedy 
tourism policies,” answered Daindolf. 


“And yet, why did you let it be?” inquired Sienna. 


“Even if we were to restore the mansion site immediately, I believe 
that the numerous tourists and aspiring wizards who visit Lady 
Sienna's mansion would have been greatly disappointed. Although I 
understand that this sounds like an excuse, please, I beg for your 
forgiveness,” answered Daindolf. 


“Any other wrongs?” asked Sienna. 


“Not taking proper care of the familiar you cherished is also a grave 
sin,” Daindolf confessed again. 


Thump! 


Daindolf bashed his head on the ground with force, and droplets of 
blood sprinkled within the rippling impact. 


“T think there is no room for excuses regarding this. The dissection of 
the familiar was a betrayal to you, Lady Sienna. But there is no doubt 
that our gravest, greatest sin took place just a few years ago when we 
had doubts about your successor and held hearings and trials.” 


Thump, thump! 
Daindolf continued to bash his head. 


“I was blind, not believing in your resurrection, Lady Sienna. Please... 
vent all your wrath upon this old man. Spare the royal family of 
Aroth, I beg you.” Daindolf’s plea was desperate. 


Honein, who was also bashing his head against the ground, wept at 
the sight of the painful struggle of the king, the thumping sounds, and 
the small pool of blood forming on the floor. 


The king had always worked hard to maintain his authority and 
dignity. He had never openly expressed any desire for power or 
directly opposed the council. How many years had Honein resented the 
king for his facade? Now, Honein felt heartbroken when he saw the 
king forsaking his honor to plead for the survival of the royal family. 


“Hmm.” 


Sienna crossed her arms while squinting her eyes. It would take no 
effort for her to bury Abram at the bottom of the lake. It wouldn’t be 
difficult for her to kill the elderly court wizard, the young Crown 
Prince, and the current King right now. Even Eugene was nearby. 


Even if they thought about resisting now, the right to life and death in 
this space already rested in Sienna's hands. But the problem was what 
came after the killing. Even though the king was willingly offering his 
head, Aroth was an influential, powerful nation. Assassinating its king 
would surely bring about dangerous consequences. 


The council and the royal family were keeping each other in check, 
but they were not enemies. No matter how great Sienna's reputation 
was in Aroth, if she killed the king, Aroth would have no choice but to 
judge her by law for the sake of the kingdom. 


She didn't want such problems. Since three hundred years ago, her 
enemies had always been the Demon Kings and the Demon race. 


Her enemies were still living in this era and possessed power 
incomparable to the old times. Helmuth, the Devildom, was Sienna’s 
enemy. She was lacking in power. Like three hundred years ago, the 
entire continent had to unite to face the Demon Kings. 


Sienna steeled her expression before speaking, "The thirty-first King of 
Aroth, raise your head." 


Daindolf did not lift his head. 


Looking at the spreading pool of blood, Sienna spoke further, "You, as 
the King, did not leverage your royal authority. You knelt down and 
begged for forgiveness. And you have received it." 


Daindolf slowly raised his head. 


Sienna continued, gazing at the blood-stained face of the aged king. 
"Why did I go so far? You answered this question yourself, as the King. 
I was enraged at the numerous problems that occurred while I was 
gone. With today's events, Aroth and the world will surely realize that 
the Wise Sienna is alive and well. I can thrust Abram to the bottom of 
the lake right this moment, take the life of the commander of the 
court wizards, the strongest wizard Aroth has to offer, and extinguish 
the seed of the royal family that has lasted for several generations." 


As she spoke, Sienna held up Akasha. 


"As you have said, I may be considered Aroth's great matron. The 
honor this country enjoys in this era could be said to be my work. I 
can shatter and steal that honor at any time." 


Rumble...! 
The castle began to slowly rise again. 


"Please do not forget this fact. If the royal family and this country love 
me, I will love this country too. But if you use my name for your gain, 
I will not love this country." 


"Oh... yes, yes, I will remember," Daindolf agreed immediately. 


"One more thing." Sienna looked at Eugene and spoke. "Eugene 
Lionheart is my successor. I've said it many times outside, but I would 
like the royal family to officially declare it too." 


"We will certainly do that,” answered King Daindolf. 
"And another thing,” said Sienna once more. 

She had more to say? 

Everyone's gaze turned to Sienna. 


Sienna cleared her throat to those gazes and continued speaking, "I 
have been living in seclusion for hundreds of years. I lived a simple 
life and left most of my property in Aroth... uh...” 


How should she say it to sound plausible and imposing? Even Sienna 
faltered in her words. 


"Aroth has been filling the national treasury in the name of Sienna for 
hundreds of years,” she finally just said in a roundabout way. 


Fortunately, Daindolf was not so foolish as to not understand what she 
was implying. 


"If you give me a few days, I will prepare a solution for you, Lady 
Sienna, to use the assets of Aroth freely. And I will open the royal 
treasury to you immediately." 


She didn't need the money, but it was true that she didn't have any at 
the moment. The royal treasury? While it might not have anything 
spectacular... She was interested in the treasures and magic they 
would have accumulated over hundreds of years. Traditionally, 
products of Aroth’s magical research were stored in the royal treasury. 


"I will come to see the treasury tomorrow,” said Sienna, putting down 
Akasha with a satisfied smile. 


She coveted a staff as well. The staff she was currently using was a 
temporary weapon made from the branches of the World Tree. It was 
an excellent item, but it was possible that a better staff awaited her in 
the treasury. 


Of course, she had Akasha, but ideally, Sienna wanted Eugene to use 
it. 


“There won’t be any need for formal reception; it would be too 
burdensome,” said Sienna. She had unleashed her fiery temper, taught 
a lesson to an arrogant Archwizard of the current generation, and 
made the King of Aroth kneel with his forehead bleeding. 


A satisfied grin curled up her lips as she gave a friendly pat on 
Eugene's shoulder. "Let's return, my heir!" 


"Yes, Lady Sienna," replied Eugene. 


There was no question about it. Sienna relished calling Eugene her 
heir or successor. He couldn't comprehend what joy she found in it as 
they exited the grand hall together. 


Even after a while had passed since their departure, King Daindolf 
remained kneeling, his face streaked with blood. He made no attempt 
to clean the flow of blood from his ruptured forehead. 


Honein and Trempel remained kneeling beside him as they studied the 
king's expression carefully. Surprisingly, they could only find relief in 


Daindolf's face. 
"Haa...” 


After a good while, Daindolf rose from the ground while heaving a 
sigh of relief. His expression shifted slightly, yet there was no sign of 
humiliation in his eyes, despite having had to kneel and bleed from 
his forehead. He calmly returned to his throne and took a seat. 


"Your Majesty...!" 
Honein and Tremphel called out while remaining on their knees. 


While wiping the blood from his forehead with his wet sleeve, 
Daindolf began to speak, "Honein." 


"Yes...2" 
"Come closer." 


Honein approached the throne after jolting from his spot. With a calm 
and settled gaze, Daindolf studied the prince. 


"Can a single Archwizard annihilate a nation?" he asked. 
Honein didn’t know how to answer. 


"Maybe not annihilate, but they can easily make a king kneel. An 
Archwizard, particularly the Wise Sienna, is such an existence." 


"Yes...” 


"You already know this, but Aroth is a unique kingdom." Daindolf 
wiped off the blood and smiled bitterly. "For centuries, it has been so. 
This Kingdom of Magic houses too many wizards. In particular, we 
have an abundance of exceptional talents. Most of the respected 
wizards in the continent reside in Aroth, along with young talents who 
could someday become Archwizards." 


Honein wasn’t sure where his father was going with this. 


"In this kingdom, the royal family cannot possibly possess absolute 
power. It's designed this way. Even now, observe how a single 
Archwizard, with determination, could threaten to submerge the royal 
palace, make the king kneel, and cut off the royal lineage." 


"It was because of my incompetence...!" Trempel bashed his head 
against the ground while weeping. 


Daindolf shook his head and responded, "Lord Trempel, it wasn’t 
because of your incompetence. Every wizard of Aroth is equal in the 
presence of the Wise Sienna. My point is that an absolute monarchy is 
impossible as long as such a wizard exists." 


Honein clutched his chest, stricken. His father, whom he had thought 
of as incapable and merely a figurehead, was now offering advice that 
made Honein revisit the dreams he had long cherished. 


The young prince had harbored a disillusionment towards the royalty 
that existed merely in name. He had often contemplated the purpose 
of a throne that was constantly wary of the council, the tower heads, 
and the guild of wizards. He thought the council, driven by various 
interests, should be dismantled and the royal family put in charge to 
lead the kingdom. He had yearned to change the symbolic nature of 
the royalty. He had yearned for a reformation of Aroth. 


"If you desire to reshape this kingdom according to your vision, there 
is a straightforward way, Honein. You must become a wizard as 
formidable as the Wise Sienna,” advised Daindolf. 


“Yes...” 


"I have always regarded your talent as exceptional,” continued 
Daindolf. 


The royal blood of Aroth had produced remarkable wizards generation 
after generation. They could be described as lineages refined over 
centuries for the betterment of magic. Even the current king, Daindolf, 
was a wizard of the Seventh Circle. 


Honein had reached the Sixth Circle as a wizard at the young age of 
twenty-five. It was indeed an incredible achievement for his age, yet... 
it left something to be desired. Despite reaching the Fifth Circle before 
adulthood, Honein still lingered in the sixth. Even the King had been 
stuck in the seventh for decades. 


"I believed your talent to be worthy of pride, but no longer... You 
know the reason as well as I do." 


Honein immediately thought of Eugene. He had heard the rumors that 
the young man had created his own Signature. Even though he had 
the aid of Akasha, Eugene Lionheart had ascended to the rank of an 
Archwizard — at the mere age of twenty-one. 


"I am aware of your favorable relationship with the heir of Wise 
Sienna. You have shown interest and kindness to Eugene Lionheart 
since he first arrived in Aroth." 


"Yes...” 


"I also know you wished to retain him in Aroth. But... the young man 
is extraordinarily talented. Can you keep a lion, a wild beast, within 
your walls...? Can you leash it and tame it?" 


"I-I never thought to leash Sir Eugene...” 


"Oh, you merely wished to stand by its side and borrow its fangs and 
claws? When you can't handle a lion's fangs and claws yourself, how 
can you borrow them? And what did you plan to offer in exchange?" 


King Daindolf chuckled while looking at his heir. It wasn't a derisive 
laughter nor a reprimanding gaze. He was earnestly advising the 
prince on his dreams. 


"The commander of the court wizards? Ha... Will that young lion be 
content with merely that? He could wield the greatest power in any 
kingdom, should he wish." 


Honein stayed quiet as he mulled over these words. 


"Honein, Aroth can offer the lion nothing. With the Wise Sienna at his 
side, even the promise of all of Aroth's magic won't turn the lion's 
head. However... If you build a relationship, perhaps you can borrow 
his fangs and claws without offering anything in return. If the lion is 
merciful, that is." 


"Ah uy 


Prince Honein lowered his head in realization. Only now did he 
understand why his father had sent him, the Crown Prince, every time 
there was an opportunity to show favor to Eugene. 


"But that alone isn't enough, Honein. Do you think you can, as you are 
now, become an Archwizard equal to the Wise Sienna someday?" 


"I... I don't know." 


"That's not the answer. There are endless possibilities in magic, and to 
reach any corner of those possibilities, you must have an unwavering 
belief that you will reach them. Your answer shouldn't be that you 

don't know. It should be that you will someday. Even if it is just that." 


Prince Honein's eyes welled up, and he shed silent tears as he nodded 
fervently in acknowledgment. 


"If you truly desire to change this kingdom, you must become an 
Archwizard worthy of such a task. Depend not on the lion's mercy but 
become a force so powerful that the lion would willingly lend you his 
fangs and claws," instructed King Daindolf, turning his gaze to the 
tapestry hung behind his throne. 


The royal banner of Aroth hung in full display, bearing beneath it the 
emblem of the royal family of Abram. An eagle gripping a staff in its 
talons, its wings spread wide in flight. 


"The reason I chose you as the Crown Prince was my belief that you 
possessed wings of your own," King Daindolf confessed, his voice 
resonating with conviction. 


"Your Majesty...!" stammered Honein, overcome with emotion. 


"Even so, today's events should stir the council's pot nicely," Daindolf 
reclined further into his throne, an amused chuckle rumbling in his 
chest. "The management of the kingdom's budget lies in the hands of 
the council. I will greatly enjoy it if Lady Sienna takes it upon herself 
to splurge with the treasury." 


Even the aged members of the council wouldn't dare challenge the 
fury of the Wise Sienna. Hence they wouldn't dare to contest the king's 
decision. 


Listening to his father's laughter, Honein bowed his head deeply. After 
reaching the Sixth Circle, he had not dedicated himself to the practice 
of magic as he had in the past. Preparations for succeeding the throne 
were there, but truth be told, he had thought, 'This much is enough.' He 
did not feel a particular allure to becoming an Archwizard. 


But he could no longer entertain such thoughts. He had witnessed the 
immense power one Archwizard could wield... 


‘Magic, is it... ?' 


Honein felt a burning desire ignite deep within his heart. 


Chapter 319 
Abram (6) 


The palace grounds remained teeming with onlookers as if it was all 
but natural. 


The court wizards and knights had retreated inside, but citizens from 
the city, the wizards from the towers, and members of the wizard’s 
guild still lingered in droves on the other side of the lake. 


"The Wise Sienna!" 
"Sienna Merdein!" 
"Lady Sienna!" 


Voices cried out, hailing Sienna's name in a raucous cacophony. The 
most fervent were the students who one day dreamt of being enlisted 
in the towers. No one knew from whence they acquired them, but they 
waved glowing cheer sticks and, disregarding the law, sent celebratory 
spells exploding into the sky. 


Boom, boom, boom! 


The lights painted the sky. Eugene checked Sienna's expression with a 
sideways glance. He had thought the girl would be embarrassed, but it 
was not so. Sienna had been used to such cheers for centuries. Having 
returned after a long absence, she considered such a welcome only 
natural. 


"Eugene Lionheart!" 
"Successor of Lady Sienna!" 


"The second coming of the Great Vermouth!" 


"Hero of the Holy Sword!" 


Among the chants for Sienna, Eugene's name also echoed. Eugene 
was... familiar with such ovations too, but unlike Sienna, he could not 
enjoy it. His face twisting in discomfort, Eugene attempted to retreat, 
but Sienna would not allow it. With bold familiarity, Sienna snatched 
Eugene's hand and yanked him to her side. She then shot their hands 
into the sky for all to see. 


The crowd erupted in cheers, their enthusiasm confounding Eugene. 
He could not fathom the reason behind the fervor. Sienna then began 
to ascend slowly into the sky with Eugene. They could have shot up 
swiftly, but Sienna rose as if she was ascending to heaven, gradually, 
ever so slowly. 


The altitude kept increasing, but the cheers did not recede, instead 
growing louder with their slow ascent. 


“Kyaaaahhh!” 


Among the screaming, cheering crowd was Melkith, her dignity as a 
tower master cast aside like a discarded bone as she flung her arms 
into the air, dancing and cawing like a crow. 


"Lady Sienna... Sienna, Sister Sienna! Take me too, please!" Melkith 
pleaded while gasping for breath. 


The expressions of Hiridus, the Blue Tower Master, and Lovellian, the 
Red Tower Master, crumpled at her wild behavior. 


"Please, White Tower Master. The juniors are watching...!" 


Melkith ignored the reprimand and flapped her arms to attempt to fly, 
leading the surrounding White Tower wizards to grab her legs in 
alarm. They tugged her down, barely managing to keep her grounded. 


"Calm down, Tower Lord!" 


"You can't do this!" 


"Let me go, let me go! Send me to my older sis. Let me go!" 
Despite their restraining efforts, Melkith continued her struggle. 


High above the sky, Eugene gazed down at the spectacle and felt 
dizzy. He had mentally prepared himself to some degree, but the sight 
of such craziness made him fear what lay ahead. Not just in Aroth, but 
wherever he went, Sienna’s presence would attract the gazes of the 
public, and he knew returning to the Lionheart mansion in just a few 
days would cause a great commotion as well. 


"Did you see?" Sienna tilted her head slightly towards Eugene and 
gave a snide smile. "This is me." 


"Do you like it?” asked Eugene. 
"What's not to like?" responded Sienna. 


"Seeing this makes me feel so wronged. If my name hadn't been left 
behind as someone stupid for the next generation...,” grumbled 
Eugene. 


"It's even more ridiculous that you feel wronged. You should be 
thankful that they described you as stupid." Sienna chuckled, 
shrugging off the comment. "Well, I don't know who wrote the fairy 
tale book, but...” 


"You and Anise were already caught writing it together. Why do you 
keep denying it?" complained Eugene. 


"Because it's not true! I didn't write it. Anise must have lost some 
memories after her death. She lied about us writing it together when 
she did it alone...... di 


"I've already heard all about it." 


"Anyway, it wasn't me. Why would I... Why would I write a fairy 
tale?" 


Even if he already knew, she could not admit it. After all, the wishes 


she had casually added at the end... 
'No. It wasn't a wish. It's a fact that the idiot liked me.' 


Still, Sienna did not want to admit that she was the author of the fairy 
tale. She could at least make an excuse if she denied it, but there was 
no chance to justify the ensuing mockery once she admitted it. 


"Hmm. And you know what? Even if your name was passed down as 
Stupid Hamel, if you were to declare in front of everyone that you're 
actually the reincarnation of Hamel, wouldn't you hear cheers louder 
than what I've heard today?” retorted Sienna. 


It was fun to gather people and boast about their relationship as 
master and successor, but she also had the desire to reveal Eugene's 
true identity as Hamel and openly engage in a loving relationship. 
Maybe she could openly show their affection for each other. 


"Are you out of your mind? Don't say such dreadful things." 
"Why are you reacting so strongly?" 


"I... [can't do that." Eugene replied, breaking into a cold sweat on top 
of his grimacing expression. 


Although several people knew, Eugene did not want to increase the 
number of people who knew his true identity, especially not in the 
Lionheart family. 


He had made too many statements. 


How many times had he praised the greatness of Hamel in front of 
Gilead, Cyan, and Ciel? He had said many times, even in front of 
Lovellian, that Hamel was a great hero who should be admired by all. 


What if everyone found out all that had been him stoking his own 
fire? Eugene was terrified to imagine what kinds of stares he would 
receive. 


Tt would be better to commit suicide. ' 


Eugene shivered and gritted his teeth. Unaware of his predicament, 
Sienna tilted her head, but she did not attempt to pry further as they 
rose higher into the air. 


Among the crowd, there were those who were chasing after Sienna 
and Eugene. They included reporters from Aroth, foreign intelligence 
agents, as well as wizards who admired Sienna. 


However, neither the overt nor covert pursuit resulted in any success. 
The figures of Sienna and Eugene disappeared during the flight. 


"We lost them." 
"It was impossible for us to follow them in the first place." 


Black wizards in pristine clothing were gathered in an alleyway for a 
meeting. 


"What should we do next?" 


"In the distant past, the Wise Sienna did not tolerate the existence of 
black wizards in Aroth." 


There had only been four Towers of Magic in Aroth three centuries 
ago. 


After the war, the black wizards of Helmuth had longed to expand 
into the Magic Kingdom of Aroth. However, the Wise Sienna had not 
permitted the black wizards to settle in Aroth. But after she suddenly 
went into seclusion, Helmuth had launched fierce lobbying to erect a 
Black Tower of Magic in Aroth. 


"The Wise Sienna... She is an Archwizard one cannot help but admire. 
It would be one thing if she only existed in legends from the distant 
past. Seeing the legend coming into reality should send shivers down 
the spine of any wizard. But... it doesn't seem like the Wise Sienna 
will tolerate black wizards in this era either." 


A black mage scoffed and shook his head. 


"The Black Star Faction leaves Aroth today. Finish up your affairs as 
quickly as possible and get moving." 


"Yes." 
"Let us reconvene at Helmuth." 


It wasn't just the Black Star Faction that was holding such a meeting 
and deciding to leave Aroth. Several groups of black mages in the 
Mage Guild, not just the Black Tower of Magic, were also on the 
move. Their factions differed, and hierarchies diverged depending on 
the demon they had contracted with, but the black wizards made the 
same decision regardless of their status. 


Even the demons of Bolero Street came to the same decision. Some 
chose to set a route for Helmuth, while others settled on alternate 
destinations. 


If the Black Tower Master was still here, we might have had some chance 
of observing the situation for a while.' 


The contracted demon of the Black Star Faction was a close 
collaborator of Amelia Merwin. As such, they had taken on the role of 
monitoring the Black Tower Master of the time, Balzac Ludbeth, while 
exerting efforts for the study and development of black magic in 
Aroth. 


It wasn't just the Black Star Faction that harbored such secret 
intentions. Several factions of black wizards belonging to the Black 
Tower of Magic or the Wizard Guild had the intention to monitor, 
check, and possibly capture Balzac. 


However, even after several decades of contact, capturing Balzac 
Ludbeth had proved impossible. They had failed to see any results 
from their task of monitoring and keeping him in check. Balzac was 
faultless and meticulous. 


'He's just like a textbook example of a black wizard.' 


He was an inscrutable wizard, and knowing what he was thinking was 
impossible. He hadn't actually done anything with a purpose until 
now, nor was he at the center of any conspiracy. Even so, his mere 
existence was suspicious. 


For decades, this mysterious man had been treated as 'such' without 
affiliating with any faction. He had no interest in politics and lived 
quietly in the Black Tower of Magic for decades, despite being one of 
the Three Mages of Incarceration. 


That was why the demons of Helmuth and Amelia Merwin were keen 
to monitor and check on Balzac's movements and attempted to capture 
him. He was suspiciously too suspicious. 


But even that had lost its meaning. After Balzac suddenly left the 
Black Tower of Magic for a vacation, they tried to track him down... 
but even that failed. 


Even after a few months, Balzac had not returned to the Black Tower. 
Having lost their target to monitor and now faced with a threat to 
their own safety, many of the black wizards could no longer stay in 
Aroth. 


While the black wizards and demons were holding their meeting, the 
intelligence agents were also busy after losing track of Sienna. 


The Wise Sienna had returned after breaking hundreds of years of 
seclusion. What did this represent? What they needed to consider first 
and foremost was the Knight March, which had taken place just a few 
months ago at the northernmost point of the continent, Lehain. 


The Blade of Incarceration, Gavid Lindman, and the Black Mist 
attended. In addition, the progenitor of Ruhr, the Brave Molon, had 
returned. Moreover, the Demon King of Incarceration had descended 
in person after not showing himself for centuries. 


That Demon King mentioned the holy sword and the Hero. He spoke 
of the promise’s end and the war, the current master of the holy 
sword, the descendant of Vermouth. 


Would they ascend Babel? 


That night, the words of the Demon King of Incarceration shook the 
entirety of the continent. Peace was ending. It was possible that a 
brutal war similar to the one three hundred years ago was on the 
horizon. The Demon King of Incarceration wasn’t afraid of the 
continent turning its sword on him. Instead, he was joyfully waiting 
for that day. 


If a war truly broke out, it would not be the kings of the continent 
who declared it, nor would it be the Demon King who waited for the 
end of the promise. The one who would shatter the peace and directly 
end the Oath would be the young Hero who had gained recognition 
and attention from the Demon King of Incarceration himself. 


The Archwizard Sienna, who had lived since the era of war, had 
returned. Moreover, Eugene Lionheart had declared that he would 
ascend Babel. The Brave Molon was confirmed to be alive, and in just 
a few months, the Archwizard who secluded herself for centuries had 
returned to Aroth. 


The spies relaying the news to their respective nations couldn't help 
but look gloomy. Even though they tried not to entertain negative 
thoughts, they could hardly avoid them, considering what had 
transpired. 


'War is coming... ' 


The spies could not help but tremble when they envisioned the fearful 
future. 


After returning to the hotel, Eugene and Sienna quietly took their 
seats in front of Anise and listened to her scolding. 


"Are you out of your mind? We should be laying low right now, but 
instead, you decide to start a fight with the royal family of Aroth!?" 
shouted Anise. 


"I didn't start a fight. I simply exercised my legitimate right,” retorted 
Sienna. 


"Legitimate right? Is that what you call sinking an entire castle 
underwater!?” countered Anise. 


"That's an exaggeration. I didn't sink it. I simply dipped it slightly into 
water.” 


"Are you trying to make excuses now?" 


"It's not an excuse! Anise, you saw it too! This nation made my 
mansion a tourist attraction and sold my likeness as a statue. They 
even sold portraits with my initials, fountain pens, cloaks, robes, and 
staves in souvenir shops!" 


"You should be grateful for the love of future generations," Eugene, 
who was also being scolded along with her, chimed in with a small 
voice. 


Sienna’s eyes widened, and she slapped Eugene's shoulder, saying, 
"Don't side with Anise in front of me!" 


"Should I side with you then?" 
"Well... that would be nice." 
"If I side with you, Anise will blow off my jaw." 


"My goodness, Hamel. I feel like I'm going to cry with joy. When did 
you become so cunning?" said Sienna while glaring at Anise with her 
eyes wide. 


Anise glared back at Sienna, her eyes sharp. 


"Strictly speaking, I'm not on either of your sides. Sienna, if you do 
something to be scolded for, I will scold you with Anise. And if Anise 
or Kristina did something worthy of scorn, I will scorn them with 
you," said Eugene. 


"You little brat!" 


"Unprincipled bastard." 


"Well, if you both want to scold me, I will humbly accept it," said 
Eugene, nodding. 


Boiling with anger, Sienna tried to grab Eugene's hair. However, 
unlike the last time, he quickly pulled his head back and escaped her 


grasp. 
"Don't do it,” warned Eugene. 
"Why?" 


"The hair you pulled out last time hasn't even grown back. My hair is 
thick, so it doesn't show, but if you look here, there's a small empty 
patch. Do you want me to go bald?" 


"No." 


Sienna had to imagine Eugene’s bald head for a moment before 
shaking her head. 


"Sienna. Your actions are totally disrespectful and violent. Hamel's 
impulsive behavior was enough to trouble and exhaust me. What am I 
supposed to do if you start acting the same way?" asked Anise. 


"It ended well, so what's the problem?" answered Sienna. 


"I am saying that such incidents should not happen in the future. I 
have been declared dead to the world, so I am fine, and Molon is not 
operating with us. But Sienna, you will continue to be with us, won't 
you?" 


"I'm pissed that you're treating me the same as Hamel. Do you think I 
acted thoughtlessly like Hamel? What I did, I did it to evaluate the 
impact of my existence...” 


"Hamel could make the same excuse,” countered Anise. 


"I've done similar things many times before." Eugene nodded with a 
smug smile. 


Being scolded together like this brought back memories, and in fact, it 
was quite enjoyable. It had always ended up like this when they stole 
Anise's liquor... 


Sienna, however, pouted without a hint of laughter. She was unhappy 
that Eugene was subtly, or rather, blatantly siding with Anise when he 
was supposed to be on the same boat as her. 


Suddenly, something crossed Sienna’s mind. 


"Anise! Do you really have any right to scold me so confidently?" said 
Sienna. 


"Why are you changing the topic so suddenly?" responded Anise. 


"I heard it from Eugene and Mer. Last time, you barged into the 
papacy, killed a cardinal, and even slapped the Pope, didn’t you?" 
accused Sienna. 


"To be precise, I wasn’t the one who killed the cardinal, and it wasn’t 
me who slapped the Pope. It was Kristina,” Anise answered smugly. 


[Sister!] Kristina shouted with surprise at Anise’s words, but Anise 
casually ignored it. 


"Moreover, all those things are not known to the world. We did crazy 
things in secret. But you, Sienna, did it openly for the whole world to 
see—" 


"Oh, I don’t care," Sienna interrupted her, then plopped on the spot 
without listening to the rest of Anise’s words. Anise’s eyebrows 
twitched with annoyance as she gave a long sigh. 


Pete You lived for three hundred years, but why are you so 
childish...” Anise grumbled. 


"Can you be precise? I was sealed for two hundred years,” responded 


Sienna. 


"You were alive, not dead, so you are indeed three hundred years old," 
Anise clicked her tongue and shook her head. "Speaking of which, 
Sienna, you need to be careful in the future." 


"What do I need to be careful of now?" asked Sienna. 


"You've declared Hamel as your successor in public, haven't you?" 
Anise pointed at Eugene. "Now, think about it, Sienna. The world 
knows you as the Wise Sienna, the grand, elderly wizard who has 
lived for three hundred years." 


"Take out the “elderly” part!" shouted Sienna. 


"Fine. Let’s compromise with ‘experienced wizard.’ Anyway, you need 
to be wary of the public eye,” continued Anise. 


"What do you mean?" 


"If you treat Hamel purely as your successor, there won’t be any 
problem. But you won't, right, Sienna? Even if you call him your 
successor, you will hold his hand, lock arms with him, or do other 
things which might seem subtle to you but would be perceived as 
extremely obvious flirtations by everyone else,” said Anise. 


"Fli... flirtation...?!" 


"Yes, flirtation!" Anise nodded with emphasis as a victorious smile 
spread across her face. "A three-hundred-year-old wizard flirting with 
a young man who is just in his twenties! What would the world think 
when they saw this?" 


It felt as if a bolt of lightning struck Sienna's brain. With a dazed 
expression, her eyes widened in understanding. 


"Sienna, for your own sake and for Hamel's sake, you must be very, 
very careful in your actions. That is unless you want to be mocked and 
laughed at by the world." 


“You... you. Then what about you?” said Sienna with a trembling 
voice. 


“Me? I see no issue here. After all, the vessel I inhabit, Kristina, is only 
twenty-three years old,” said Anise. 


“But you’re a Saint, right...?” 


“What of it? The Saint and the Hero — such a romantic and sweet 
resonance, wouldn’t you say? Isn’t that right, Kristina?" asked Anise. 


“Yes, Sister,” Kristina chimed in while cupping her hands together, a 
swift smile replacing the previous expression. 


Sienna’s shoulders shook in response to their banter. 


“Eugene! Declare your identity to the world now! Reveal that you are 
not the twenty-one-year-old Eugene Lionheart, but Hamel from three 
hundred years ago!” shouted Sienna. 


“Do you think I’m crazy?” Eugene dashed away from Sienna, clearly 
taken aback. 


Despair contorted Sienna’s face as she clutched her head. 


“But what the world might think isn’t relevant, is it?” At this point, 
Mer decided to interject to bolster Sienna’s spirits. Clearing her throat, 
she spoke from her place on the bed. “If someone were to laugh at 
you, Lady Sienna, for being lovesick, I would be the first to land a 
punch on that person's face.” 


“Right! Mer, you're correct. Who would dare to mock me unless they 
wish to forfeit their life?” said Sienna. 


Sienna shot up from her place while spreading her arms towards Mer. 
The latter leaped from the bed into Sienna’s embrace as if she had 
been waiting for the moment. 


“Tf you and Sir Eugene hold my hands and we walk together, we will 
appear just like a perfect family,” said Mer. 


“Yes, that would be the case! I made you resemble me for such—” 
Sienna halted mid-sentence and froze. The long-held desire she had 
harbored when she created Mer in her solitude had now become a 
desire too shaming and sinister to voice. 


“Ah!” However, it was already too late Mer gazed up at Sienna, her 
eyes shining. “Does this mean that when you created me... You didn't 
simply make me as a familiar, but with the thought of me as your 
daughter!” 


“Could it be...? You’ve been indulging in some family play fantasy at 
your age? Imagining a daughter between you and the deceased 
Hamel, creating her as a familiar?” Anise joined in with a forced 
chuckle, prompting the question. Eugene looked silently shocked as he 
turned his gaze between Mer and Sienna. 


“Ehem, don’t misunderstand,” said Sienna. 


“Yes, of course, it must be a misunderstanding. After all, while Mer 
resembles you, there’s no part of her that resembles Hamel,” said 
Anise. 


“There was nothing that could be done about that. While I have not 
seen Sir Eugene's previous face directly, Sir Hamel I saw in Akron was 
not particularly handsome. Lady Sienna wouldn't want to imprint the 
face of the not-so-handsome Hamel on me, her perfect creation over 
that of Eugene, who is—" 


“That's not it,” Eugene cut Mer off, his face serious. “My past self 
wasn’t ugly at all. I was quite charming and good-looking.” 


“No wonder. I can see why you don’t want to reveal your true 
identity.” Sienna glanced at Eugene, a grimace twisting her face. 
However, she did not refute his claim of being charmingly handsome. 


Chapter 320 
The Red Tower of Magic (1) 


Sienna, who had left early in the morning to visit the royal treasury, 
returned to their hotel sometime after noon. 


“Do you guys know what this is?” Sienna asked with a smirk as she 
strutted over to them, her chest puffed up in pride. 


She reached into an inside pocket of her cloak and drew out a card 
that shone with a platinum sheen. 


Waving it in front of them, she answered her own question, “This is 
something called a card.” 


“ ,.Uh-huh.” 
“Um, yes...?” 


Eugene and Kristina just nodded in response with bewildered 
expressions on their faces. 


Sienna was slightly taken aback by their reactions, but she soon 
smoothed out her expression. Having returned to civilization after 
hundreds of years of isolation, Sienna was unfamiliar with the modern 
conveniences used in this era, for example, things like this card. 


“Ahem... I had noticed that kids these days weren’t carrying around 
pouches filled with coins. I had thought that they might just be using 
pockets lined with spatial magic instead, but it seems that they’re 
using small cards like this in place of money,” Sienna said, only to 
stop and shoot a glance at Eugene and Kristina through narrowed 
eyes. “You two aren’t, by any chance, feeling like there’s something 
like a generational gap between you and me, are you?” 


Eugene hesitated before changing the subject, “Um... when I first saw 
those cards, I was also quite surprised. It made me think that the 
world really has gotten a lot better.” 


“Right?” Sienna nodded excitedly. “You felt the same thing, didn’t 
you? Really now, the world has seen a lot of improvement. From what 
I’ve heard, it isn’t just their money pouches; did you know that kids 
these days don’t even need to bring a cart to an their equipment 
when traveling? They say that every cat and dog 1] goes around 
carrying spatial magic artifacts.” 


Eugene tried to rein her in, “Well, it’s not like spatial magic is really 
that widespread...” 


“T know, I know, but setting that aside,” Sienna waved him off with a 
proud look, “If you really look at it, isn’t all this progress a result of 
my achievements as the Wise Lady Sienna? Just think about it. Do you 
know what you had to do to learn magic in the old days? You needed 
to apprentice yourself to an elderly wizard who might pass away at 
any moment, follow them around while brownnosing them, doing all 
sorts of chores in return for a worthless mental training method—” 


“But you learned your magic from the elves,” Eugene pointed out. 


Sienna snapped, “Of course, I’m not talking about myself right now! 
I’m talking about the wizards of the past. Do you know just how much 
of a mess the magical education in this country was when I first 
arrived in Aroth?” 


In that era, while it was still being taught, magic wasn’t really a 
proper field of study. In fact, the largest problem was that most of the 
exceptional wizards born in that era had died during the decades of 
war. 


“The one who ripped that mess apart and stitched it back together was 
me, Lady Sienna,” Sienna declared proudly. 


“Fine, fine, you did great.” 


“As expected of Lady Sienna.” 


Eugene and Kristina both played along. 

“Lady Sienna is amazing.” 

“Indeed, Lady Sienna does deserve her reputation.” 
Clap, clap, clap. 


Mer and Raimira even went so far as to follow their compliments with 
applause. But even in the face of this overly enthusiastic response, 
Sienna was confident and unashamed. 


Plopping down on the sofa, she spun the card around between her 
fingers and said, “They told me that there is only one card like this in 
the entire world, and it was created especially for me. They said 
something about it having a direct and unlimited connection to 
Aroth’s treasury? It doesn’t have... what was that word... a credit 
limit? That means I can buy anything with it.” 


“Wow,” Eugene reacted insincerely. 


Ignoring the sarcasm, Sienna mused, “Shall we buy a castle in 
preparation for our old age? Hm?” 


Kristina gave her opinion, “I think that Sir Eugene and I are still too 
young to already be preparing our retirement plans.” 


‘Why does she keep having to chime in? How annoying,’ Sienna thought 
with narrowed eyes as she glared at Kristina. 


Sienna didn’t dare to say anything out loud. If she kept talking under 
such circumstances, and the conversation carried along in this vein, 
Sienna was sure she would just end up receiving a one-sided beating 
of words. 


“Didn’t you bring anything else back from the treasury?” Mer asked, 
her eyes widening with excitement. 


In response, Sienna just grabbed the hem of her cloak with one hand. 
This was the same cloak she had received as her “first” gift from 


Eugene. Although it hadn’t been enchanted with many spells when she 
first received it, Sienna had stayed up the entire previous night to 
inscribe various spells into the cloak. 


“Take a look at this,” Sienna said with a smile as she pulled out a long 
staff from inside her cloak. 


It was a luxurious staff that definitely didn’t look like any ordinary 
item. The white staff was made out of an unknown material that 
emitted a faint light. 


“The legendary staff that has been passed down through Aroth’s royal 
lineage, Frost!” Sienna proudly presented as she gently waved the staff 
she was now holding with both hands. 


Then, just as the staff's name suggested it could, Frost began to let out 
a spray of white, snow-like particles. 


This wasn’t just a simple visual effect. Each of the particles that Frost 
was emitting was a physical mana crystal. 


Sienna explained, “They had several other staffs, but this one was the 
most versatile and suited me the best. Well, after I make some 
adjustments here and there, it will be.” 


It was an amazing item that was incomparably better than the staff 
that Sienna had made back in the elven territory. However, it was still 
nothing compared to Akasha. 


‘I was hoping that they might at least have a Dragonheart hidden 
somewhere in there,’ Sienna thought in disappointment. 


Since it was called the Kingdom of Magic, Sienna had thought they 
might have a few artifacts made from dragon materials hidden deep 
within the treasury. However, no matter how much she had 
rummaged through the place, she still hadn’t been able to find a staff 
that was better than Frost. 


“...Hm...,” Sienna hummed thoughtfully as she stared at Raimira 
through narrowed eyes. 


Although Sienna didn’t say anything directly, the intent behind her 
gaze was so blatant that Raimira started trembling in fear. 


Instinctively covering up the ruby on her forehead, Raimira staggered 
backward. 


Raimira stammered, “...L-Lady Sienna, why are you looking at this 
lady like that?” 


“Isn’t there any way we can pull that thing off your forehead?” Sienna 
asked thoughtfully. 


Raimira whimpered, “That will surely kill this lady...” 


The ruby had been personally inlaid by Raizakia himself. Although 
Raizakia was already dead, the ruby hadn’t disappeared. 


After growing up with Raimira for hundreds of years, the ruby had 
completely transformed into a part of her. Although it seemed that it 
could possibly be extracted somehow, the risk of Raimira dying from 
doing so seemed quite large. 


“Well, if it’s not possible, then forget it,” Sienna said dismissively as 
she let go of her current lingering feelings of greed and returned to 
rummaging inside her cloak. 


Although she would be able to re-enter the treasury whenever she 
wanted to from now on, since she happened to be there, Sienna had 
taken with her everything that had caught her interest. One by one, 
Sienna placed down several magic books on the desk that anyone 
could tell were ancient from just a single glance. 


“These are all books of ancient magic,” Sienna explained. “I’ve looked 
through them a few times before but gave up because I couldn’t 
understand them, even with Akasha.” 


The reason why she was digging into these books of ancient magic 
once more was... 


‘Vermouth,’ they all thought. 


...definitely that bastard. 


There was the Darkroom, the barrier at Leheinjar, and even Hamel’s 
reincarnation to top it all off. In addition to all of that, even back 
then, three hundred years ago, Vermouth had often used strange spells 
of unknown origins. Sienna had asked Vermouth about the true nature 
of those spells several times, but she had never once been able to 
wring out a proper response from him. 


Although they couldn’t be sure whether or not the magic that 
Vermouth had used was ancient magic, for now, that was their only 
plausible guess. 


‘The Demon Kings...,” Eugene considered a different train of thought. 


Upon seeing the Moonlight Sword, Raizakia had called it the Sword of 
Destruction. He had said that the reason Vermouth and his 
descendants in the Lionheart clan could wield the weapons of the 
Demon Kings was... that Vermouth’s blood was special. 


But the reason why it was special? They had no idea. What was 
Vermouth’s true identity? They had wondered about that question 
even back then, three hundred years ago. Even when everyone else 
was talking about their own personal matters, Vermouth, who rarely 
had anything to say regarding most topics, would be even more 
reserved than usual. 


‘Though the same went for Anise,’ Eugene recalled. 


Eugene now knew why Anise wouldn’t say anything under such 
circumstances. 


...Vermouth should also have had his reasons for doing so. While 
feeling distressed, Eugene tried to jolt his thoughts back into motion. 


Three hundred years ago, Vermouth had been captured by a group of 
black wizards and demonfolk. In that era, there were many cases of 
people being captured by demonfolk and black wizards. Among these 
victims, it was common for them to become test subjects for black 
magic experiments or to be used as living sacrifices by both the black 
wizards and the demonfolk. 


While being transported somewhere, Vermouth wrested a knife from 
one of his guards and slaughtered the demonfolk and black wizards. 
This had happened when he was only in his mid-teens. 


Although anyone who heard this story might say that it sounded 
absurd, everyone who had ever met with Vermouth personally was 
able to accept it. Even though it sounded ridiculous, if it was 
Vermouth Lionheart you were talking about, it was definitely 
plausible. 


“...Was he really a test subject for a black magic experiment?’ 


It wasn’t something that Eugene had ever given any thought to before, 
but considering the various suspicions that revolved around 
Vermouth, Eugene suspected that this guess might just be the truth. If 
Vermouth was originally the result of a black magic experiment, then, 
while he was being transported, he could have awakened the power 
granted to him and thus been able to make his escape by killing all of 
the demonfolk and black wizards... 


Anise and Kristina were incarnations of the ancient God of Light. To 
be more precise, they were mock incarnations created by using the 
ashes of the Holy Emperor. And it wasn’t just the two of them; all of 
the Saints and the Saint Candidates in Yuras’ past had been such 
existences. 


Vermouth might also be something similar. By using the blood, flesh, 
or something along those lines of a demonfolk... or perhaps even a 
Demon King... he could have been an artificial creation. Thanks to 
that, he could have been able to use the Demon Kings’ weapons and 
even control the Moonlight Sword... 


‘Damn it,’ Eugene cursed silently. 


That meant that the Lionheart blood within this body of his might just 
be mixed with the blood of demons. But Eugene himself had never felt 
anything like that, and Anise had also never noticed any warning signs 
regarding this possibility. In the first place, it wasn’t just the Demon 
Kings’ weapons. Vermouth had also been able to use the Holy Sword 
of the God of Light, and currently, Eugene could also freely wield the 
Holy Sword. 


In the end, these speculations about the suspicions revolving around 
Vermouth were all just sudden leaps of logic. However, if Eugene 
really did consider the situation from this direction, a lot of things 
would suddenly make sense. 


For example, why had the Remnants of the Demon King been so 
attracted to that foolish and weak Eward? Why had they been so 
obsessed with using those who shared Eward Lionheart’s bloodline as 
living sacrifices, basically Vermouth’s bloodline, which had been most 
strongly inherited through the lineage of the main family? Why hadn’t 
Vermouth’s bloodline thinned even slightly after being passed down 
over hundreds of years? 


Last night, Eugene talked with Sienna and Anise about the suspicions 
regarding Vermouth. 


It’s not really that surprising. 


Instead, without such a secret behind it, an existence like Sir Vermouth 
wouldn’t make any sense. 


Although they did show an appropriate level of surprise, eventually, 
Sienna and Anise overcame their shock just to say this. Eugene had 
also empathized with the feelings behind their words. 


From then on, there were no further discussions of this theory. Eugene 
had also been able to sense why that was. 


Sienna trusted Vermouth. 


Even though he didn’t seem to be in his right mind, they couldn’t be 
sure whether that was truly the case... Even though Vermouth, in such 
a state, had pierced a hole through her chest and left her on the verge 
of death... Even though her very soul was now wounded... Even with 
all of that, Sienna still trusted Vermouth. 


For Anise, Vermouth was the one who had flipped the course of her 


life, the Hero who had given meaning to her role as the Saint when 
she herself had been despising her fate as the Saint. As such, Anise 
practically worshiped Vermouth, and even now, she still referred to 
Vermouth as Sir Vermouth. 


But was that really all there was to it? 


No, it wasn’t. The reason why Sienna believed in Vermouth despite 
having been mortally wounded by him... The reason why Anise 
believed in Vermouth, beyond the sense of worship that she had for 
him... And the reason why Eugene, whether consciously or 
unconsciously, had stopped his speculations about Vermouth... 


It was that, to them, Vermouth was just Vermouth. No matter what 
Vermouth’s true identity might be, it didn’t change what that bastard, 
Vermouth Lionheart, meant to them. 


A black magic experiment? Or a test subject that had a connection to 
the Demon Kings? 


So what if he was? 


Sienna, Anise, Hamel, Molon, and Vermouth had journeyed together 
throughout the Devildom for over a dozen years. They had spent more 
time together than they ever had with their own families. There had 
been times when they were close to death and times when they barely 
managed to kill their enemies, along with all of the other times that 
they had spent together. They had experienced joy and sorrow and all 
sorts of other emotions together. 


That was why they all trusted Vermouth. So whether it was 
Vermouth’s past, his inscrutable behavior, or his current unknown 
status, if it was for Vermouth’s sake, they could accept all of that. 
Because of him, they didn’t doubt the things that should really be 
considered suspicious. They blindly, one-sidedly, were able to come 
up with justifications for Vermouth. 


Eugene didn’t think that there was anything irrational about this. The 
same went for Sienna, as well as Anise. Even Molon, who had been 
going mad while unable to take his own life for over a hundred and 
fifty years because of a promise he had made with Vermouth, would 


have also done the same. 
Because this wasn’t just anyone else, this was Vermouth. 


Because this was the companion who they had worked alongside to 
slay the Demon Kings. 


Because this was the Hero who had somehow managed to save the 
world. 


So when their thoughts turned to Vermouth, they naturally had no 
choice but to put their emotions ahead of their own reason. 


In Aroth’s Red Tower of Magic, the Tower Master Lovellian had been 
deep in thought since the day before. 


He was wondering what could have happened at the Royal Palace. 
Just what kind of conversation might have taken place during their 
audience with the king? Everyone in Aroth might have been curious 
about this topic, but it wasn’t something that they could talk about 
openly. 


In the end, word of what had happened yesterday within Abram 
hadn’t been spread to anyone. Trempel Vizardo, who had also been 
present during their audience with the king, had, of course, kept his 
mouth shut; and the Crown Prince, Honein Abram, had also kept his 
silence, and starting from last night, Honein had secluded himself 
within Akron. 


This meant that things should have been wrapped up neatly. Because 
if things hadn’t been wrapped up neatly, Abram might no longer exist. 


But what was truly preoccupying Lovellian’s attention wasn’t what 
might have happened within Abram. 


It had something to do with the surprising return of the Wise Sienna. 


Well, it wasn’t really that big of a surprise for Lovellian. He had 


accompanied Eugene to the Samar Rainforest and had helped to stop 
Edmond’s plot. He had also seen the corpse of the Demon Dragon 
Raizakia, the one responsible for trapping Sienna in a slumber for such 
a long time. 


The fact that Sienna would eventually return to Aroth had already 
been known to Lovellian. 


He just hadn’t known that she would return so quickly. 


“...Perhaps... could she really...,’ Lovellian was lost in thought as he 
idly massaged his temples. 


Currently, many irrational and mostly speculative thoughts were 
running through his head. 


But Lovellian’s suspicions weren’t directed at the Wise Sienna; they 
instead concerned Eugene Lionheart. 


During the battle in Samar, Lovellian had gotten a good look at 
Eugene’s full strength. 


Eugene had been able to overwhelm the Death Knight created from 

the corpse of the Stupid Hamel. Even after seeing such skill with his 
own eyes, Lovellian still had difficulty believing it. But then Eugene 
had gone and torn apart Edmond Codreth, the Staff of Incarceration, 
with his own hands. 


And it didn’t just end there, did it? Eugene had even managed to 
behead and slay the highly notorious Black Dragon Raizakia. Although 
Lovellian hadn’t been able to view the battle in person, and Eugene 
had said that he did receive Sienna’s help... 


There was no doubt that Eugene Lionheart was skilled enough that he 
could be discussed on the same level as the strongest human beings in 
all of history. Moreover, his talent for magic was also exceptional, and 
he had even created a Signature, which could be said to serve as a 
symbol for all Archwizards. 


‘It’s practically impossible for someone like that to exist,’ Lovellian 
concluded. 


There had been several times in Samar when Lovellian had had such 
thoughts. At first, he had dismissed his own suspicions as absurd, but 
the more that he thought about it, the more he began to believe that it 
might just be possible. 


Perhaps Eugene Lionheart really was the reincarnation of a hero from 
three hundred years ago. 


Otherwise, it was impossible to accept that someone like him could 
exist in real life. 


The thing that had especially aroused Lovellian’s suspicions was how 
Eugene, upon seeing Hamel’s Death Knight, had declared, ‘That’s not 
Hamel.’ 


Eugene might have given several reasons for why that was the case. 
But even so, Eugene’s rage, and the denial of the Death Knight’s 
identity that he had spat out at that time, hadn’t sounded like 
something that could so easily be said by someone from a later 
generation. 


It was as if... as if he had personally known Hamel three hundred 
years ago. 


Then there was the previous day. The Wise Lady Sienna had shown a 
lot of affection towards Eugene. 


Was it just because Eugene was her hundreds of years younger 
successor? That might be enough for Sienna to consider him a cute 
junior. However, her gaze had felt like it was practically dripping with 
sweet drops of honey... 


It hadn’t seemed like the casual tolerance of a Grandmaster for her 
grand-disciple or how one might treat a young and cute successor. 
Instead... instead it was as if Lady Sienna had been looking at him like 
a man she was interested in... 


Lovellian muttered, “Could it... could it really be, no... perhaps...” 


Lovellian was afraid of the incredible ramifications if the suspicions 
running through his head turned out to be the truth. At the same time, 


as a devoted researcher, he felt a strong sense of curiosity. 


‘His talent for both martial arts and magic. Historically, there was only one 
person who has ever been born with such limit-breaking talent... ’ 


That was the ancestor of the Lionheart clan, the Great Vermouth. 


‘However... Sir Eugene’s personality just doesn’t strike me as that of the 
Great Vermouth... ’ 


Considering Eugene’s intense dislike, murderous intent, and rage 
towards Hamel’s Death Knight... 


His low-class mannerisms that seemed unthinkable when coming from 
an offspring of the prestigious Lionheart clan... 


His fighting technique that seemed both fierce yet delicate. 


Sienna. 


I’ve always liked you. 


A stroke of lightning seemed to explode inside Lovellian’s head. 
Unconsciously, he leaped up from his seat. Then, while focusing on 
the sudden stroke of inspiration that had run through his head, 
Lovellian reconstructed his flow of thought. 


From the way that the Great Vermouth had explosively grown the 
Lionheart clan by taking more than ten wives... 


To the last words that the Stupid Hamel had left at the end of his 
life... 


And how the Wise Sienna had stayed single for her entire life. 


“Oh my god!” Lovellian cried out, only to slap his hands over his 
mouth as an idea sharply clicked into place. 


Knock knock. 


Someone reported through the door of his office, “Sir Tower Master! 
L-lady Sienna and Sir Eugene are heading into our Tower of Magic 
right at this moment!” 


“What?!” Lovellian exclaimed in shock. 


He had heard them say they would visit the Red Tower of Magic when 
they next had the time, but today? Even though only a single day had 
passed since they said it? 


Lovellian ordered, “Escort them up here immediately. No, that’s not 
right. I'll go down and—” 


The voice interrupted him, “They’re already on their way up!” 


Even though he was greatly flustered, Lovellian quickly made his 
preparations for their visit. 


He threw open his closet, took out the most luxurious and elegant 
robe in his possession, and pulled it on. Then he hurriedly tidied up 
his hair and also neatly sorted the mess on his desk with a wave of his 
staff. 


‘This might actually be for the best,’ Lovellian tried to reassure himself 
as he swallowed a gulp. 


With this surprising truth that he seemed to have arrived at, there was 
no way that he could just keep it buried in his chest. A wizard was 
someone who sought the truth. So Lovellian was determined to face 
this issue head-on. 


Before he had even heard another knock, Lovellian threw open the 
door to his Tower Master’s office. There, he saw Hera repeatedly 
shifting from one foot to the other, not knowing what to do. 


“Head back down,” Lovellian instructed. 
“Y-yes sir,” Hera stammered. 


Lovellian continued, “Also, spread the word to all of the wizards 
currently in the tower. Tell them to keep their heads cool and stay 
where they’re supposed to be.” 


“Yes, sir!” Hera shouted with a deep nod as she started to run back 
down the hallway. 


But on her way down, she came to an abrupt stop. It was because the 
elevator that was located at the end of the hallway was just about to 
arrive here, on the top floor. If Hera continued to run forward like 
this, it was clear that she would run into Sienna and Eugene when the 
elevator doors opened. 


That... that was meant to be a happy event that would fill any wizard 
with honor and pride. 


However, Hera realized that she herself still wasn’t ready for this just 
yet. If she ran into Lady Sienna like this, Hera felt like she would 
either pass out on the spot or scream joyfully. Hera didn’t want either 
Sienna or Eugene to see her like that... 


In the end, Hera quickly made her decision. She flung open the 
hallway window, then threw herself out of the window without 
hesitation. Even in that instant, Hera was thorough in her clean-up. 
The moment her whole body passed through the window, she quietly 
closed the window behind herself with a swing of her staff. 


Ding-dong. 


Right at the very moment when Lovellian’s jaw was dropping open in 
shock at Hera’s decisive behavior, the elevator arrived on the top 
floor. Lovellian picked his jaw back up and quickly straightened his 
posture. No, this still wasn’t polite enough. Faster than he had ever 
been before, Lovellian cast a spell that instantly transported him 
across the length of the hallway so that he was now standing in front 
of the elevator. 


The elevator doors opened up. Eugene and Sienna flinched when they 
saw Lovellian standing politely on the other side of the doors. 


“Thank you for taking the time to visit,” Lovellian said with a deep 
bow of his head. While continuing to speak, he didn’t forget to take a 
few steps back so that Eugene and Sienna could exit the elevator 
comfortably, “O’ greatest and wisest Archwizard in the history of the 
continent, she who is the most respected and envied of all wizards, 
Lady Sienna Merdein.” 


After he had finished saying all this, Lovellian took a moment to catch 
his breath and then added, “Also... it is my honor to greet Lady 
Sienna’s old friend, Sir Hamel Dynas. 


1. The original Korean version of this idiom uses ‘dog and cow’ 
instead of cat and dog. @ 


Chapter 321 
The Red Tower of Magic (2) 


The moment that he heard those words, the wheels in Eugene’s head 
quickly began to spin. Why had Lovellian suddenly said something 
like that? What on earth could have made him so certain about 
Eugene’s true identity? 


There was no way to tell. 


Genos of the Knights of the Black Lions had been able to discover 
Eugene’s true identity because Genos was exceedingly familiar with 
Hamel’s techniques. Having shown such an understanding and 
mastery of those techniques that could only have belonged to Hamel 
himself in front of someone like Genos, it couldn’t be helped that 
Eugene had revealed his identity. 


However, Lovellian was a different case. Unlike Genos, Lovellian 
wasn’t familiar with Hamel’s techniques. Also, Eugene had always 
been careful with his mannerisms when he was in front of Lovellian. 


No, it wasn’t just Lovellian. With the sole exception of Genos, after 
having been reincarnated as Eugene Lionheart, he had never once said 
or done anything that might arouse the suspicion of the people in his 
vicinity. 


[I really don’t feel like that’s the truth...,] Mer muttered to herself 
inside his cloak, but Eugene didn’t feel the slightest bit of 
embarrassment from thinking something so blatantly false. 


Sienna, who had been wide-eyed in shock, suddenly blinked. Just like 
Eugene, the cogs in her head were also spinning quickly. 


How had Lovellian found out? In fact, that wasn’t the most important 
thing to Sienna. What was important to her was that it was the Red 
Tower Master, in particular, who had discovered Eugene’s identity. 


This was the heir to Theodore Thorne, one of the disciples Sienna had 
accepted so long ago, the head of the magic school that claimed to be 
the successors to Sienna’s inheritance, the master of the Red Tower of 
Magic, and Eugene’s magic teacher. 


—A three-hundred-year-old wizard flirting with a young man who is just in 
his twenties! What would the world think when they saw this? 


Anise’s cutting words echoed inside Sienna’s head. Although Sienna 
had dismissed Anise’s concerns at the time, saying, ‘What of it?’,... in 
fact, what people said often didn’t reflect what was in their hearts. 


Sienna was well aware of the fact that she was an extremely famous 
and respected wizard. She felt that it was only natural that she had 
become an object of admiration and emulation for all future 
generations of wizards. 


As such, even if it was just for the sake of preserving the dignity of her 
title as the Wise Sienna... she had made up her mind to be careful of 
how she treated Eugene when in front of others. 


In particular, Sienna had reminded herself that she needed to take 
even more care when in front of the Red Tower Master since they had 
so many layers of relationships tying them together. Because Sienna 
didn’t want to show an embarrassing and shameful appearance in 
front of her direct successors. 


‘However... what if the Red Tower Master finds out about everything? 
Doesn’t that mean I no longer need to be so careful?’ Sienna suddenly 
came to this conclusion. 


Without lifting his bowed head, Lovellian carefully examined the 
situation. 


Lovellian knew that he was taking a considerable risk with this. The 
only basis for his suspicion was a hunch. Even so, he had felt certain 
of the truth, but... what if he was wrong? 


Lovellian thought worriedly, ‘Now that it has come to this, it’s not like I 
can just say that it was a joke... ’ 


He might still be able to pass it off as if nothing had happened, but... 
Lovellian had to swallow back a gulp of fear. 


Honestly speaking, Lovellian was afraid of the Wise Sienna’s 
personality. Just yesterday, that great wizard had threatened to sink 
the entire Royal Palace of Abram beneath the lake and had beaten the 
Green Tower Master into a mess in front of countless witnesses. 
Considering the Green Tower Master’s pride, it wouldn’t be strange if 
he decided to retreat from the world of magic for the rest of his life, 
all because of the previous day’s incident. 


Most wizards had slightly twisted personalities. Putting it in extremely 
polite terms, they were often eccentric while putting it bluntly, they 
were ill-tempered, and putting it insultingly, they could all be said to 
have the temperaments of easily offended nerds. 


So speculating on the personality of a wizard who had lived for over 
three hundred years, if the fact that it was twisted was taken for 
granted, just how much more twisted could it have gotten over the 
years? 


‘What if Lady Sienna becomes angry at me for saying such absurd 
nonsense?’ Lovellian couldn’t help having this thought. 


If she decided to punish Lovellian for taking out the name of her long- 
lost comrade to spout off a joke, she might even collapse the entire 
Red Tower of Magic around him. 


Cold sweat began to pour down Lovellian’s forehead. It would have 
been great if he had just made a quick follow-up, but now... this 
silence had already stretched on for far too long. That being said, 
Lovellian thought it would be too disrespectful of him to raise his 
head without first obtaining his grandmaster’s permission. 


“Ahem...,” Sienna was the first to break the silence with a cough. 


She did nothing to hide the twitching of her cheeks or the upward 
curve of her lips. 


Meanwhile, the wheels in Eugene’s head were still spinning. 


No matter how much he thought about it, there seemed to be no clear 
basis for Lovellian’s remarks. So why had the name of Hamel Dynas 
dropped from Lovellian’s lips so suddenly? 


Eugene stared at Lovellian with his eyes wide open. Since Lovellian’s 
head was bowed, Eugene couldn’t see his expression. However, as his 
senses had been sharpened due to his training, Eugene could hear the 
sound of Lovellian’s rapidly beating heart. 


“Just how did you find—” 
“Whaaaaaat!” 


Just when Sienna was about to ask her question with a grin, Eugene 
let out a loud roar, covering it up. 


To stop Sienna from saying anything more, Eugene yanked Sienna 
over to him and clapped his hand over her mouth. 


Eugene continued in a panic, “What! Just what are you saying?! Sir 
Lovellian, no, I mean Master!” 


What was this bastard playing at now? Sienna glanced at Eugene 
dumbfoundedly. 


Ignoring Sienna’s gaze, Eugene said quickly, “You’re saying I am Sir 
Hamel? Haha! Really now, Master, that’s too much even for a joke. 
How could I be Sir Hamel? After all, Sir Hamel already passed away 
three hundred years ago!” 


With one hand, Eugene repeatedly poked a finger into Sienna’s side. 
Sienna, whose mouth was still covered by Eugene’s other hand, 
silently twisted her body as she tried to escape his tickling. 


“T, um, I really don’t know why you would say such a thing, Master. 
However! I am definitely not Sir Hamel. After all, Master, didn’t you 
first meet me when I was only thirteen and participating in the 

Bloodline Continuation Ceremony? I am born in Gidol, and I am the 


son of Gerhard Lionheart. I am Eugene Lionheart! I am not Sir 
Hamel!” Eugene tried desperately to convince Lovellian. 


There was a simple reason why Eugene didn’t want to reveal the fact 
that he was Hamel in front of Lovellian. 


He had known Lovellian for far too long. Eugene first met Lovellian 
when he was only thirteen years old. At that time, he was mixed in 
with the other children who were participating in the Bloodline 
Continuation Ceremony, so, not wanting to attract any annoyingly 
suspicious gazes, Eugene had acted like a child. 


He had played with the thirteen-years-old Cyan and Ciel, and he had 
even hung out with Gargith, who even back then was an idiot, and 
Dezra. 


Eugene had always acted in a manner befitting of a supposed thirteen- 
year-old. 


This was on the day before the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony 
when he had first shared a meal with Lovellian and also on the very 
day of the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony itself! 


This meant that when the other children were watching with sparkling 
eyes during Lovellian’s presentation and display of magic, he had done 
the same. 


If it was revealed that all of that was a lie and that he, a hero from 
three hundred years ago, was deliberately pretending to be a child... 
and was actually playing around with the other kids...! 


From beating up the thirteen-year-old Cyan to proudly showing off his 
strength in front of the other children during the Bloodline 
Continuation Ceremony, then there were the times when Eugene had 
been asked, which of the heroes from three hundred years ago did he 
most respect? Whenever Eugene had received such a question, he had 
always said, ‘It’s Sir Hamel!’ without any hesitation... 


—I’m just saying this because you don’t know any better, but Sir Hamel is 


definitely not an idiot like that Death Knight. 


—Sir Hamel wasn’t someone so shallow that he would curse his comrades 
just because of the contents of a fairy tale. 


There was no way. Whether it was in front of Lovellian, or anyone else 
who had known him from a young age, Eugene definitely couldn’t 
bear to reveal his true identity. 


Eugene’s voice and expression were so desperate that Sienna also 
decided to back down for now. 


She escaped Eugene’s grasp and loudly cleared her throat, “Ahem, my 
successor is correct. Hamel... well... he already died a long time ago. 
He died in a particularly stupid fashion, at that.” 


“Tt was a heroic death,” Eugene tried to correct her. 


Sienna argued, “How is throwing himself into the path of danger 
while in a situation where he really didn’t need to die a heroic death?” 


“Sir Hamel sacrificed himself for the sake of his comrades,” Eugene 
insisted. 


Sienna frowned, “It seems that suicide is actually called sacrifice in 
this day and age?” 


Eugene’s eyebrows rose as he was forced to listen to Sienna’s mockery. 


If only they weren’t in front of Lovellian, he would definitely break 
her out of this bad habit of hers. But for now, the only thing that 
Eugene could do was glare at Sienna as his shoulders shook with 
suppressed anger. 


Eugene reluctantly responded, “Even if... even if the death was a 
suicide! If you say such a thing, Lady Sienna, then I’m sure that Sir 
Hamel will be sad in the afterlife.” 


Sienna waved it off, “No way, it’s fine for me to say such a thing. I 
was Hamel’s friend after all, and also, ahem, Hamel, he... didn’t he 
say that he loved me? So that’s why it’s fine for me to say such 
things.” 


Even though she was just saying this to make fun of him, after Sienna 
finished speaking, it was her face instead of his that ended up 
blushing. 


While glaring into Sienna’s face, Eugene snorted, “Did Sir Hamel 
really love Lady Sienna? I’ve also read the fairy tale a few times, but... 
how should I say this... it feels like the author put in too much of their 
personal feelings—” 


Sienna snapped, “Hey! What do you know? Also, you... how dare you 
say that Hamel didn’t love me? Do you really mean that?” 


Eugene hesitated, “No, well... I’m not Sir Hamel, but... even so, as Sir 
Hamel’s successor, and his many times distant junior, uh, I don’t really 
feel like Sir Hamel would confess that he loved Lady Sienna with his 
last words on his deathbed... well, at least that’s just my opinion on 
ite” 


Sienna and Eugene’s glares clashed in mid-air. Even at this moment, 
Lovellian still kept his head bowed in silence. 


Belatedly noticing this, Sienna cleared her throat once more and 
turned to Lovellian to say, “You may raise your head, Red Tower 
Master.” 


Having finally received his Grandmaster’s permission, Lovellian slowly 
raised his head, only to reveal that there wasn’t even a trace of the 
earlier nervousness on his face. Instead, Lovellian’s eyes appeared 
victorious, as if he had confirmed the truth, and his expression was 
peaceful and calm. 


“My thanks,” Lovellian said politely. 


His suspicions had solidified into certainty. Even though Eugene had 
burst out with denials, through the series of conversations that 
followed, Lovellian had confirmed that Eugene’s real identity was that 


of Hamel Dynas, the hero from three hundred years ago. Otherwise, 
everything would cease to make sense. 


“Allow me to show you inside,” Lovellian said as he turned around, 
luxuriating in the relief now coursing through him. 


As Lovellian walked off with a light step, Eugene followed behind 
with a confused expression. 


Hesitantly, Eugene called out, “Um, Sir Lovellian, Master? You do 
understand what I was trying to tell you, right?” 


Without turning back, Lovellian replied, “You don’t need to be so 
polite, Sir Hamel... no, I mean Sir Eugene.” 


“But it seems like you haven’t gotten the point, though? I’m telling 
you, I’m not Sir Hamel,” Eugene stubbornly insisted. 


“My apologies. It seems that I unintentionally made a slip of the 
tongue. I will be sure to be more careful from now on,” Lovellian 
promised. 


Eugene must have a good reason for refusing to reveal his true 
identity. Right away, Lovellian could think of several reasons why that 
might be. Most likely, he was worried about the threat posed by 
Helmuth’s Demon Kings and demonfolks. Even after hundreds of years 
had passed and he was reincarnated in this era, that great hero still 
seemed to be pursuing the long-cherished wish that he hadn’t been 
able to fulfill during his previous life. 


Lovellian realized, ‘Come to think of it... ever since he was young, Sir 
Eugene has always hated black magic and demonfolks.’ 


This had been unusual to see in a child of this era, but Lovellian had 
thought it wasn’t that strange for a child of that Lionheart clan to hate 
black magic and demonfolk. 


However! As the reincarnation of the Stupid Hamel, Eugene would 
naturally have no choice but to hate the fact that the demonfolk still 
remained alive in this era. The more he thought about it, the more the 
puzzle pieces inside Lovelian’s head seemed to come together. 


As for Eugene’s excessive admiration of the Sutpid Hamel... well... 
Lovellian thought that was also a natural consequence. From 
Lovellian’s perspective, if he were to be called the Stupid Lovellian 
three hundred years after he had died, he felt he would also be furious 
and desperate to somehow defend himself. Of course, he didn’t think 
he would be as blatant about it as Eugene, but... 


“You came to visit us so suddenly, so I’m afraid that we weren’t able 
to prepare a proper welcome for you,” Lovellian apologized. 


“Tt’s fine. I don’t really enjoy it when it gets too noisy in any case,” 
Sienna said as she plopped down on a sofa. 


Lovellian politely sat down in front of her and then turned to look at 
Eugene. Eugene still had an uncertain expression on his face. 


Sienna reminded him, “My heir, what are you doing? Hurry up and sit 
down next to me.” 


“Alright,” Eugene said as he sat down next to Sienna as instructed. 
This sight caused Lovellian to show a bright smile. 


Witnessing in person the reunion of a couple that had been separated 
for hundreds of years, Lovellian, who had never once been in love 
with anyone, felt as if a flower was blooming in the desolate 
wasteland of his heart. 


“This is quite the beautiful sight,” Lovellian commented. 


“Yow’re talking about our master-student relationship, right?” Eugene 
asked uncomfortably. 


Lovellian hesitated, “Yes, well, that’s right.” 


Eugene’s expression crumpled as he forcefully turned his gaze away. 
Noticing how the atmosphere of the room had changed, Sienna 
donned a whimsical smile. Even in this situation, Sienna felt a deep 
sense of amusement. 


Sienna changed the subject, “We weren’t in a good mood yesterday, so 
it seems that we couldn’t have a proper conversation with you, no? So 
anyways, you’re Theodore Thorne’s successor?” 


“You are indeed my former Master’s Master,” Lovellian confirmed. 


Sienna sneered, “That cheeky Green Tower Master... I definitely don’t 
want to recognize that Osman guy as one of my successors. According 
to what I’ve heard from this cute successor sitting next to me, you, the 
Red Tower Master, and the White Tower Master were of great help 
during my rescue. Not only that, I’ve also heard a lot about you from 
Mer. She said that you’ve always shown her special attention. Is that 
right?” 


“T haven’t done anything impressive enough to deserve such praise,” 
Lovellian deflected. “As one of Aroth’s Tower Masters, I’ve always had 
to stand in a neutral position, and it was impossible for me to take 
Mer, who was bound to Witch Craft, away from Akron.” 


“However, you did pay attention to her. I’ve heard that you always 
made sure to politely greet Mer whenever you visited Akron, and that 
wasn’t nothing, now was it?” Sienna said as she rested her hands in 
her lap. Without any of her previous playfulness, she stared at 
Lovellian with a serious look in her eyes, “I might not be able to 
properly reveal the full details to Aroth, but you, the Red Tower 
Master, know a bit about why I was forced to go into seclusion. That 
unexpected seclusion left Mer in a depressing state. Since you showed 
Mer even the slightest bit of care when she was in dire straits, I should 
also show you the same level of friendship.” 


Lovellian shook with suppressed emotion. He had never imagined that 
he would actually hear something like that from the Wise Sienna... 


Sienna added, “Not only that, but you also took very good care of my 
heir — Eugene Lionheart. The fact that Eugene was able to grow into 
a proper wizard is all because of your teaching and care.” 


Lovellian was overwhelmed, “I... I have never truly been all that great 
of a teacher for Sir Eugene. Even if it wasn’t me, any other wizard 
who first met Sir Eugene would surely have been eager to take him in 
as their disciple.” 


“T don’t think that matters all that much. Red Tower Master, my 
successor has recognized you as his master, and you have treated my 
successor as your disciple. You taught him magic, advised him on any 
problems he might have, and assisted him in his goals, and in the end, 
you became someone my successor trusted enough to ask for help 
when he was attempting to rescue me. Although there are a lot of 
people who have been drawn to my successor, leaving him far from on 
his own, you, Red Tower Master, have become a special and strong 
presence even among all of them,” Sienna assured him as she 
stretched her hand to one side. 


Fwoosh. 


A magic staff covered in a white light, Frost, appeared in Sienna’s 
hand. 


“Theodore Thorne’s successor, the Master of the Red Tower of Magic, 
Lovellian Sophis. I, Sienna Merdein, do recognize you as one of my 
heirs. I will also stake my name and reputation behind the Red Tower 
of Magic by officially sponsoring it,” Sienna formally announced. 


Light bloomed from the tip of Frost. 
Thwiiiip! 


Strands of white, magical light flew over to one corner of Lovellian’s 
room and wound around each other to form a sphere. Upon seeing 
this sphere, Lovellian unconsciously leaped up from his seat. 


Lovellian gasped, “Witch Craft...!” 


A copy that appeared identical to the first volume of Witch Craft that 
was stored on the uppermost floor of Akron, within Sienna’s Hall, had 
just been freshly created inside Lovellian’s office. 


Though it wasn’t completely identical. Instead, this version of Witch 
Craft was slightly smaller than the one in Akron. 


“Tt doesn’t just hold the formulas behind the Eternal Hole; I’ve also 
stored within it some of the other magic that I use,” Sienna informed 
him. 


Just like the Witch Craft in Akron, it would be impossible to try and 
understand its contents after only a few attempts. However, if a 
desperate and exceptionally talented wizard were willing to devote 
himself to examining it dozens or even hundreds of times, they would 
definitely be able to surpass their own limits. 


“To tell you the truth, Akron’s Witch Craft isn’t actually incomplete. It 
wasn’t even divided into three actual volumes in the first place. Witch 
Craft was solely created so that future generations of wizards would 
be able to access the papers for the Eternal Hole. However — I can 
assure you — I am much greater than I was when I first created Witch 
Craft. So this Witch Craft is a better and more complete version than 
the Witch Craft sealed within Akron.” Sienna grinned as she lowered 
Frost and continued, “I will donate this Witch Craft to the Red Tower 
of Magic. Whether you wish to make it your sole focus of study or 
choose to use it as a different perspective for your personal research... 
I leave this to you, the current Red Tower Master, and all future 
generations of Red Tower Masters.” 


“Th-thank you so much...!” Lovellain stammered as he bowed his 
head while crying. 


Sienna wasn’t done just yet, “Also! I may have acknowledged you as 
one of my heirs, you don’t need to call me your Grandmaster or even 
Master. Just call me Lady Sienna. Got it?” 


Lovellian nodded, “Yes, understood.” 


Sienna turned away from Lovellian, “As for my successor, Eugene. 
You... it’s alright if you want to call me Master. But don’t call me 
Grandmaster.” 


Eugene asked, “What exactly is the difference between the two?” 


“Because Grandmaster makes me sound a bit older than Master...!” 
Sienna complained. 


“So what,” Eugene snorted. “I’m supposed to call Sir Lovellian my 
Master, who in turn calls you Lady Sienna despite acknowledging you 
as his Master. But you ask me to call you Master, as well?” 


“Just why do you have to put it in such a complex and irritating way? 
You can just address the Red Tower Master and me as your Master — 
ah... hmm, it should be okay, right? Or else... is this just because you 
also want to call me Lady Sienna?” Sienna asked, her lips twitching as 
she tried to stop herself from smiling. 


That way of addressing her also seemed pretty satisfactory to Sienna. 
However, Eugene just shook his head in exasperation. 


“Fine, I’ll call you Lady Sienna,” Eugene agreed. 


Lovellian chimed in, “Sir Eugene, there’s no need to address me as 
Master. In fact, up until now, apart from when you were asking for me 
for something or were feeling apologetic for some reason, you have 
never once called me Master... so just feel free to address me more 
casually.” 


Eugene nodded, “Alright, L-Sir Lovellian.” 


Eugene managed to avoid the slip of the tongue that Lovellian had 
been waiting for. 


Sienna hesitated, “Also... there’s still the White Tower Master, right? 
Her name is—” 


office window. 


Sobbing, Melkith rubbed her face against the tightly closed window as 
if trying to squeeze through it. 


Melkith had actually been waiting outside of the window since earlier. 
She had been hoping to somehow sneak inside, but because 
Lovellian’s magical barrier was so sturdy, Melkith hadn’t been able to 
get through it, so she had just kept rubbing her face against the 
window like she was now. 


Sienna hesitantly observed, “She doesn’t seem to have any of the 
dignity of a Tower Master... let alone an Archwizard...” 


Lovellian sighed, “Lady Sienna, please don’t judge the characters of 
the other wizards of this era by what you might see from the White 
Tower Master. In return for being born with overflowing talent, the 
White Tower Master has a lot of flaws in her character.” 


“She also has a habit of eavesdropping,” Eugene added as he nodded 
in support of Lovellian’s words. 


With an uncertain expression, Sienna flicked a finger at the window. 
At this gesture, the window was thrown open, and as if she had been 
waiting for this, Melkith somersaulted into the room. 


“Lady Sienna, big Sis!” Melkith shouted flatteringly. “I also did my 
best to save you, Sis! I’ve also done a lot to take care of big Sis’ 
cherished heir, Eugene. In fact, the cloak he’s wearing right now, 
which he wears everywhere he goes, every single day for the past few 
years, actually belongs to me!” 


“Did you give him that cloak as a gift?” Sienna asked as her eyes 
narrowed dangerously. 


A black flame of jealousy flickered into life deep within Sienna’s heart. 


Eugene shook his head, “It’s not a present. We made a bet, and after I 
won, I took it from her.” 


“T haven’t really given it to you,” Melkith refuted. “I’m just lending it! 
Do you know how many years you have left? When you were 
seventeen, I agreed to lend it to you for nine years, so there are only 
five years left!” 


“Wasn’t the time extended at all during the past few years?” Eugene 
reminded her, “As far I know, I’ve given you all sorts of help, Lady 
Melkith.” 


“Who knows? I don’t remember any of that,” Melkith scoffed. “If you 
have a contract that says so, then bring it right here! Huh? You don’t 
have one, do you? You can’t trust verbal contracts; because neither 
you nor I, and not even God, knows whether or not you or I might be 
lying about something. In any case, you only have five years left!” 


After unleashing that torrent of words, Melkith crawled up to Sienna 
on her knees. 


“Big Sis, I also have a whole lot of respect for you. If it wasn’t for you, 
the world’s greatest wizard, I wouldn’t have become a wizard myself,” 
Melkith said flatteringly. 


Eugene ruthlessly exposed her, “Lady Sienna, that’s a lie. From what 
the White Tower Master has told me, she became a wizard not 
because of you, Lady Sienna, but because she respected Ver... Sir 
Vermouth.” 


“T respect them both!” Melkith shouted. “And I love you, big Sis! 
There’s still a difference between respect and love, right? So because I 
love you, can’t you please give me o-o-one of those W-w-witch Crafts 
as well? Pleeease?” 


Sienna looked between Eugene and Melkith with narrowed eyes. 


So this was the White Tower Master, Melkith El-Hayah. From what 
she had heard from Eugene, she was an outrageous Spirit Summoner 
who had managed to make contracts with three Spirit Kings. 


‘But why do they look so friendly?’ Sienna thought suspiciously. 


There didn’t seem to be any of the normal feelings that might exist 
between a man and a woman, but even so, Sienna didn’t really like 
Melkith, so... 


“No, I don’t want to,” Sienna forcefully declared. “White Tower 
Master, Melkith El-Hayah, I’m aware that you have given a lot of help 
to my successor and that you also contributed to my rescue. Even so, I 
cannot give you a copy of Witch Craft. After all, you’re not one of my 
successors!” 


“Big Siiiis!” Melkith whined. 


Sienna sniffed, “I’ll permit you to call me big Sis. But nothing more 
than that.” 


“Please!” Melkith grabbed onto Sienna’s leg and begged. 


As her face crumpled into a scowl, Sienna glared down at Melkith, “Is 
this... truly... the greatest and most powerful Spirit Summoner of this 
era, no, of all eras?” 


Three hundred years ago, during that age of war, Spirit Summoners 
who had managed to contract one of the Spirit Kings were rare. Even 
when you looked throughout all of the ages, there was no other Spirit 
Summoner who had managed to contract multiple Spirit Kings. 


But this... was this really that one-of-a-kind Spirit Summoner? 
Completely unable to believe this, Sienna’s body shuddered in disgust. 


[See that, Hamel,] Tempest shouted inside Eugene’s head. [I’m not the 
one who’s wrong. It’s the Spirit Kings of Lightning, Earth, and Fire 
who are wrong. Just look at Sienna’s expression! If you’re a wizard, if 
you’re a human, if you’re any sort of being with intelligence! You 
wouldn’t be able to do anything other than despise Melkith El-Hayah’s 
very existence! ] 


‘Tsk... ” 


Eugene felt the same way, so he couldn’t really say anything in 
response to Tempest. 


But deep down, he thought he would someday like to see Tempest, 
who was so repulsed by her, sign a contract with Melkith. 


Chapter 322 
Return (1) 


Upon her return from the Red Tower, Sienna remained in Aroth for 
three more days. As the Archwizard had broken her long hibernation 
and returned to Aroth, she faced a flurry of tasks that required her 
attention. 


Within these few days, Sienna briefly delivered lectures on the arcane 
in both the Red and Green Towers, attended meetings with the Tower 
Masters, and even visited the Wizard Guild, where she gave a lecture. 
Just the previous day, she had strolled through the city with the 
leading figures of the Aroth council, the King, and the Crown Prince 
and interacted with the citizens. Her public appearances culminated in 
a casual speech she delivered at Merdein Square, which had been 
named after her. 


To tackle all these tasks in merely three days was quite the 
undertaking, yet Sienna managed them effortlessly, and these were 
only a fraction of her supposed duties. Being a legendary Archwizard 
who had returned after centuries, she was Aroth's living catchphrase. 
Many coveted an audience with Sienna. The rich and influential 
desired even just a ten-minute conversation, while every wizard 
yearned to catch even a glimpse of her robes. 


Sienna was firm and stern as she dealt with these matters. Although 
she felt attached to Aroth, she had no intention of staying longer than 
necessary. 


"What did the royal family and council say?" Eugene asked her. 


"They weren't happy, of course. 'Must you leave for the Lionheart 
family?' they questioned, but why should I care about their opinions?" 
Sienna responded with a chuckle. 


Of course, Aroth was loath to let Sienna leave. Even if she did not 


attend any events, merely having the Wise Sienna in Aroth brought the 
kingdom tremendous benefits. In fact, they had seen an increased 
influx of tourists and wizards from other countries in recent days. 


Yet, with the increase, there were also those who left. 
"I wish I could just obliterate that bleak tower," Sienna muttered. 


She was referring to the Black Tower of Magic. Droves of wizards 
belonging to the Black Tower had left Aroth after her return. 
According to Lovellian and Melkith, only about a third of the original 
number of wizards remained in the Black Tower. Moreover, Balzac 
Ludbeth, the Black Tower Master, had left the Samar Forest after 
dealing with Edmund Codreth, but he had yet to return. 


"I can really tell how much time has passed when I’m looking at that 
grim tower. I did hear some whispers about raising a tower for black 
wizards before my seclusion, but most people in Aroth, including me, 
strongly opposed the idea,” commented Sienna. 


"I heard Helmuth made a large donation for Aroth to build the Black 
Tower,” said Eugene. 


"I felt this when I saw him in Babel, but I still can't understand what 
that blasted Demon King of Incarceration was thinking," Sienna said 
after a pause. 


While grumbling, Sienna hauled her luggage-filled carrier. She didn't 
need to pull the carrier herself; everything could have been stored in 
her cape. But she insisted on the carrier, and the reason was simple. It 
made her heart flutter. It gave her the sense of leaving her long-time 
home in Aroth and moving to a new “home.” 


“Can you even believe how Helmuth has... uh... developed now? I’ve 
read books and watched videos about Helmuth, and it's entirely 
different from what I remember,” said Sienna. 


"I can assure you it's more surreal when you actually go there." 


Eugene empathized with Sienna's remark. The Helmuth he 
remembered from three hundred years ago was a ruthless land, a 


withered place impossible for human habitation. It had been a place 
where everything was topsy-turvy. Even the weather had been 
unpredictable. It had been a land that sapped one's mental and 
physical strength just by dwelling in it. 


After a peace agreement concluded the war, the Demon King of 
Incarceration declared Helmuth as an empire and pronounced himself 
its emperor. Following this announcement, he unlocked the treasure 
stores of Babel and compensated the war-affected nations enormously. 


Until then, the continent had not acknowledged Helmuth as an 
empire, though the fear of the Demon King of Incarceration deterred 
them from openly rebelling. And not a single person had expressed the 
intent to emigrate to Helmuth until then. 


Yet, with a pace that could hardly be described as slow, Helmuth had 
truly transformed from a Devildom into an Empire. Creatures 
incapable of complex thoughts were made into something like 
livestock, and the Demon King of Incarceration himself reshaped the 
land and changed the sky. Countless demonfolks became workers and 
laborers under the command of the Demon King. 


Sienna's memory of Helmuth stopped at that point. 


What about now? In just two hundred years, Helmuth had become the 
most habitable and developed empire on the continent. It enjoyed 
such a unique culture that it was truly baffling how it was achieved. 


“.,.And what's this Giabella Park?” Sienna mumbled, glancing at the 
newspaper on the stand. The front page of the arrayed newspapers 
featured news about Giabella Park in Helmuth. 


<The stunning duke leading the vanguard of entertainment, culture, 
and fashion — Noir Giabella. Giabella Park — The largest theme park 
in history, proudly bearing her name. > 


"It's Noir Giabella's breeding ground,” answered Eugene. 


"It does look like that. That lunatic Night Demon always had a knack 
for crazy stuff," commented Sienna. 


"I fail to understand the mindset of people who visit this park for the 
sole purpose of recreation. Why on earth would they spend money and 
even donate life force in such a place?” Anise chimed in as well. 


Eugene, Sienna, Anise, and even Kristina shared the same sentiment 
on this topic. 


Listening to the conversation from inside the cloak, Mer and Raimira 
exchanged glances and sighed heavily. 


T wanted to visit at least once.' 


Before we slay the Queen of Night Demons... or even after, we can still 
ride the attractions, can't we?' 


After sharing their loathing for Noir Giabella, Eugene, Sienna, and 
Kristina moved to the warp-gate at the Pentagon Floating Station. 


Sienna wasn't keen on a noisy farewell, so she had sternly warned the 
royal family, council, and tower masters not to come for a send-off the 
day before. She had even threatened that if they came, she would 
make sure they would regret ever being born. 


"Big sister!" 


Melkith would have surely heard those words... Yet, she brazenly 
ignored Sienna's warning and hid near the warp-gate. Upon seeing 
Sienna, she ran forth, crying out as if her heart was breaking. 


"Take me with you too!" 


Sienna's expression twisted at the sight of Melkith. Using a spell, she 
flung the charging Melkith away and hastily grabbed her carry-on. 
Ignoring the screaming Melkith, Eugene and Kristina followed Sienna 
into the warp-gate. 


They had pre-arranged the meeting point to be devoid of people. This 


was a warp-gate located in a quiet area, and their destination was 
already set. It was to Kiehl's village, Bollanyo, a place rural enough to 
provide fair competition to Eugene's hometown of Gidol. 


It was the current residence of the one who self-claimed to be the only 
dragon remaining awake, the Red Dragon Ariartel. 


They had a simple reason for visiting Ariartel before making the trip 
back to the Lionheart family. It would have been impossible to find 
Raizakia and rescue Sienna without the help of Ariartel’s Draconic 
magic. Ariartel, having a deep resentment towards Raizakia, the 
traitor of their species, was entitled to know about Raizakia's death. 


In addition, they also wanted to ask about Raimira. 


"I haven't met any other dragon except for the Black Dragon," Raimira 
peeked out from within the cloak and stated. Her face was taut with 
tension, visible to all. "You surely don't mean... Benefactor, you want 
to entrust me to a dragon I've never met before?" 


"That would be too cruel, in my opinion," Kristina chimed in, moving 
closer to Eugene and stroking Raimira's head as she peeked out from 
inside Eugene’s cloak. 


"We can't just leave her clueless like this,” countered Eugene. 


"What... what did you just say? Benefactor! Even if you are this Lady’s 
benefactor, calling this Lady a fool is too harsh, considering that this 
Lady is a revered member of the great race!" 


Whack! 


Raimira retracted her head back into the cloak after a good smack on 
the red jewel. 


"A dragon should have some dragon-like qualities. She's just clueless 
and weak,” said Eugene. 


There couldn’t be more than a hundred-year difference between 
Ariartel and Raimira. 


Yet, despite such a small age difference, the disparity between Ariartel 
and Raimira was far too great. Despite being a magic-controlling 
dragon, Raimira had no significant magic prowess, her Dragon Fear 
was mediocre, and her Draconic lacked power. 


"That's probably because of the ruby on her forehead," Sienna 
speculated. She was still fixated on obtaining the red jewel on 
Raimira’s forehead. 


After researching the red jewel for several days, they discovered that 
the curse and binding of Raizakia still remained in the ruby, despite 
his death. 


Raizakia had not treated his only kin as family. The crimson gemstone 
lodged within her was a safeguard, an anchor sunk deep into the core 
of her being. It ensured that she could never defy or resist him. Its 
oppressive presence was the reason for her lackluster magic, subpar 
Dragon Fear, and inadequate Draconic. The gem restrained the mighty 
dragon's powers that should reside within her. 


"To meddle with that kind of magic, particularly that of a dragon, 
would be a burden even for me. And quite the nuisance. That... 
Ariartel, despite just having surpassed her hatchling phase, should be 
able to intervene with her Draconic. After all, Raizakia is dead," said 
Sienna. 


If she became more like a dragon, it was possible Raimira could be 
utilized to their advantage in some capacity. 


‘But she’s still just a fledgling, after all,' Sienna thought, keeping her 
expectations modest. To the ancient demons that had lived since the 
age of wars, even a dragon hatchling might be no more intimidating 
than a large lizard. 


"B-benefactor, you can't abandon this Lady. I do not wish to leave the 
warm embrace of my mother...” 


Hopefully, he would no longer have to deal with her usual frivolous 


antics with Mer and muffled sobbing from inside the cloak once they 
resolved this issue. Hoping so, Eugene ignored Raimira. 


They made their way through the quiet rural streets of Bollanyo to the 
vicinity of the home where Ariartel had chosen her solitude. Sienna's 
perception-obscuring magic kept them from the villagers' prying eyes, 
but the gate to the property was already open. Ariartel could be seen 
at the window, her fiery red hair twisted around her fingers and a 
vexed expression on her face. 


Sienna and Ariartel's eyes met. Instantaneously, Ariartel's expression 
transformed. She took several steps back from the window with wide 
eyes that reflected disbelief. 


"It seems she recognized you,” commented Eugene. 
"I've never seen that dragon before,” answered Sienna. 


"In this day and age, how many wizards with purple hair are 
wandering about?" 


"Do you know how many followed my trend and dyed their hair 
purple back in the day?" 


"There has been a trend among the priests since olden times to revere 
Lady Anise, and so they grew their blond hair long,” commented 
Kristina. 


"Then why is no one trying to copy me?" Eugene asked in confusion. 
"Who would deliberately scar their face to imitate you?" 
"And blow off one of their ears, no less." 


Eugene pouted at their response as he approached the house. The door 
opened without any prompt. 


"The Wise Sienna?" Ariartel questioned, standing at the entrance. 


"Do you not hear any news from Aroth in this rural place?" asked 
Eugene. 


"What are you talking about?" Ariartel asked, confused. 
"Apparently, you haven't." 


Sienna had returned to Aroth just a few days ago, but the rumor 
should have already spread across the continent. It seemed the news 
of Sienna's return had yet to reach Bollanyo, which was located on the 
outskirts of Kiehl. 


T guess in this sense, Gidol is better off.' 


Eugene smiled nostalgically with appreciation for his hometown. 
Ariartel watched Eugene's smile with a sour expression before 
rearranging her face and turning back to Sienna. 


“This powerful magic... It is certainly the Wise Sienna herself. And 
you... you must be Kristina Rogeris, the Saint of our age?" asked 
Ariartel. 


"It is an honor to meet a member of the great race," Kristina replied 
with a radiant smile, her hands folded in prayer over her chest. 
Ariartel felt a slight shiver and took a step back. 


An Archwizard who could be called a legend, the Saint, who could be 
called the embodiment of the Light, and the reincarnation of a hero 
from three hundred years ago — although the three figures standing 
before her were unmistakably human, Ariartel couldn’t possibly bring 
herself to regard them as such. 


"This way," she said after a brief pause, swallowing nervously and 
turning. 


She had not anticipated visitors, but Ariartel felt no further annoyance 
towards them. She welcomed her three guests into the drawing room, 
willingly served tea, and placed a cup before each of them. 


"Wise Sienna, I heard about your misfortune from the Stupid Hamel. 


Your presence before me in the world implies... as the Stupid Hamel 
foretold, you have slain the Black Dragon Raizakia, the disgrace to 
dragonkind,” said Ariartel 


"Stop saying Stupid Hamel," Eugene was quick to correct her. 


Even Jagon, whom he had killed at the Dragon Demon Castle, had 
addressed him with the magnificent title of Hamel of Annihilation. So 
why did humans and dragons insist on referring to him as the Stupid 
Hamel? Eugene found himself unfairly irritated with Sienna and Anise. 


"Your name?" Sienna asked. 
"Ariartel. The Red Dragon Ariartel." 


"Ah, so it’s Ariartel. I've heard that you've been instrumental in my 
rescue." Sienna showed caution in her demeanor. She was conscious of 
the fact that she was dealing with a dragon. She gave a gentle bow 
toward the Red Dragon. "If it hadn't been for your aid, it would have 
taken me an impossibly long time to return to the world. I, Sienna 
Merdein, a descendant of the Samar Forest’s elven tribe and the World 
Tree, could awaken from my long slumber because of your help.” 


"Ah... grand wizard, a pearl of magic both human and not. Lift your 
head. Though I am a dragon, I am but an immature being, certainly 
not greater than you. Please, do not bow to me." 


Ariartel's expression was a mix of perplexity and joy. 


Even as a dragon, sitting face-to-face with figures she'd known only 
from ancient fairy tales was stirring. Hearing such words from the 
Wise Sienna kindled the remnants of childhood innocence deep within 
her heart. 


Indeed, heroes from legends... from fairy tales should possess such dignity,' 
she thought while stealing a glance at Eugene. 


Eugene Lionheart, the reincarnation of the Stupid Hamel... He was 
boorish, brash, and lacked manners, much like how it was told in the 
fairy tale. But what about the Wise Sienna? Behold her measured 
speech and sagacious gaze! 


And Kristina Rogeris, the Saint of their time. Each of her actions 
radiated a sanctity truly befitting her status and name. She seemed 
capable of embracing all beings in the world with compassion and 
love. 
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‘Dragons usually hoard treasures in mountainous piles... 


While keeping her expression steady, Sienna surveyed the room with 
hawk-like eyes. The dwelling was too dilapidated to be perceived as a 
dragon's lair, as she had also observed from the outside before 
entering the house. 


Isn't there a single piece of treasure I can get my hands on?' 


In this regard, Sienna and Eugene were quite similar. Sienna pondered 
how she might coax some treasures out of Ariartel. 


Chapter 323 
Return (2) 


The story of how the Demon Dragon Raizakia met his end left 
Ariartel's expression rigid with shock. 


"So... you're saying the two of you vanquished that Demonic Dragon?" 


Ariartel found it hard to believe. Regardless of his weakened state, a 
dragon was still a dragon. Furthermore, Raizakia had been no 
ordinary dragon. Yet, the two of them had slain it? Without an army? 


"With a bit more luck, I could have killed it alone,” said Eugene. 


"As if. Even if you'd managed to kill Raizakia by yourself, you'd have 
died in the aftermath," said Sienna. 


"You don’t know that." 


"No? If I hadn't come to rescue you, you would have died alone, even 
without Raizakia having to lift a claw." 


Eugene could only pout, unable to find any words of rebuttal. Sienna's 
words held truth. Even if he had managed to hold a bit longer and 
destroy Raizakia's dragon heart, his physical body would have 
collapsed as a consequence of the strain. 


Ariartel's initial surprise ebbed as she watched their bickering. She 
composed her expression before speaking. 


"Hmm... For all the dragons in their long slumber, excluding me, of 
course, we all wanted Raizakia’s death. The Demonic Dragon was a 
disgrace to the dragons.” 


Ariartel herself had desired to participate in Raizakia's extermination. 


However, as the guardian of the sleeping dragons, she couldn't risk 
joining a potentially dangerous battle. Thus, she had allied with 
Eugene, the Stupid Hamel. She had engraved the Draconic spell onto 
the Akasha as requested, improved Akasha itself, and even loaned him 
Agaroth's ring. 


"On behalf of all slumbering dragons, I, Ariartel the Red Dragon, bow 
to you heroes. Wise Sienna, Stupid Hamel, thank you both for 
vanquishing the Demon Dragon Raizakia." 


"Stop calling me Stupid Hamel," Eugene muttered, his eyebrows 
furrowing. 


Sienna had remained silent until now. She swiftly raised her gaze to 
meet Ariartel’s. 


"May I make a request then?" she asked. 


"Wise Sienna, I consider myself greatly indebted to you. Feel free to 
ask anything of me,” answered Ariartel. 


Sienna hadn't hoped for gratitude only in words. She took several 
breaths to gather her thoughts before launching into a detailed story. 


She spoke of the grievous wounds inflicted by Raizakia that had led to 
her being sealed for hundreds of years. During this time, she had 
become weakened and incomplete. Even though she had miraculously 
been released from her seal following the vanquishing of Raizakia, her 
wounds were far from fully healed. She spoke of the world's fragile 
peace, the prophecy of the Demon King of Incarceration, and the story 
of the Demon King of Destruction, who had driven countless dragons 
to death during the era of war. 


Ariartel's face darkened progressively with each grim, grave, and 
urgent tale. Even from her perspective, this era's situation and future 
were bleak and despairing. 


Even though they'd felled the Demon Dragon Raizakia, the other 
Dukes of Helmuth were on a different level altogether — they had 
grown stronger and more formidable over the centuries. 


Observing the world from the towering Babel, the Demon King of 
Incarceration was dispensing peace like divine grace. 


Moreover, even though he had been silent in his own domain of 
Ravesta for centuries, there was an unsettling uncertainty about when 
the Demon King of Destruction might suddenly stir. 


In contrast, the adversaries were still quite feeble. Apart from Ariartel, 
all the other dragons lay sleeping. 


Ariartel, though proud of her draconic heritage, didn't overestimate 
her strength. The pride and power of her magnificent race had already 
been brutally crushed three hundred years ago. 


Gathering dozens of dragons would still not be enough to oppose the 
Demon Kings, particularly the Demon King of Incarceration and 
Destruction. The two demon kings had been the primary perpetrator 
of the dragon massacre. Ariartel was still young and inexperienced in 
battle. The Red Dragon had realized very early that she could not be a 
worthy adversary to the Demon Kings in this era. 


“The favor I wish to ask of you is," Sienna paused, noting the shadow 
that crossed Ariartel's face. Her words were verbose, but the gist was 
straightforward: did Ariartel have any remaining dragon hearts? 


“...dammm.” 
Ariartel hesitated, lips moving soundlessly. 
Why did they need a dragon heart? Why was Sienna asking for one? 


The Red Dragon had heard the reasons. Though Raizakia's wounds 
were no longer visible, scars remained in the astute Sienna's soul. 
Healing those wounds, and fighting against the demon race and the 
Demon Kings in the future, required the power of a dragon heart. Yes, 
Ariartel understood that and hadn't thought to question Sienna's 
motives. 


“Hmm...” 


If the request had come from the Stupid Hamel, the Red Dragon might 
have hesitated more. But the Wise Sienna asked directly meant the 
need was indeed dire. After a moment's pause, Ariartel nodded. 


"If it's truly a desperate need, Wise Sienna, I can spare a dragon heart." 
"Ah! Really?!" Sienna’s excitement was understandable. 


"But... well... No, I should not hesitate. This is all for the sake of the 
world...” 


Ariartel shook her head a few times before raising her hand high. 
With a loud crack, the air warped slightly, and a dragon heart pulsing 
with red light fell from the gap. 


“This is...,” Sienna muttered. 


Ariartel placed the object, which was slightly larger than her head, 
onto her palm and gave a sad smile. The dragon heart on her palm 
vibrated and emitted light before shrinking to the size of a fist. 


"It’s my mother's dragon heart. She barely survived the battle with 
Destruction and Incarceration but could not fully recover from her 
wounds and passed away centuries ago. This dragon heart... is the 
keepsake she left me,” said Ariartel. 


"Abh.:.” 


"I believe it would be better for the world if the Wise Sienna uses it for 
a righteous cause rather than me holding onto it. Thus, I will transfer 
this dragon heart to you. I hope that it can restore some of your 
strength and heal the wound inflicted by the traitor of our race, 
Raizakia,” continued Ariartel. 


Although it was a lie that the wound from Raizakia remained, it was 
too late to deny it now, wasn't it? Even so, Sienna felt sincere 
gratitude as she bowed her head. 


"Indeed, Ariartel. What we failed to accomplish three centuries ago, 
we shall achieve this time around. Your support, or rather, the support 


of the dragons, will not be forgotten." 


Sienna gently accepted the dragon heart. It was impossible to implant 
the dragon heart into Frost here, so for now, she tucked it into her 
cloak. Having handed over the dragon heart, Ariartel seemed 
somewhat relieved and satisfied. 


Yet their business was not quite finished. Eugene studied Ariartel's 
expression while she surreptitiously grasped the hem of her cloak. 


"Are you not going to inquire about Raizakia's hatchling?" he asked. 


"She must have perished, no?" Ariartel responded with a look of 
puzzlement. 


Surely the Demon Dragon’s hatchling would also have been a Demonic 
Dragon. It would have definitely perished at the hands of the Stupid 
Hamel. She hadn't even considered questioning it. 


"Come out,” said Eugene. 
"I... I refuse." 
"I said, come out." 


Eugene reached into his cloak and seized Raimira’s horn. Ariartel’s 
eyes widened at the sight of Raimira being drawn from the cloak. 


"The Demon Dragon's hatchling!" Shock quickly turned to enmity. 
Ariartel stood up abruptly and unleashed a fierce wave of Dragon 
Fear. "So, this is it! Stupid Hamel! You've been considerate enough to 
spare me the task of punishing this hatchling myself. Good! Imposing 
the sins of the father onto the child may be cruel, but it is my duty as 
a dragon to burn the seed that will one day become the Demon 
Dragon—" 


"She's just a dragon,” Eugene interrupted. 


"What did you say?" asked Ariartel. 


"A bit simple and stupid, yes... but still... No, besides that, I told you 
before! Stop unleashing your Dragon Fear like that! It scares the little 
one!" shouted Eugene. 


As Eugene scolded her, he comforted the shivering Mer in his cloak. 
At his angry words, Ariartel recoiled while Raimira glared resentfully 
at Eugene. 


"Benefactor, why do you discriminate like this between Mer and this 
Lady?" asked Raimira. 


"What discrimination...?" 


"Is it not? You comfort and worry about Mer when she's scared, yet 
you dismiss this Lady’s fears and drag me out?" Raimira accused. 


"All of this is for your own good. It's all to help you." Eugene gently 
stroked Raimira's head a few times, feeling a bit guilty at her 
accusation. Kristina, who had been silently watching this exchange, 
had a fervent conversation with Anise in her mind. 


‘See, Sister, Sir Eugene is indeed kind.' 


[Even if you consider their actual ages, Raimira is at least five times 
older than Hamel, but that's not important. The fact that Raimira acts 
like a child makes it easier for us to show her maternal affection and 
to restrain Mer. | 


‘It feels like we’re practicing for parenthood.’ 


Anise was caught off guard by Kristina’s thoughts. Kristina watched 
the interaction between Raimira and Eugene with a fond gaze, no 
more words spilling from her lips. A vivid image of a bustling family 
life took shape in her mind, extending even to a future where Raimira 
acted as an older sister or aunt to her own yet-unborn child. 


“...Not a Demonic Dragon?” 


It took Ariartel a moment to compose her emotions and scrutinize 
Raimira. Raimira shrank back and avoided eye contact, unable to 


meet Ariartel's gaze. 


“She is indeed a spawn of Raizakia, but she hasn't fallen like him. 
Though she isn't exactly unscathed either,” explained Eugene. 


“That crimson gem in her head. It's a fragment of a dragon heart,” said 
Ariartel, narrowing her eyes and studying Raimira. Despite her 
eccentricity, Ariartel was still a true dragon. She recognized the 
powerful constraint imposed on Raimira by the gem — a magic seal 
placed by Draconic. 


“Do you wish for me to remove this seal?” asked Ariartel. 
“If it is within your power.” 


“Hmph... Do not test me, Stupid Hamel. While the seal is potent, 
Raizakia is dead. My Draconic can indeed interfere with it,” Ariartel 
said before looking at Eugene. “However... I must be cautious with 
this. Stupid Hamel, do you seek to release the seal on this hatchling to 
control her? Or to free her?” 


“What kind of answer do you desire?” asked Eugene. 


“She has not fallen like her father. This hatchling is a dragon. She has 
no obligation to atone for her father's sins. I believe, as a fellow 
dragon, I must guarantee her freedom,” answered Ariartel. 


“This Lady is already sufficiently free,” Raimira jumped into the 
conversation before Eugene could say anything. In that short moment, 
she had thought about what would become of her. From what she 
gathered, the stern-looking Red Dragon seemed to be on her side, 
advocating for her as fellow kin. 


But freedom? Where exactly? Here, in this run-down house in the 
countryside with the smell of animal dung, alone with this Red 
Dragon? Or perhaps living in a cave deep in a mountain surrounded 
only by flora and fauna, just like in numerous legends and fairy tales. 
Was that the freedom this Red Dragon advocates for? 


‘T refuse.’ 


The mere thought of it was horrifying. Raimira had spent two hundred 
years imprisoned in the secluded palace of the Demon Dragon Castle! 


Regardless of this, Raimira was very much aware of her identity as a 
dragon. Even as a young hatchling, she knew how tempting a prey she 
was to greedy humans and other races. 


Eugene Lionheart was strong. Raimira had seen the evidence of 
Eugene's strength many times. She had seen him crush the terrifying 
beastfolk monster, making a fool out of the Staff of Incarceration and 
even overpowering the Demon Dragon, if only for a brief moment! 


That wasn’t all, either. She enjoyed a sense of safety and more by 
Eugene’s side. Being cared for by the Saint with the dual personality 
was comforting, and she had to admit that even bickering with Mer 
over trivial conversations was fun. 


She would be safe inside Eugene’s cloak, and she would never be in 
any danger. Raimira had heard tales of the Dukes of Helmuth and the 
Demon Kings, but if she really thought about it, aside from two dukes 
and two Demon Kings, who else posed a threat to Eugene Lionheart? 


She found her own conclusion to be profoundly illuminating. 


‘In truth, should this Lady venture alone, I must remain vigilant of 
hundreds, thousands of foes. But with benefactor Eugene by her side, who 
exists as a threat, save for the dukes and Demon Kings?’ 


What of the Demon King's army? She had not considered it. Instead, 
Raimira reveled in the brilliance of her own deduction. 


"This Lady... This Lady will continue traveling with Benefactor even 
after the restrictions placed on me are gone.” 


Eugene felt a stir of emotion upon hearing her response. Who could 
have expected such brave words? Discrimination against Mer? That 
was... unavoidable. Yet, it spurred in him a resolve to treat Raimira 
slightly better in the future. 


"Scion of the Demonic Dragon... no, descendant of the Black Dragon. 
I, Ariartel, the Red Dragon, will respect your will." With those words, 


Ariartel approached Raimira. In a moment of flurry, Raimira 
attempted to retreat, but Ariartel reached out and grasped her 
shoulder. 


"Ugh...” 


Ariartel's face drew near Raimira's forehead toward the embedded red 
jewel. She examined the red jewel with wide, intent eyes. 


"This is dreadful. Truly dreadful. Raizakia... how could that lunatic 
view dragons, his own kin, in such a way?" 


The constraint suppressed so many aspects of her growth. In fact, 
Raimira would never become a dragon of merit even in centuries 
under the constraint. 


Raizakia had desired this. He wanted neither a splendid daughter nor 
a proper dragon from Raimira. Instead, he had wished for an existence 
he could control and play with, lay eggs with, and then ultimately 
consume. Ariartel did not discern his true, horrific intentions but still 
felt genuine sympathy for Raimira's restriction. 


"We shall begin now,” Ariartel said after observing the red gem. 
"How long will it take?" asked Eugene. 


"We will only know once it is completed. But even at the earliest, it 
will take at least four days,” answered Ariartel. 


"I will come back to fetch you then," Eugene told Raimira. 


Raimira looked at Eugene, startled by his response. "Are you leaving 
me here alone?" 


"What can we do even if we stay? We'll come back later, so behave 
well." 


"Don't cry out of loneliness without me," Mer added her piece, sticking 
her head out of the cloak. 


Raimira gazed at Kristina with trembling eyes. Her look tugged at 
Kristina's heartstrings, but still, she had no intention of separating 
from Eugene to stay there. 


What if Sienna crossed a daring line in her absence? Kristina and Anise 
were determined to prevent such an event at all costs. 


Thus, Raimira ended up staying in that house for several days. The 
desperate cries of "Benefactor, Benefactor" echoed from the door as it 
closed, but Eugene did not even give a second glance. 


"Time to finally make our return,” murmured Eugene with his back 
against the weathered house. 


Their destination was the capital of Kiehl, Ceres, where the Lionheart’s 
main estate was located. Cyan, who had returned first, must have 
explained the circumstances somewhat, but... 


He glanced at Sienna, her smile beaming by his side. How should he 
explain returning with the Wise Sienna...? What words would 
convince Patriarch Gillead, Ancilla, and the rest of the household? 


"Speaking of which, Eugene, your biological father... he's still alive, 
isn't he?" asked Sienna. 


"Yes." 


"Then, on this visit, I should greet your father, shouldn't I?" she said, 
her voice quickening. She twisted a lock of her hair nervously as she 
continued. "I should bring a gift or—" 


"Lord Gerhard enjoys fine food and drink," Kristina interjected 
casually. "Of course, I have met him in advance. We even shared a 
meal together before." 


There was no taunting tone in her voice. Still, her unmistakable 
display of familiarity caused Sienna's eyes to quiver. 


“...I'll go ahead." 


Eugene had no desire to be caught in the crossfire of whatever was 
igniting between them. With a deep sigh, he quickly hurried his steps 
as if fleeing the scene. 


Chapter 324 
Return (3) 


The Kiehl Empire. 


The Lionheart estate buzzed with activity from the early morning, 
thanks to the news that arrived the day prior from Aroth. Their son, 
Eugene Lionheart, was finally returning today after being away from 
the estate for several months. Now, his wanderlust was nothing 
unusual, which meant his sudden departures and arrivals were usually 
met with little concern... but this time was different. Cyan had 
returned a week earlier and had briefed them on the situation as 
requested by Eugene. 


In Samar, Eugene had participated in a war between the indigenous 
tribes within the vast rainforest. During that conflict, Edmund 
Codreth, who was deemed the greatest black wizard of their time and 
the Staff of Incarceration, fell to Eugene. 


In addition, the Demon Dragon Raizakia, a Duke of Helmuth, had also 
met his end at Eugene’s hand. 


Ancilla's eyes rolled back in shock, and Gilead collapsed in disbelief 
upon hearing the news. War? Edmund Codreth? Raizakia? Such were 
not things befitting a young man of only twenty-one years. 
Unfortunately, the surprises didn't stop there. 


The Wise Sienna had returned to Aroth. 


"Shouldn't we have gone to meet them?" asked Gion, the captain of the 
Third Division of the Black Lion Knights. He was biting his nails 
anxiously. Underneath the fluttering Lionheart flag, the head of the 
family, Gilead, stood in his uniform. Beside him, his wife, Ancilla, was 
all dressed up and desperately trying to cool her cold sweat with a 
fan. 


"He asked us to wait at the mansion and not to go out to see him," 
Gilead answered. Sienna's return to Aroth and the subsequent 
announcement of Eugene as the successor had happened a week ago. 
Subsequently, the news spread across the continent in less than half a 
day. 


Gilead wanted to visit Aroth as soon as he heard the news since it 
seemed like the right thing to do. The Lionheart family were 
descendants of the Great Vermouth, and the return of the Wise Sienna, 
a figure of legend, was reason enough for Gilead to pay his respects. 
But just as he was about to depart, a letter had arrived from Eugene in 
Aroth. The message was verbose, but it could be summarized as 
follows: Eugene understood how surprised he might be but asked 
Gilead not to rush to Aroth and to wait at the Lionheart estate instead. 


[In a few days, we'll return to the Lionheart mansion together. 
Wouldn't it be better to host an event within the family at that time?] 


Gilead agreed that it seemed like a better idea. Preparing in haste and 
going to Aroth for a rushed formal greeting seemed less desirable than 
properly preparing to welcome Lady Sienna. 


As a result, the Lionheart estate was now busier than ever. The Black 
Lion Knights, tasked with guarding the Uklas Mountains, left only a 
small garrison at the castle while the rest rallied at the estate. 
Moreover, the scions of powerful collateral lines within the family had 
also flocked to the estate. As a result of the influx, the estate was filled 
with hundreds of people, not to mention over a hundred elves 
currently residing there. The elves had also emerged from the forest in 
their finest attire. 


Never in the history of the Lionheart family, spanning hundreds of 
years since their founding ancestor, had so many people gathered at 
the main estate. 


Indeed, they could have scaled the gathering to even grander 
proportions if they wished. News of such a grand convergence of their 
family had even drawn the eye of the Emperor of Kiehl. Emperor 
Straut II had indicated his intention to personally partake in the event, 
yet, Gilead had strived to respectfully convey his refusal. Although it 
couldn’t be called an affair of the family, he argued, wouldn't the Wise 
Sienna be startled if His Majesty were to make a personal appearance? 


Thankfully, the emperor did not seem too displeased with the refusal, 
perhaps thanks to the rumors that Sienna had almost submerged the 
royal palace of Aroth underwater. 


—Then, do send Eugene Lionheart to the palace in a few days. 


—If possible, along with the Wise Sienna. 


Gilead pressed on his throbbing temples. The royal family of Kiehl had 
always paid particular attention to the Lionhearts, and Emperor Straut 
II was no exception. It was understandable; though the Lionhearts 
were a family belonging to the Kiehl Empire, it didn't mean the 
imperial family could freely manipulate them at will. 


For centuries, the Lionhearts had maintained a knightly order that was 
as formidable as, if not more than, the empire's elite. There was no 
chance that they would dream of rebellion as the descendants of the 
Great Vermouth, but even still, the Lionhearts were simply too 
overwhelming and formidable in their military for the imperial family. 


Thus, for centuries, the Lionhearts had contributed to the defense of 
Kiehl independently. The duty of guarding the southernmost Uklas 
Mountains was an age-old obligation of the Lionhearts, with all 
associated costs being funded not by the Empire's military budget but 
from the Lionheart's own coffers. 


So far, this had been the nature of the relationship between the 
imperial family and the Lionhearts, but Emperor Straut II desired 
more. His ambitions were to claim the Lionhearts entirely for the 
imperial family, with the turbulent circumstances of the continent 
subtly bringing his desires to the fore. 


During a previous disturbance at the Black Lion Castle, Gilead had 
been detained for several days for an inquiry at the imperial palace. 
He had also received overt criticism that the problems arose due to 
the excessive size of the Lionheart family. The emperor had demanded 
that all the Lionheart knights be incorporated directly under the 


imperial palace, and Gilead had spent days politely refusing... 
“...Of course, they would covet. It’s only a matter of course.' 


Gilead thought of his adopted son, Eugene Lionheart. He had known it 
since Eugene was but a child, but the boy was exceptionally talented. 
He was such a remarkable boy that Gilead, for the first time in the 
family's history, had taken him in as an adopted son. 


It had been more than worth it. The child had been born with too 
many gifts. He received recognition from the Holy Sword and became 
the successor to the Wise Sienna. Even the reclusive Demon King of 
Incarceration of Helmut was paying close attention to Eugene. Even if 
Eugene himself rejected the role of the patriarch, his name now 
represented the Lionhearts of the current age. 


‘While one might covet, one cannot simply possess. That child is not one to 
be tamed.’ 


Regardless of whatever promises the emperor of the Kiehl Empire 
might make, Eugene wouldn't pay them heed. It was this steadfastness 
that made Gilead anxious. 


While he, Gilead, could appease the emperor, he feared Eugene would 
not. A wrong move could definitely turn the emperor into an 
adversary. Gilead fretted not only for the future of the Lionheart 
family but also for the potential hindrance the emperor might become 
to Eugene's future. 


“Family head, are you not well?” Cyan cautiously asked from the side. 


Ancilla, who had stopped fanning herself, turned her worried eyes 
towards Gilead. Noticing how stiff his own expression was, Gilead 
quickly shook his head, replying, “I’m fine. Seems like I was too 
nervous.” 


"If Ciel were here, she could have lightened the mood,” Ancilla sighed, 
reminiscing about her daughter, who was not currently at the manor. 


Carmen had left the manor with her disciple, Ciel, and her aide, 
Dezra, over six months ago. While Ancilla heard from them every 


month via letters, as a mother, she missed her daughter dearly. 
Perhaps her age was making her grow more sentimental. 


“The last letter mentioned they are staying in Shimuin. It’s... a nation 
I've visited in the past. It’s an ideal place for a knight to undergo 
training,” said Gilead. 


Just as Aroth was known as the Kingdom of Wizards, Shimuin was 
called the Knight Kingdom. In this country, located in the middle of 
the southern sea, numerous fighting competitions were held every few 
months, drawing in countless freelance knights and mercenaries to 
test their skills. 


“Patriarch! Sir Eugene Lionheart is approaching!” A knight near the 
front gate announced in a loud voice. 


Gilead composed his stiff expression and straightened his posture. 
Ancilla also took a deep breath, making sure to compose herself with 
the grace and dignity befitting a noblewoman. 


“Huff... huff... I can't... catch my breath...... ” Gerhard, who had been 
standing in the shadow due to nervousness and dizziness, leaned on 
Laman for support and came to stand beside Gilead. Despite having 
taken several medications, his heart refused to calm down. 


“Calm down, Gerhard." 


"You wouldn't want to embarrass yourself in front of your 
accomplished son, would you? Start with some deep breaths." 


“T've done that several times already...” Gerhard continued his deep 
breathing while beating his chest. In the meantime, the manor's main 
gate began to slowly open. 


Gilead raised his hand high. Following his gesture, the main gate 
began to open in unison with the motion of the knights of the White 
Lion, who raised the flag of Lionheart. 


Thump, thump, thump. 


The knights rolled their feet in rhythm. The music played by the 
family’s band harmonized with the knights' footsteps. Hiding the 
overwhelming excitement in his heart, Gilead walked through the 
ranks of the knights. 


The figures of Eugene, Sienna, and Kristina appeared through the 
wide-open main gate. Instead of approaching them immediately, 
Gilead halted midway, bowing his head towards Sienna. 


“T thank you for gracing the Lionheart family with your presence, 
Wise Lady Sienna.” 


Waah! 


The knights of Lionheart, the members of the main and the collateral 
lines, the servants of the main house, and even the elves united their 
voices into a triumphant cheer. 


"The Saint of Light, Lady Kristina Rogeris," Gilead continued. 
Waah! 


A roar of applause ripped through the air once more. Kristina had 
previously been a guest at the Lionheart's banquet, but her presence 
incited just as much excitement as before. 


"And — the Blood Lion of Lionheart." An even greater cheer erupted, 
surpassing that for Sienna. "The singular... Dragon Slayer of our time." 


Had Carmen been present today, she would have been the one to 
speak these words. However, alas, she was absent. As such, Gilead had 
to swallow his embarrassment and announce the title himself. 


It was necessary, after all. The Wise Sienna was a living legend. 
Kristina Rogeris was the Saint, a figure deserving of universal praise. 
However — this was the territory of the Lionhearts. In this place, and 
at this moment, the one who deserved the most praise and attention 
was not the Wise Sienna or the Saint. It was the young Hero who was 
leading the Lionheart clan into the future — or rather, the present. 


Carmen had bestowed upon him the title of Blood Lion. 
The world hailed him as the Hero. 

From today onwards, he would bear another title. 
"Dragon Slayer.' 

Oooooh! 

Everyone bearing the Lionheart's name cried out in awe. 
A Dragon Slayer! 


What a resounding title! Even during the war three hundred years 
ago, no human had ever been dubbed a Dragon Slayer. Throughout 
history, the title of Dragon Slayer was only ever used to describe the 
Demon King of Destruction and Demon King of Incarceration, who 
had slaughtered numerous dragons during the warring era. 


It was a given that humans could not slay dragons. Dragons were not 
beings that could be hunted by humans. This was an absolute truth 
accepted by all. 


However, a human had managed to kill a dragon. 


And not just any dragon, either. The only corrupted dragon — the 
infamous Demon Dragon Raizakia, a monster that even their great 
ancestor Vermouth had failed to slay. A descendant of Lionheart living 
in this era had succeeded in vanquishing the fiend. 


"The Dragon... Slayer...!" Eugene stuttered while quivering. 


The death of Raizakia was not a secret kept within the Lionheart clan. 
He never had any intention of hiding it. In fact, he had even 
contemplated making use of Raizakia's corpse as a trophy. 
Consequently, news of Raizakia's death had spread beyond the 
Lionheart family and into the world. 


But... But! To be called a Dragon Slayer! What about the Blood Lion? 
Eugene doubted his ears and eyes. The fact that Lord Gilead, and not 
Carmen Lionheart, had uttered those words filled him with disbelief. 


“Blood Lion!” 
“Dragon Slayer!” 


Echoing cries of hundreds filled the air. Eugene felt a faint ripple of 
dizziness. 


Blood Lion and Dragon Slayer — both were titles Eugene didn’t want 
to hear. Why did he need such petrifying, cringy titles? 


[It’s still better than the Stupid Hamel, no?] Mer teased while 
suppressing a chuckle from within the cloak. Eugene yearned to grab 
and place a good smack on the annoying creature’s head right then, 
but he refrained... because he somewhat agreed with Mer's jest. 


The Stupid Hamel. 
Eugene, the Blood Lion. 
Eugene, the Dragon Slayer. 


Upon reflection, they didn't seem all that bad. Somewhat prestigious, 
even. With a smirk, Eugene stood tall and proud amidst the booming 
applause. 


Before arriving at the family manor, Sienna had been briefed by 
Eugene and Mer about the current state of the Lionheart family. 


The man standing proudly at the front would be the head of the 
family, Gilead Lionheart. He was Eugene's adopted father. The lady by 
his side would be his wife, Ancilla. 


‘And that man... is Eugene's biological father, Gerhard?’ 


She saw a middle-aged man with beads of cold sweat cascading down 


his face. Save for his ash-colored hair and golden eyes, he bore little 
resemblance to Eugene. There was no hint of vigor on his creased 
face, and despite being a descendant of Vermouth, his physique did 
not reflect any martial prowess. 


‘This is even better.' 


She could tell that the family head was formidable just by his visage. 
But on the other hand, what about Gerhard? He was sweating 
profusely from nervousness, and he seemed relatively approachable. 
Perhaps he was someone she could bond with over a single round of 
drinks. 


“Thank you for your grand welcome, head of the Lionhearts," Sienna 
began with a warm smile. She slowly surveyed her surroundings. 


Indeed, the hundreds of knights were worthy descendants of 
Vermouth. The Lionheart banner fluttered in the high winds, and 
looking at it, Sienna was reminded of a long-ago memory. 


This was not her first visit to the Lionheart estate. Hundreds of years 
ago, when Vermouth... had passed away, Sienna had paid a visit in a 
black mourning dress. She had stood in front of Vermouth’s coffin 
alongside Molon and Anise. She had seen Vermouth’s lifeless face 
through the opening in the coffin, and together with Molon, she had 
wept. 


After the service, they carried the coffin and moved to the Black Lion 
Castle in the Uklas Mountains. They had laid Vermouth's coffin in a 
tomb he had prepared in advance within the sanctuary there. 


"Who would've thought I'd return like this?" Sienna chuckled bitterly 
as she stirred her distant memories. A bit further off, in the middle of 
the garden, stood a statue of Vermouth. 


A little distance away stood a statue of Hamel — the one she had 
taken care of to avoid breaking during the underground tomb battle in 
the desert. It stood next to Vermouth's statue. 


Without realizing it, Sienna found herself clutching her chest at the 
sight. Her nose twitched, and her heart pounded. She barely managed 


to hold back the tears. 
"Sienna." 
The quiet murmur of a small voice. 


Away from the knights, among the elves, stood an elf with dull green 
hair and a scar on his cheek — Signard. Upon seeing him, Sienna 
could no longer hold back her tears. 


Stumbling slightly, she walked toward Signard. The knights of 
Lionheart didn't obstruct her path. They stepped aside and allowed her 
passage. Signard, too, with a face on the brink of tears, moved toward 
Sienna. 


"Elder brother." Weeping, Sienna embraced Signard. 
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Sienna and Signard became caught up in a tearful reunion, and 
Eugene felt numerous, blatant gazes fixed on him. No one had spoken 
yet, but Eugene was well aware of what these stares demanded from 
him. 


"Ahem...," Eugene cleared his throat while stepping forward. 


Eugene locked eyes with Gilead briefly, and he understood Eugene's 
intentions and made way. Even Gilead, who maintained a stern 
expression, had to swallow hard in anticipation of what was about to 
be revealed. His eyes were sparkling. 


"Alright, alright. I know what you're all expecting, so please step back 
a bit. This is rather large and needs enough room,” said Eugene. 


As soon as enough space was made, Eugene made rough calculations 
in his head before flying up into the sky. Then, he removed his cloak 
and shook it lightly toward the ground. 


Kwoooong! 


The massive corpse of a dragon fell out from within the fluttering 
cloak. People screamed in terror and astonishment at the sight of the 
dragon's body, which was even larger than the manor. 


"Wait, wait. Don't come close. It's dead and won't suddenly come back 
to life, as you all know! However, this is the body of the Demon 
Dragon Raizakia, right? It hasn't been fully purified yet, so if you 
touch it carelessly, you might catch a strange disease,” said Eugene. 


All he did was seal it so it wouldn't smell from within the cloak. 
Because of Raizakia's enormous size, Eugene had not been able to 
proceed with the purification during his return journey from Samar. 


"A dragon!" 
"It's a real dragon!" 


The Lionheart clan was the most famous family of warriors on the 
continent. Even if they weren’t descended from the lineage of the 
main family, nearly all who grew up with the Lionheart name became 
knights or military officers. 


Consequently, people of the Lionheart clan had been exposed to 
monsters from a young age, and those who joined the Black Lion 
Knights typically received a wyvern each. 


Of all the monsters they had seen so far, the wyvern was the closest 
they had ever known to a dragon. 


However, they now realized how ludicrous and disrespectful such a 
comparison was to the race of dragons. Everyone who saw Raizakia's 
corpse felt the overwhelming presence, even from a dead body; the 
creature was something that couldn't be simply dismissed as a 
monster. 


"When the purification is complete," Eugene began his explanation, 
sitting atop Raizakia's head, "this enormous trophy will, of course, 
become the property of the main house of the Lionheart clan. It's far 
too big for me to monopolize." 


The dragon heart was smashed, and Raizakia’s blood was unusable. 
Nonetheless, plenty of things could be used as materials from a 
dragon's corpse, including its scales, leather, bones, and teeth. 


Given Raizakia's enormous size, the corpse would provide enough 
materials to arm all of the White Lion and Black Lion Knights. 


‘Armor and weapons... it should be just enough. If there's a shortage, they 
can use the materials only on the crucial parts.' 


This should be ample penance for the commotion he has caused so far, 
not to mention any future ones he might stir up. 


As Eugene contemplated the situation, his gaze naturally drifted 
toward Ancilla. Ancilla, always a picture of noble grace, had a habit of 
hiding her face behind her fan when her emotions threatened to 
betray her. However, today, she stood agape, her eyes locked onto the 
corpse of Raizakia. It was clear that she was unable to make any 
attempt at composure. The towering mountain of financial worries she 
held for her estate — the cost of elves' living, taxes, and more — was 
now melting like snow in her mind. 


Unfortunately, however, it wasn't as simple as it seemed. 


Even if one were to search the entire continent at that moment, would 
they find a craftsman capable of working with materials from a 
dragon? If such a craftsman existed, they would likely be a dwarf, but 
even a dwarf would not have experience working with a dragon. 


Of course, these concerns were not immediately Eugene's to ponder. 
Arranging for a suitable craftsman would be a task for Gilead and 
Ancilla. All Eugene needed to do was present the spoils and bask in 
the praises of the family's blessing. 


"Eugene Lionheart!" 

"The Blood Lion!" 

"Dragon Slayer!" 

"The Reincarnation of the Great Vermouth!" 
"Hero!" 


Praises such as these, which had been embarrassing and discomforting 
only moments ago, were starting to warm his spirits. 


It was said that flattery could make even a bear dance, and Eugene 
was no simpleton like a bear. He tried to suppress the grin that was 
beginning to form on his face. Should he raise his fist in triumph? No, 
he thought it best to avoid any grand, cringy gestures that might later 
fill him with regret. 


And so, Eugene did nothing. He simply let the cheers wash over him, 
and when the time felt right, he descended from atop Raizakia's head. 


‘Ah... Sister, did you see Sir Eugene's smile just now? It was truly befitting 
of a world-saving hero,’ Kristina thought with her hands clasped over 
her heart. However, unbefitting her character, Anise remained silent 
at Kristina’s remark. 


Anise never denied her infatuation for Hamel, just as Kristina did not 
hide hers. But as of late, Anise had begun to notice a concerning 
intensification in Kristina's adoration. 


Due to their upbringing, Kristina inherently possessed a certain 
cynicism. Having shared a similar environment, Anise could relate to 
this aspect of Kristina's personality. 


However, ever since their salvation at the hands of Eugene, Kristina's 
mind had bloomed like a flower garden when it came to any thoughts 
regarding him. Unfortunately, it wasn’t a garden of merely bright and 
pretty flowers, but a murky, sinister one, influenced by her cohabitant, 
Anise. 


It seemed this was an inherent trait of Kristina's and something she 
shared with Anise. The problem was Kristina's ominous desires and 
views started to surpass even Anise's imaginings, which made Anise 
fear that she might have awakened these monstrous desires in her 
counterpart. 


"To be of such an age... and to have no sense of shame," grumbled 
Signard quietly. He knew that Eugene was the reincarnation of Hamel 
from three hundred years ago. 


Thus, as Eugene reveled in the cheers of the multitude, Signard could 
not help but find the spectacle of delight rather pitiful in its blatant 
display. 


"Sienna, you do see that Hamel appears a bit too intoxicated by the 
thrill... why such a face?" said Signard. 


"It's nothing, nothing at all, brother." 


Sienna had indulged in even greater exhilaration than Eugene in 
Aroth. She had relished the cheers of tens of thousands in a crowd 
while even soaring into the sky in enjoyment. During her tours of the 
towers and the guild, she had proudly displayed herself to the wizards 
of the present age as if it had been a matter of course. 


So, when she heard Signard's words, they stabbed at her heart. 


"I heard you were afflicted with the Demonic Disease, are you truly 
well?" 


She had heard about Signard from Eugene. As she remembered it, 
Sienna's last encounter with Signard was after the war had ended. It 
was during the elves' requiem, which was held in front of the World 
Tree. 


Elves were inherently not prolific, and their numbers rarely increased. 
Moreover, too many elves had died in the war three hundred years 
ago. 


The massacre had been led by the dark elves under the command of 
the Rakshasa Princess Iris, who had been serving the Demon King of 
Fury. 


Iris herself had been an elf ranger, and having a complete 
understanding of the elves, she had led the dark elves to hunt the 
elves in unimaginable ways. They had burned down entire forests, 
taken elves hostage, tortured them, and brutally murdered them 
before displaying their corpses for all to see. 


Why had she not killed Iris? 
Why had she not avenged their brethren? 
Many elves had asked Sienna this during the requiem. 


Naturally, Sienna had wanted to kill Iris as well. She had slain the 
Demon King of Fury but missed killing Iris and Oberon. As a beastfolk, 
Oberon had been none of Sienna’s concern, but Iris was an enemy she 
had to kill. 


But at the time, she had not been given an opportunity to hunt down 
Iris. 


The Demon King of Incarceration had shown mercy, and they had 
barely achieved peace through Vermouth. The war had finally ended 
like that, so how could Sienna have just marched into Helmuth and 
killed Iris? She simply could not do such a thing. 


She held back. She wanted to kill Iris, but Sienna decided to wait until 
she was ready. The elves at the requiem had accepted her 
determination. 


Signard had accepted it at that moment too. But elves lived too long. 
Decades passed, and Signard was still dreaming of the battlefield as a 
young elf, still remembering the friends who had been killed by Iris. 


So, he left the forest of the elves. He didn't go to see Sienna in Aroth. 
Instead, he had set off for Helmuth, armed only with a desire for 
revenge and hatred. He had not considered whether it was possible. 
He had just filled his mind with the idea of killing Iris. 


If he hadn't left the forest, Signard wouldn't have caught the Demonic 
Disease, and even after contracting the disease, Signard wandered the 
Forest of Samar for hundreds of years without returning to his 
homeland. 


It was because Sienna had hidden the location of the great forest. 
Sienna could only feel guilty regarding this matter towards Signard. 


"I'm alright. Although it's not a disease that gets better little by little, it 
hasn't gotten worse." 


Signard had known Sienna since she was an infant. Despite not 
sharing the same blood or being of the same race, Signard truly 
thought of Sienna as his little sister. He felt distressed and sorry to see 
Sienna feeling guilty, so he gave her a big smile as if to prove a point. 


"Someday, someday... It's bound to get better. Once all the Demon 
Kings are slain, there’s no way this disease will persist. And soon, Iris, 
that traitorous elf, too, will meet her end," Sienna spoke while shifting 
her gaze to Eugene. 


Signard watched Sienna's changing expression through the slits of his 
eyes. Despite her strong-willed, rather annoying appearance, there 
was no trace of mockery on Sienna's face. 


"Sienna, you surely aren’t still hung up on Hamel, are you?" Signard 
asked after a while. 


"B-brother, what are you saying all of a sudden!?" Sienna retorted, 
seemingly taken aback. Signard's eyes grew colder at her response. 


She thought her feelings for Hamel had remained concealed for 
centuries, but that was not at all true. Perhaps it might be the case for 
those with whom she shared only a brief interaction, but anyone who 
had formed a substantial relationship with Sienna, no matter how 
obtuse, would have recognized her lingering attention for Hamel. 


! 


‘Although that fool Hamel seemed to be unaware... 
Signard continued to regard Sienna through his narrowed eyes. 


Three hundred years of age? It was an astounding age by human 
standards, but not for an elf. Thus, Signard perceived his younger 
sister as still in the bloom of her youth. Moreover, he saw her as 
beautiful as any elf. Was that all? Sienna was touted as the Wise 
Sienna by the entire world. Could there be another woman with such 
credentials? 


On the other hand, what about Hamel? He was a man who died three 
centuries ago and was resurrected... Signard acknowledged that even 
in his previous life, Hamel had many merits. After reincarnation, those 
merits seemed to have multiplied — the prestige of his family, his own 
capabilities, and even his physical appearance! 


‘But... but... ' 


Despite all that, Signard believed Sienna deserved better. The fool, 
Hamel, seemed to have failed to notice Sienna’s feelings even after 
three hundred years, which only strengthened Signard’s thoughts. 


And judging by her consistent oblivious act, Sienna also seemed to 
have no intention of confessing her feelings to Eugene. In that brief 


moment, Signard found himself immersed in deep thoughts. 
Personally, he thought it best if Sienna found someone else, someone 
better than Hamel. 


He didn’t have such thoughts just because Hamel had given him a 
sound beating in the past. 


It was simply that Signard didn't want to hand over his undeniably 
brilliant sister to such a fool. 


But that was merely Signard's personal wish. As an elf who had lived 
for centuries, he understood that his sister's wishes were more 
important than his own in matters like these. 


'Tll help you,” said Signard. 
"Huh... what?" 


"Sienna. Knowing you, you probably haven't confessed your feelings to 
Hamel yet. So, let me help you." 


Just as Signard had a flurry of thoughts in that fleeting moment, so 
did Sienna. It was clear that her brother was under some significant 
misunderstanding. Unconfessed feelings? They had already expressed 
their emotions to each other and even shared a kiss. 


But was that of any importance right now? Sienna focused on Signard's 
offer to “help.” Didn't it imply that she had gained an absolute ally 
who was unequivocally on her side? 


Anise and Kristina were like wolves. 


Mer had informed Sienna how cunningly Anise and Kristina had acted 
in the Lionheart house. 


Using their status as the Saint capable of wielding divine power, they've 
been healing minor injuries of the Lionheart knights every day and 
accumulating goodwill, haven't they?' 


Undoubtedly, the name ‘The Wise Sienna’ carried significant weight in 


the Lionheart manor, but how would everyone perceive a relationship 
between a twenty-one-year-old young man and an Archwizard who 
lived for three hundred years? Would the knights of Lionheart not think 
that the young Saint in her twenties suited Eugene better than their 
forefathers' comrade? 


Age was not important. Especially for a wizard like Sienna, age truly 
was just a number. Even so, she felt bothered by it, which meant that 
Sienna didn’t think of age as simply a number. Sienna tried not to be 
conscious of it. 


Meneses Umm... Hmm... I'm not exactly sure what you're saying, 
brother. But if you're offering to help, why would I, your younger 
sister, refuse?" responded Sienna. 


"Then I will help you right now. You love Hamel. No, we can't use that 
name here, not in front of everybody. So... We tell everyone that you 
love Eugene,” suggested Signard. 


Elves didn't understand the hearts of humans, and this fact was 
hammered into Sienna once more. 


"Are you insane? Stop this nonsense, brother. Just... Just stay put for 
now. Don't do anything until next time I need your help." 


Sienna quickly interrupted Signard, causing him to shut his mouth. 


They crammed the enormously large carcass of Raizakia back into the 
cloak. Afterward, Eugene, Kristina, and Sienna entered the Manor 
under the awe-filled gaze of everyone. 


"Why the long face?" asked Eugene. 
"What... What's wrong with my face?" responded Gerhard. 


"You look like you've been holding in a dump for three days. Is that 
how you want to look when you greet your son, who has returned 
after such a long time?" 


Gerhard's face crumpled at Eugene’s joke. While glancing at his son, 
who was smirking mischievously, he also stole glances at Sienna. 


Under normal circumstances, he would have reprimanded his son for 
making fun of him, but he couldn’t do so now. Not in the presence of 
the Wise Sienna. 


"Sir Gerhard Lionheart." 
Sienna noticed that Gerhard was conscious of her. 


She gave a soft smile. She subtly shifted her body to the side, leaning 
her shoulder towards Eugene, and met Gerhard's gaze. 


"The successor I chose, Eugene Lionheart, was raised remarkably, a 
feat entirely attributed to your efforts, Sir Gerhard,” continued Sienna. 


"No... Not at all. I didn't do anything to raise my son...... 


"Did you not trust in your child and support all his needs and 
aspirations?" 


"Ahem... Well... Yes...... , 
Gerhard's lips curled up at the compliment. 


In fact, even by his own assessment, Gerhard didn't think he was a 
terrible father. After his wife's death, Gerhard adjusted his entire 
lifestyle and ambitions to match his newborn son, Eugene. 


! 


'Though it's hard to believe he's my son given how outstanding he is... 


He had never taught Eugene the sword personally. But, if Eugene 
needed a wooden sword, he immediately found it for him. He had 
done his best, finding Eugene a sword instructor if he asked for it. 


Sienna couldn't help but grin inwardly when she saw the tension 
slowly dissipating from Gerhard's face, 


It was as expected. Complimenting his son had been the right answer. 
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"Once more, welcome to the Lionheart family. Thank you for coming,’ 
Gilead commenced the dialogue as he sat before Eugene, Sienna, and 
Kristina in the family's reception room. The conversation proceeded 
naturally and casually. 


Oh, thank you for acknowledging Eugene as your successor. 
Ah, how could I not take such an exceptional child as my successor? 
"Please feel free to speak casually,” Gilead said after a while. 


Sienna would not typically refuse such an invitation. Rather, she 
might have eased into speaking casually even before Gilead suggested 
it, and Sienna herself thought this was the norm. 


Why wouldn't it be? After all, it was a fact that Sienna had been alive 
for more than three hundred years. 


Gilead looked to be middle-aged, while Sienna was a youthful, pure 
young lady in appearance. But regardless of their exterior, Gilead was 
a distant descendant of Vermouth to Sienna. 


Right? You guys would prefer that, too, right? You know your 
grandfather’s grandfather, your ancestor Vermouth... I used to casually 
banter with him. Ah, you know, I thought I was going to die having to 


speak all spiffy.’ 


She desired to say such words, but she held herself back. She couldn’t 
speak such words here, not in the Lionheart mansion — the reason 
being solely Eugene, who was sitting next to her. 


"Hmm... no, it's okay. I respect my friend Vermouth, and in the same 


manner, I respect his descendants, the Lionheart clan, you all, in 
short." Sienna played coy. She didn’t think it would give off a good 
impression acting so casually in front of Eugene’s foster father, foster 
mother, and his birth father. 


Simply put, Sienna held a somewhat romanticized view of calling 
them by their formal titles such as mother-in-law, father-in-law, 
father, mother, etcetera... 


[She’s playing coy, I see,] commented Anise. 
T find that side of her slightly adorable.' Kristina chimed in. 


[You find her lack of assertiveness endearing?] Anise questioned, to 
which Kristina simply smiled without responding. 


Yet, Anise was mentally connected with Kristina and understood what 
she was thinking. 


‘A scary child...,’ Anise couldn’t help but think as she peered into 
Kristina's enigmatic mind. 


Gilead admired Sienna's response. 


The conversation resumed shortly as Gilead praised Sienna's 
accomplishments and honor while Ancilla lauded Sienna's dignity and 
beauty. Gerhard expressed his gratitude for treating his son, Eugene, 
with kindness and care. 


"Should you find anything uncomfortable during your stay at the 
Lionheart estate, please do not hesitate to bring it up." 


"Yes, please do so. Even if it is something minor,” Gilead and Ancilla 
said with a smile. 


"Tl continue staying here,” Sienna, too, responded with a smile. 


"Pardon?" 


"For a while?" 
"Hmm? Haha, for a while... Really?" 


Gilead, Ancilla, and Gerhard's gaze collectively shifted toward Sienna. 
Sienna still managed to respond with a smile. 


"Yes, I'll continue staying here. You know, I thought this when I came 
here while Vermouth was still alive, but this mansion is truly 
wonderful. It’s built on good land." 


She wasn't lying. This mansion closely resembled the ideal image of a 
mansion that Sienna always had in her mind. The mansion she had 
built in Aroth had turned into a tourist attraction after several 
centuries of development, but this mansion remained exactly as it had 
been three hundred years ago. 


Adjacent to the mansion was a spacious forest. There was no flowing 
river, but there was a lake instead. 


"I heard from my successor. There aren’t that many people who live 
here despite how big it is, right? Only the head of the family, his wife, 
Sir Gerhard, as well as the twins and the servants,” said Sienna. 


The knights had their own quarters, so it was indeed a fact that not 
many people lived in this mansion. Sienna quickly took the lead 
before anyone could respond to the shocking declaration. 


"I don't mind any room. Oh, come to think of it, I don't necessarily 
have to live in the mansion. My family and the elves are living in the 
forest, so I might consider building a cabin in the woods and living 
there. After all, when you think of a witch, you imagine them living in 
a cabin in the forest, right?" said Sienna with a laugh. 


Ancilla was the first to regain her composure, albeit belatedly. She 
desperately maintained her smile as she spoke, "But Lady Sienna...? 
Aroth has been waiting for your return for two hundred years. Are you 
really okay with not going back to Aroth...?" 


"Of course, I'm fine. That matter was already resolved before I left 
Aroth. I mean, who would dare say anything to me about staying 


here?" Sienna made sure to emphasize her last words. She had decided 
to use power rather than logical persuasion. 


Even Ancilla, as headstrong as she was, couldn't refute Sienna's blatant 
display of power. 


"Oh, of course, I don't mean to imply that I’ll invite myself to stay here 
as I want. Naturally, I will take my leave if any of you are against it,” 
Sienna said. 


"Haha... How could you say that? Please stay in the mansion as long 
as you desire." 


"Oh my... Thank you for your consideration, Sir Gilead. Of course, I 
have no intention of occupying a room without compensation. I will 
pay sufficient rent every month, and if anyone in the Lionheart clan 
wishes to learn magic, I can personally teach them. Or perhaps I can 
create artifacts for the Lionheart clan or... provide magical assistance 
in other ways,” said Sienna. 


Gilead and Ancilla couldn't conceal the change in their expression 
after hearing Sienna’s words. Their only reason against Sienna staying 
with them stemmed from the fact that Sienna’s very presence was 
burdensome. She was the Wise Sienna, who had lived in an era of 
their ancestors. 


Her presence would undoubtedly draw everyone’s attention towards 
her, and the authority of the family’s head would be diminished as 
long as Sienna was present. 


However, without having to worry about such an issue, it was 
incredibly appealing to have the Wise Sienna stay with them. 


Gilead had no intention of accepting the rental fees that Sienna 
proposed, but the magical help that she could offer was a lavish gift 
that even the emperor would respectfully request. 


An artifact for the Lionheart family? It was hard to even imagine what it 
could be. And what of the other magical assistance? Would she install 
various spells in their territory? Would the Wise Sienna go to the 
lengths of personally doing such a thing? 


It was nearly impossible for seasoned knights to start learning magic 
now. But there were a few collateral families that specialized in 
magic. Even among the families who did not, there would be children 
dreaming of wielding magic and staffs rather than weapons... 


Thinking so far, Gilead recalled his eldest son, who had died a few 
years ago. 


He would forever remain the blemish in the history of the Lionheart 
family. Only curses and contempt would follow the name of Eward 
Lionheart. 


However, Gilead couldn't only despise and curse his eldest son. 


He could still clearly remember the image of his fifteen-year-old son. 
His eyes had sparkled after seeing magic during the Bloodline 
Continuation Ceremony. 


“Thank you,” Gilead said sincerely. 


There was no point in imagining what would have happened if Eward 
had not fallen into corruption. If — Eward had matured into the 
wizard he dreamed of becoming and met Lady Sienna... 


It was pointless pondering. 


Gilead erased the image of Eward from his mind and gave a deep bow 
to Sienna. 


"See, it worked out well," Sienna nudged Eugene's side with a smirk. 


"Of course, it would. Who would say no to what you're offering?" 
responded Eugene. 


"Wouldn't you have said no if you really disliked it?" countered 
Sienna. 


"There's nothing to dislike. We have all of this land. It won’t cause a 
problem just because you’re living here,” grumbled Eugene before 
looking back. 


The sun had set, but the mansion was still brightly lit. The guests from 
various parts of the continent were enjoying the party in the garden, 
but Eugene, Sienna, and Kristina, the protagonists of the party, were 
walking together on a secluded path in the woods. 


"So, where are you planning to live? Are you really going to build a 
cabin in the woods and live there?" asked Eugene. 


"The idea is quite appealing. But it's not like I have to choose one or 
the other. Can't I live in the mansion and also in the cabin?” said 
Sienna. 


She hesitated because of Kristina and Anise. What if those hungry 
wolves pounced on Eugene in the mansion while Sienna was staying 
in the cabin? 


Gulp... 


She allowed her imagination to take over just for a moment. She 
didn’t tremble with anger, as she had expected, but that didn’t mean 
she wanted to leave Eugene in the grasp of the hungry wolves. 


"Do you ever realize... that you sometimes look at me with strange... 
um... eyes?" Eugene said, shrinking back. He felt an instinctive feeling 
of danger. 


Sienna would occasionally make such a face. Her eyes would swirl as 
if painting whirlpools, her body quivering as she swallowed... 
Whenever Eugene faced such a gaze, he felt like a frog in front of a 
snake. 


"What's wrong with my eyes?" asked Sienna. 
"Should I say... it makes me uncomfortable...?" 


Sienna kicked Eugene’s shin with a grimace. 


"Stop talking nonsense. You're free tomorrow, right? Let's go to the 
city together,” said Sienna. 


"Why the city?" asked Eugene. 


She had worked up the courage to suggest it. Why did he always have 
to ask for a reason? Why couldn’t he simply agree to it? If they were 
going, they should just go. 


Sienna glanced at Eugene's face, and with a firm voice, she explained, 
"We need to purchase materials for Frost's enhancement. Plus, I want 
to explore the capital of the Kiehl Empire. Mer said she'd love to tour 
the capital with you and me." 


Afterward, Sienna cast a sneaky glance at Kristina. Kristina’s 
expression barely betrayed her feelings. 


After a moment's hesitation, Sienna cleared her throat before 
continuing, "Just the three of us." 


"You don't need to be afraid,” said Kristina, slightly turning her head 
towards Sienna. 


Afraid? Me? Sienna felt as though she'd been struck on the head with a 
hammer. She immediately widened her eyes and glared at Kristina. 


"What do you mean I'm afraid?!" she shouted. 


"Ah... I'm sorry. I misspoke. I meant to say that you don't need to 
worry,” Kristina corrected herself. 


"I'm not even worried!" blared Sienna. 


"Yes, rest assured, Lady Sienna. I won't disturb your peaceful and 
private time with Sir Eugene." Kristina clasped her hands in front of 
her chest and looked at Eugene, saying, "Since I have to take care of 
the favor Sir Eugene asked me. Please enjoy your city visit on my 
behalf as well." 


Purifying the massive body of Raizakia would likely require a month 


of prayers. It was a daunting task, but Kristina had gladly pledged to 
do so for Eugene. 


Sienna knew what the favor was about. She had considered teasing 
Kristina and Anise about it. 


But... she felt guilty at Kristina's submissive and considerate response. 
However... 

Despite her guilt, Sienna had no intention of missing this chance. 
'They must have had their share of fun while I was sealed away, right?' 


To be honest, it wasn't like they were doing anything spectacular. 
They would tour the city for a day and spend their free time strolling 
through the woods on the mansion grounds. Yet, as mundane as it 
was, this was the everyday life Sienna had always longed for. 


Of course, Sienna could not fully indulge in this peaceful life. There 
was a need to fuse the dragon heart she received from Ariartel with 
Frost, and as someone now residing in the mansion, she was obliged 
to at least establish a defensive magical boundary on the land. 


Was that all? 


She was also needed in the distant northern region, in the Kingdom of 
Ruhr, to meet Molon. He was said to be at its very edge. 


And there was Iris, said to be pirating in the southern seas, as well as 
the black wizard known as Amelia, the one who had toyed with 
Hamel’s corpse. Moreover, there were the demons and the Demon 
Kings. Finally, Vermouth as well. 


'There is plenty of time, yet I can’t afford to play around. There is too 
much to be done.' 


She needed a bold gamble. 


Sienna surreptitiously turned her head to look at Mer. Mer’s hand was 
clasped in her own. Mer, too, raised her head to look back at her. 


Two gazes of green hues met. Though no words passed between them, 
they both nodded, each thinking the same thoughts. 


Tomorrow’s theme was family. 


As usual, Ancilla woke up and prepared herself just before dawn, 
making sure that her appearance was kempt and proper for the 
matriarch of the prestigious Lionheart family. 


The feast from the night prior had wrapped up, and all the guests had 
been sent off to their respective territories. From today onwards, the 
Lionheart estate would be returning to its usual state. 


‘Even though Lady Sienna is staying as a guest.' 


She could not allow herself to be overly conscious. The head of the 
Lionheart family was still her husband, and only Ancilla was to 
support this great family from behind the scenes. 


As such, Ancilla steeled her resolve anew the moment she stepped out 
of her room. Even if the Wise Sienna was staying as a guest, Ancilla 
was determined to be steadfast. Right, she would ensure she would 
not bend even in front of the Wise Sienna. Rather, she would make 
sure that Lady Sienna would respect her wishes when in this mansion. 


Ancilla did not seek assistance for the first grooming of the morning. 
She was unwilling to show her disheveled appearance to anyone 
except her husband. 


This morning was no different. She did her makeup and changed her 
clothes. It was winter, and the wind was cold. Thinking that the 
clothes she had in her room were not warm enough, she walked into 
the dressing room to find light outerwear to cover herself with. 


Given the size of the mansion, there were several dressing rooms 


bigger than the size of an ordinary warehouse. This dressing room 
didn’t just house Ancilla’s clothes but also the ones she had bought for 
Ciel to wear someday, as well as the clothes she had gifted to Mer. 


Ancilla froze as soon as she walked into the dressing room, even 
forgetting to close the door behind her. The room was in chaos as if a 
storm had passed through, and clothes that had been neatly arranged 
were all spread out on the floor. 


"I... was trying to tidy it up,” said Sienna with a sheepish smile. She 
was dressed in an extravagant, lavish dress. Next to her stood Mer, 
wearing an equally extravagant dress. The familiar mirrored the same 
awkward smile. 


"What... what on earth are you two doing here?" Ancilla asked, both 
shocked and flustered. 


Why were Sienna and Mer in this room? Never mind the terrible mess, 
Ancilla failed to comprehend the situation at hand. 


"Um... well, you see...," Sienna stuttered, struggling to articulate 
herself. 


In a bind, she cast an imploring glance at Mer, who, with a light- 
hearted chuckle, stepped forward towards Ancilla. 


"Actually, Lady Ancilla," Mer began, "Lady Sienna, Sir Eugene, and I 
have planned an outing in the city today. I wanted to wear this lovely 
dress you've gifted me for the occasion." 


As for Sienna, she blushed slightly, clearing her throat before she 
spoke. "I, um, Lady Ancilla... have been so long removed from worldly 
matters that I'm not quite used to the modern trends in... in clothing. I 
thought, perhaps, your stylish wardrobe could inspire me, but... it 
seems I had become overly enthralled." 


Indeed, it was the truth. She had only intended to help Mer choose her 
attire at the beginning, but the array of garments stored here had 
caught her attention far too well. 


"Ah... I see." Ancilla replied. 


How could anyone be upset when the Wise Sienna was giving such a 
confession? Ancilla wasn’t even upset. Instead, Sienna's compliment 
on her sense of style had, in fact, pleased her. 


"I shall leave you to it then; please feel free to explore," said Ancilla. 


"W-wait! Now that you're here, could you perhaps assist us?" Sienna 
implored. 


"Pardon?" Ancilla quirked an eyebrow. 


The room was filled to the brim with clothing. So many choices 
appealed to Sienna and Mer, but they couldn't decide what to wear. 


Upon hearing their predicament, Ancilla nodded, "If that's the case... I 
understand. You need help choosing outfits that would suit you and 
Mer best, correct?" 


"This is of utmost importance," Sienna lowered her voice dramatically 
to a whisper. "Mother and daughter." 


"Pardon?" Ancilla queried, now thoroughly confused. 


"Mother and daughter," Sienna repeated. "I am the mother. Mer is the 
daughter. I want us to be seen as such by others." 


"But... you already appear so to others...” 


"Not just our faces. I would like our clothing to complement this 
perception," Sienna interjected. 


What on earth was this request about? 
Ancilla felt slightly dizzy, but she gave a nod of agreement. 


She couldn't say that she was completely lost on the reason. The bond 
between Sienna and Mer was apparent. Mer was cute. Moreover, they 
had only reunited after hundreds of years, and since Mer was a 

familiar said to be created reflecting Sienna’s childhood, Sienna would 


definitely harbor a certain maternal fondness for the familiar. 
"Shouldn't we also choose clothes for Sir Eugene?" Mer asked. 
"Hush," Sienna interrupted. 


"If Lady Sienna is the mother, I am the daughter, and Sir Eugene is the 
father, it would be perfect, right? To choose clothes that match—" 


"Hush!" Sienna exclaimed louder this time, looking startled as she 
covered Mer's mouth. 


Ancilla froze in the middle of selecting clothes. She was afraid to 
analyze the meaning behind what she had just heard. 


‘Mother? Daughter? Father? Eugene? Why?' 


Did she hear wrong? She turned her eyes toward Sienna and Mer with 
a baffled expression. Sienna offered an awkward smile as she 
continued covering Mer’s mouth. 


[Lady Sienna lacks courage. It's better to admit it beforehand since it 
will eventually come out anyway. That way, you can get help.] 


Mer's grumbling voice echoed in Sienna's mind as she blushed. 


Chapter 327 
Return (6) 


Eugene silently blinked, unable to come up with any words. 
“What’s with that look?” Sienna shyly challenged. 


Mer asked, “From Sir Eugene’s point of view, do we perhaps look 
strange?” 


Look strange? No, they didn’t. Eugene was stunned by just how good 
Sienna and Mer looked together in their new clothes. 


“How is it? Do Lady Sienna and I look like we are a pair of mother 
and daughter?” Mer eagerly prompted. 


“Ah... if I had to say it, rather than a mother and daughter, you look 
just like a pair of sisters...,” Eugene awkwardly admitted. 


Sienna’s appearance looked so young that it was impossible to 
imagine that she could have had a daughter like Mer. That was why 
Eugene had given such a heartfelt and honest response, but Mer and 
Sienna showed conflicting reactions. 


Sienna’s cheeks blushed slightly out of embarrassment, and the reason 
for this was that she had clearly only heard the words ‘you look so 
young’ from what Eugene had just said. 


While, in fact, Eugene hadn’t directly said such a thing, that didn’t 
really matter to Sienna. From hundreds of years ago until now, Sienna 
had already become used to arbitrarily interpreting Eugene or, rather, 
Hamel’s words and attitude in a more positive light. 


On the other hand, Mer narrowed her eyes and glared at Eugene. 
Because what Mer had wanted to hear was that they did look like a 


mother and her daughter rather than a pair of sisters. 


Of course, being told that they looked like sisters also implied that 
Mer greatly resembled Sienna, but the point that Mer had been hoping 
to focus on this time wasn’t the similarity of their appearances. 


The theme of this outing was meant to be family. If Sienna was the 
mother, that meant Eugene would be serving as the father... 


With her eyes still narrowed, Mer scanned Eugene’s attire. 
“How boring,” Mer bluntly critiqued. 
“What?” Eugene responded in confusion. 


“Tm talking about your clothes,” Mer clarified. “No matter how good 
the clothes may look on you, do you really need to wear the same 
thing all the time, Sir Eugene?” 


“What did you just say?!” Eugene shouted as he felt sincerely 
offended. “These aren’t the same clothes that I usually wear. They are 
all slightly different.” 


“But in the end, they’re still the formal clothes of the Lionheart clan,” 
Mer insisted. 


Eugene frowned, “Hey! What’s wrong with me wearing the formal 
clothes of my clan?” 


If Eugene was forced to admit it, the biggest reason for his choice of 
clothing was that it was just the most convenient. Choosing a formal 
suit with a matching top and bottom eliminated any need for further 
pointless concerns. Even in his previous life, Eugene had never once 

spent any time worrying about what he should wear any day, and it 

wasn’t like the Devildom had been a place for such concerns. 


“J... I actually also like those types of clothes,” Sienna shyly confessed. 


At this, Mer just let out a long sigh and shook her head. 


“Forget I said anything,” Mer said resignedly. 


As expected of Eugene, Mer felt she should have asked Ancilla to pick 
out Eugene’s clothes as well. If Sienna had boldly made such a request 
back then, even Ancilla wouldn’t have been able to refuse. On top of 
that, if Mer had put on her usual performance of acting cutesy and 
speaking with a lisp, they would have even been able to turn Ancilla 
into a firm ally. 


‘Lady Sienna always hesitates at the most important moments,’ Mer 
thought regretfully. 


Yet even if Mer thought back on it now, such things were already in 
the past, so it couldn’t be helped. Mer relaxed her furrowed brow and 
stepped between Eugene and Sienna. 


Squeeze. 


Her hands reached out on both sides to grab Eugene and Sienna’s 
hands. 


While feeling proud of how she was connecting them by standing right 
between the two, Mer said, “Come on then, let’s go.” 


Sienna glanced over at Eugene’s expression. But unlike what she had 
expected, Eugene didn’t seem to be all too flustered by the current 
situation. 


After all, holding hands with Mer? It wasn’t like this was the first time 
Eugene had done so, so why should he care whether he was drawing 
attention by doing so at this point? The fact that Mer’s other hand was 
holding onto Sienna’s? Why should that matter? 


But Sienna didn’t feel too satisfied to see Eugene with such a calm 
expression. But after glancing at Eugene’s face once more, she didn’t 
snap at him or make any verbal attacks. While reminding herself to 
keep her cool, Sienna allowed herself to be pulled along by Mer’s 
hand. 


In the rear of the mansion, the massive corpse of Raizakia had been 
left resting in a crouching position. 


Kristina and Anise had gotten started with purifying the corpse early 
in the morning, and the two of them had an exchange of conversation 
when they saw Eugene leaving the mansion. 


‘It seems that Lady Sienna has made up her mind,’ Kristina observed. 


Anise agreed, [Yep, it does seem that way. It looks like she wants to 
advertise their relationship to the whole city, no, to the whole empire. 
She’s practically saying, ‘Hey, look at me, people of the Kiehl Empire, 
come and see my new look.’] 


‘Well, it does appear like she wants to show off their relationship to such 
an extent. Yet even so, looking at them like this, this look does seem to 
really suit them.’ 


[Since that kid, Mer was practically Sienna’s way of realizing her 
unfulfilled desires, it would be strange if they didn’t look good 
together. ] 


As the two of them were having such a conversation, Eugene’s group 
drew closer to Kristina. This was because it was more convenient for 
them to use the warp gate inside the forest than to head out of the 
front gates and ride a carriage. 


Sienna spied on Kristina’s reaction with a tense expression. If a 
critique that she was being disgraceful with such a blatant display 
were to leave the lips of this young rival of hers, Sienna felt like it 
would be a strong blow to her heart. 


However, Kristina just smiled and said, “That look really suits you.” 


This was her sincere opinion, and Kristina had no intention of turning 
her relationship with Sienna into one of outright hostilities. Instead, if 
at all possible, Kristina wanted to gently guide Sienna into becoming a 
trusted ally and developing what they had into a symbiotic 
relationship. 


Sienna stammered, “I-is that so? It does, doesn’t it?” 


From what Kristina had discovered, Sienna was weak to compliments. 
Just look at what was happening right now. Even though it wasn’t 
even an over-the-top compliment, with Kristina just saying that 
Sienna’s current look suited her, Sienna was smiling widely as she 
twirled her body from side to side. 


“Yes,” Kristina nodded. “If anyone were to look at you now, they 
would think that you, Sir Eugene, and young lady Mer were a family.” 


“Cough,” Eugene suddenly choked as he finally realized what their 
current situation looked like upon hearing these words. 


He was about to let go of Mer’s hand out of a feeling of flustered 
embarrassment, but as if she had known that he was about to do so, 
Mer held on firmly to Eugene’s hand and refused to let go. 


Looking at this sight with a smile in her eyes, Kristina bowed her head 
and said, “Have a safe trip.” 


“Uh...,” Eugene paused, suddenly feeling bothered that they were 
leaving Kristina behind by herself. 


But they weren’t just leaving her behind, were they? After all, they 
were entrusting Kristina with the duty of purifying Raizakia’s corpse. 


‘It can’t be helped,’ Eugene thought to himself. 


That said, if Eugene kept getting bothered by this and turning around 
to look back at Kristina, wouldn’t it also be rude to Sienna, who he 
was with right now? 


So Eugene temporarily suppressed his apologetic feelings for Kristina 
and Anise. 


“Have you heard about the news?” 


“Hm? ”? 


“What news?” 


“Abhh, really now. I really shouldn’t be telling anyone about this, 
but...” 


“What is it? What is it?” 
“Just tell us quickly.” 


“Tsk, fine, Pll just say it. You lot, you know who the Wise Sienna is, 
right?” 


Just as Eugene’s group was heading through the forest, on the other 
side of a nearby bush, three elves suddenly appeared and started 
conversing out of nowhere. 


Their voices were so stiff that anyone could tell their conversation had 
been rehearsed. It was as if they were doing a script reading. Their 
faces also looked like they were both embarrassed and trying to hold 
back their laughter. 


“The Wise Lady Sienna! Of course, I know who she is. The most 
outstanding wizard, whether it’s in the past, present, or future!” 


“The one who learned magic while growing up amongst the elves and 
a lady who is just as beautiful as an elf!” 


“Yep, that’s right. About that Wise Lady Sienna, have you heard that 
she likes Sir Eugene?” 


“Kyaaaaah! Kyaaaaah!” 
“You're talking about him, Sir Eugene Lionheart, right?” 


“That’s right! It’s him, the scion of the Lionheart clan! A perfect 
person with talent in both the literary and martial arts!” 


“The Blood Lion!” 


“The Dragon Slayer!” 


“Tf it’s that Sir Eugene and the Wise Lady Sienna, don’t you think they 
match really well together?” 


By this point, Eugene couldn’t hold it back any longer. 


As his whole body shuddered in embarrassment, he let out a great 
shout, “Why don’t you just get lost already!” 


The elves fled while letting out shrieks of laughter. Behind the now 
panting Eugene, Sienna broke out in a cold sweat as her face blushed 
bright red. 


There was no need to even think about whose brain might have 
devised the idea for such an absurd skit. It was Signard. That damn 
elder brother. To think that he would come up with an idea like this 
for the sake of his younger sister. 


‘Should... should I just kill him?’ Sienna wondered. 


It wasn’t uncommon for siblings to harbor feelings of murderous 
intent for each other, but this was the first time Sienna had felt such a 
murderous intent towards Signard. 


“Ahem... Ahem! Um. Ahehem!” Sienna covered up her embarrassment 
with a series of coughs. 


Then, afraid to even see Eugene’s expression, Sienna strode forwards, 
yanking on Mer’s hand. While also feeling a sense of shame and 
embarrassment buried deep within her heart, Mer pulled on Eugene’s 
hand like Sienna was pulling on hers. 


Eugene tried to think of something to say, but after seeing how 
Sienna’s back seemed to be begging him not to say anything, he 
quietly kept his mouth shut. 


In the end, the three of them headed towards the warp-gate in silence, 
but on their way there, they passed by several groups of elves who 
were coincidentally having the same sort of chat. 


The primary purpose of today’s outing was to purchase the materials 
needed to reinforce Frost. 


But in fact, this was just an excuse. Most of the required materials 
were already inside Sienna’s cloak. Of course, Sienna had no intention 
of revealing this fact to Eugene. 


Although she might have a lot of various bits and bobs, if Sienna took 
a closer look, wouldn’t she still be able to find one or two missing 
things? 


Though Sienna didn’t really need a reason to convince herself, after 
having such thoughts, her chest felt lighter. 


“T’m just asking this because I really am curious, but if you were going 
to use perception-dampening magic anyway, why bother to come out 
dressed like that?” Eugene asked as he swung his hand that was 
holding Mer’s. 


Though they were walking down the streets of the capital city, Sienna 

currently had a perception-dampening spell activated around the three 
of them. Thanks to that, the people they were passing by weren’t able 

to properly recognize the trio’s presence. 


“Stupid bastard.” 
“Sir Eugene is an idiot.” 


Sienna and Mer glanced at Eugene as they muttered phrases with 
similar sentiments. 


The two of them had come out dressed like a mother and her daughter 
today because they wanted to put on a show for Eugene, not for these 
unknown passersby, who they probably wouldn’t even get involved 
with in the future. So even if no one else could see them, it was fine as 
long as Eugene could. 


Also, it wasn’t like Sienna had cast her perception-dampening magic 


over everyone. She might think of them as unknown passersby who 
would probably never have anything to do with them in the future, 
but Sienna still slightly desired to show off. 


Take right now, for example. 


As they entered a magic shop that handled the very highest quality 
items in all of the Capital City of Ceres, Sienna subtly canceled the 
perception-dampening spell. 


“Welco—Gasp!” 


The wizard staffing the shop who had been approaching to greet them 
suddenly gasped and took a step back. 


In response, Sienna winked at him and placed her index finger on her 
lips. 


“Shhh,” Sienna shushed. 
The wizard stammered, “Si-Sie—” 
Only for Sienna to shush him more violently, “Shhh!” 


Having been told to keep quiet twice, the wizard snapped his jaws 
shut and started backing away, almost as if he were trying to run. 


“Really now,” Eugene muttered as he glanced at Sienna’s amused 
expression with a helpless look in his eyes. 


While doing her best to ignore his gaze, Sienna resumed walking 
forward, swinging her right hand that held Mer’s hand back and forth. 
Since Sienna was taking the lead like this, Eugene, who was holding 
Mer’s other hand, also had no choice but to keep up with Sienna. 


As they’d feared, Sienna was far too famous, with looks far from 
ordinary and her purple hair that couldn’t help but draw people’s 
eyes. On top of that, since she was also holding the hand of Mer, who 
looked just the same as her, all eyes in the shop couldn’t help but turn 
to Sienna. 


Sienna couldn’t help but feel a mix of emotions as she noticed the 
various gazes. If these gazes were just full of admiration for her, she 
would have easily accepted them with a smile, but the gazes currently 
being leveled at her were full of bewilderment and disbelief. This was 
all because of Eugene, who was still holding onto Mer’s hand. 


Sienna felt concerned that her face might already be blushing. 
However, the moment that she had such a thought, she saw Mer 
smiling brightly next to her. 


‘Fine, so what if it is?’ was the thought that rose into Sienna’s head. 


Since Mer was this happy, what did it matter what other people might 
think or what sort of looks they might give her? The words Mer had 
told Sienna this morning kept running through her head. 


That’s right, she needed to be bold. 


Nodding her head, Sienna took a slight step to the side. She was now 
standing closer to Mer, which meant she was closer to Eugene as well. 


The goods being sold in this store might be of excellent quality, and 
there were a lot of rare items, but there wasn’t anything that Sienna 
really felt like buying. Even so, she had a lot of fun looking around the 
place, thanks to how wide the store was, and by the time she had 
finished looking through all of their stock, one by one, an hour had 
passed. 


Even though she emerged with empty hands, having not bought 
anything, all the store employees followed her out the door to see her 
off. 


“Let’s go get something to eat. I’m hungry!” Mer said as soon as they 
had left the store, her eyes shining with excitement. 


It was about time for them to have some lunch. 


However, instead of replying immediately to Mer, Eugene narrowed 
his eyes and asked, “Should I get rid of them?” 


Sienna also said something incongruous, “For now, I think it would be 
better to just leave them alone. After all, I expected something like 
this:” 


Like Eugene, Sienna also seemed slightly annoyed, but even so, she 
wasn’t about to run rampant like she had in Aroth. 


‘The White Dragon Knights,’ Eugene thought to himself. 


Their blatant gazes showed no intention of hiding themselves from 
their notice, so it seemed like they might be worried that secretly 
spying on the trio would just end up drawing Eugene or Sienna’s 
anger. Perhaps that was also why their watchers had exposed their 
presence and watched Eugene and Sienna from a considerable 
distance. 


Their uniforms bore the sigil of a white dragon, showing that they 
were members of Kiehl’s representative Knightly Order, the Knights of 
the White Dragon. After shooting them another look, Eugene turned to 
face Sienna and Mer. 


Eugene was already aware of one reason why they might be watching 
him. That was thanks to Gilead, who had told him in advance about 
the emperor’s invitations last night. 


He had been asked to make a visit to the Imperial Palace sometime 
soon, but... after seeing such blatant surveillance, it seemed like they 
were hoping to escort Eugene there that very day. 


If he could have his way, Eugene still wanted to get rid of them, but 
since Sienna had said not to, Eugene decided to hold back for now. 
Eugene was also feeling hungry, so the trio picked one of the nearby 
restaurants and headed in. 


Sienna and Mer sat together on the same bench while Eugene sat 
across from them. 


A waiter approached them, “Here is our menu—” 


But before they could even open up the menu, the words had erupted 
from Sienna’s lips, “We’ll have the Family Setl1].” 


In the face of this unhesitating reply, Mer turned to look at Sienna 
with an adoring expression. 


“Didn’t you hear me? We’ll have the Family Set,” Sienna repeated. 


The waiter hesitated, “M-my apologies, but our store doesn’t offer 
Family Sets.” 


It was true that the store did have that sort of luxurious atmosphere. 
But it seemed as if Sienna hadn’t even imagined that the restaurant 
might not offer a Family Set, as she was left fluttering her eyelashes in 
a fluster. 


While Sienna was silently flapping her lips, unable to think of what to 
say, Eugene took over handling their order, “Well, even if you don’t 
have a Family Set, don’t you still have certain options on the menu 
that families often order when they come here to eat? Just give us 
those.” 


“Yes, right away,” having taken the order, the waiter quickly 
withdrew. 


Sienna belatedly came to her senses and let out a prim cough. 


“Th-their commitment to service is lacking. Even if they don’t have 
one, they should just make one for us,” Sienna insisted. 


“In today’s language, customers like you are called Karens|2] 
Eugene commented. 


Sienna asked, “What does that mean?” 
“Tt means a pretty and kind customer,” Eugene replied. 


Anyone who heard Eugene’s answer could tell that it was a lie, but 
even so, it didn’t feel too bad for her to hear such words come from 
Eugene’s lips. 


“Tl let you off this time,” Sienna conceded. 


After leisurely enjoying their meal, they left the restaurant. It was still 
too early for them to return to the mansion, and there were plenty of 
stores they wanted to visit and places to see. 


They ended up spending more time at a huge clothing store than they 
had at the magic store, the original goal of their excursion. Eugene 
tried on all of the different clothes that Sienna and Mer picked out for 
him, and he also swapped places and picked out clothes for Mer and 
Sienna. 


After they spent quite some time laughing and picking out clothes for 
each other, a white jacket caught Eugene’s eye. 


The moment he saw that pure white shade, Eugene couldn’t help but 
imagine how Kristina might look while wearing that jacket. He also 
saw a coat with a similar feel to the jacket but with a different design. 
This coat felt like it would be more suited to Anise than to Kristina. 


“Tch,” Sienna clicked her tongue as she followed Eugene’s gaze. 


But she didn’t say anything. Just like how those clothes had made 
Eugene recall Kristina and Anise, Sienna also had the same reaction. 
Also, Eugene wasn’t the only one who secretly felt bothered about 
leaving them back at the mansion. 


“Don’t just stand there looking. Go ahead and buy those for them 
already,” Sienna instructed. 


“T thought you’d be angry,” Eugene said in surprise. 


“Why would I be angry? I’m the one who’s with you right now. So 
what if you buy a gift for them? It just shows that I’m generous 
enough to pick out a gift for them, together with you,” Sienna said as 
she walked over to Eugene with a swagger and stood right next to 
him. 


Since they were now so close to each other, and Mer had gone into 
one of the changing rooms to change her clothes, Sienna thought 
about taking the opportunity to muster up her courage and wrap her 
arms around his; but when Sienna actually tried to do so, her chest 
began to pound, and she couldn’t seem to make her body move the 


way that she wanted it to... 

“Why are you acting so shy?” Eugene questioned. 

Sienna stuttered, “Wh-what are you talking about?” 

“Really now,” Eugene scoffed. 

Then, with a nonchalant expression, Eugene grabbed Sienna’s hand. 


In fact, Eugene’s heart wasn’t as calm as his expression made it seem. 
Like Sienna, Eugene also felt embarrassed when attempting such 
behavior, knowing well that such actions didn’t really seem like him. 


‘I won,’ Sienna thought to herself gleefully. 


Regardless of the intentions behind his gesture, Sienna was inwardly 
delighted that Eugene had reached out first to hold her hand. While 
celebrating the feeling of victory, Sienna glanced over at the presents 
for Anise and Kristina that had caught their eyes just now. 


‘That’s fine. If it’s gifts like those, I’m fine with giving them as much as they 
want,’ Sienna allowed generously. 


After tucking away the shopping bags that had filled up both their 
hands into their cloaks, they started touring the streets once more. 
Since their stroll just happened to pass by a cafe, they casually walked 
in and enjoyed a cup of tea before heading out. They then spent the 
rest of their time looking at each store that happened to catch their 
interest, one by one. 


After wandering around like this for quite some time, the sun floating 
high in the sky was also starting to set. Even Mer, who had been 
holding on to both their hands and happily swinging from them all 
this time, seemed to have grown tired as she took up her usual place 
inside Eugene’s cloak. 


“Shall we slowly head back?” Eugene proposed. 


“As long as they’re willing to quietly let us go,” Sienna replied with a 


grin. 


The watchers from the White Dragon Knights were still spying on 
Eugene and Sienna from a distance. Eugene considered just heading 
back through the warp-gate, but then he changed his mind and 
walked toward their watchers. 


“The next time we want to do something like this, it looks like we’ll 
need to disguise ourselves slightly. It might be too late for me to say 
this, but I feel like my purple hair is a bit too eye-catching,” Sienna 

admitted. 


Eugene commiserated, “That goes for my hair as well.” 


Eugene also thought it might be better to change the color of his hair 
slightly the next time they went out to avoid any unneeded attention. 


“How do you think I would look blonde?” Sienna asked. 
“TIsn’t that way too common a color?” Eugene frowned. 


“T want to choose it because it’s so common,” Sienna explained with a 
laugh as she swept her purple hair back slightly. 


Blonde, hmm, blonde, you say. After trying to imagine what Sienna 
would look like with her hair turned blonde, Eugene cleared his throat 
and nodded. 


“Well, I think you would look okay,” he said gruffly. 


Eugene actually thought that no matter what look she chose, it would 
look good on her. However, if Sienna were to hear him say such a 
thing, she would definitely act annoyingly smug, so Eugene didn’t 
allow such a thought to escape his lips and instead swallowed it back 
down. 


As Eugene drew closer to them, the three knights from the Knights of 
the White Dragon appeared tense. 


This was Eugene Lionheart. His skills alone would have been enough 


to make them nervous, but their tension was mainly because of his 
famous, volatile, and violent temperament. This was especially true 
since the White Dragon Knights had also participated in the Knight 
March, where they witnessed firsthand how this fearless young man 
quarreled with the Blade of Incarceration, Gavid Lindman, and even 
swung his sword at the Duke. 


“You’ve really worked hard today,” Eugene commented. 


But no matter how nasty his personality might be, it couldn’t be bad 
enough that he would just come up and slap them in the face, right? 
Seeing the smile on Eugene’s face, the knights swallowed a gulp. 


His smile did nothing to ease their tension. Naturally, this was because 
they could also see Sienna standing behind Eugene’s back. 


Eventually, one of the knights spoke up, “I am Fahlen of the Second 
Division of the White Dragon Knights. Lord Eugene Lionheart, as well 
as the Wise Lady Sienna, it is an honor to meet you.” 


It wasn’t just Fahlen; all three knights belonged to the Second Division 
of the White Dragon Knights. 


Eugene mused, ‘The Second Division, huh... ’ 


Eugene recalled the friendly match against the White Dragon Knights 
he had once participated in. 


The Second Division... That’s right, he did have some memory of 
them. After defeating Eboldt Magius, the Captain of the Fourth 
Division, two knights had been particularly open with how hard they 
were glaring at Eugene. 


There had been the Captain of the First Division, Karian De’Arc, and 
the Captain of the Second Division, Derry De’Arc. 


While recalling the tanned face of the younger twin brother, Eugene 
said, “For what reason have you been spying on us? Could it really be 
that the Captain of the Second Division has given you the order to do 
so because he has a grudge against me?” 


Fahlen was taken aback, “Huh?” 


Eugene clarified, “I’m talking about the Captain of the Second 
Division, Lord Derry De’Arc. It seems like he’s holding a grudge 
against me?” 


This was, in fact, the truth. During the friendly match that had taken 
place a few years ago, not only had a Captain of the White Dragon 
Knights been defeated by a twenty-year-old youth, but more than half 
of their knights who had participated in that friendly match had also 
been defeated. 


Although Eugene hadn’t done anything bad enough that he would 
need to be taken to task for it, after that friendly match, the twin 
Captains of the White Dragon Knights had been left with the desire to 
teach that young lion from the Lionheart clan a lesson. 


Fahlen hesitated, “That’s... not the case.” 


“The reason we are monitoring Lord Eugene and Lady Sienna is all 
due to the will of our Emperor,” another knight explained. 


The Emperor. The moment the title was said out loud, Eugene couldn’t 
help but click his tongue. 


‘It seems that I can’t just ignore this.’ 


Well, even if he didn’t really like being pushed like this, the Emperor 
was someone that Eugene would have ended up meeting in a few days 
in any case. 


“Let’s go,” Eugene said abruptly. 
The knights were confused, “Huh?” 


“Hasn’t His Majesty sent word several times that he would like to 
meet with me? Then let’s go and meet him right away,” Eugene 
declared. 


Eugene’s decision had a lot of calculations behind it. 


Just look at the current time. The sun was already starting to set. If he 
were to set off for the Imperial Palace immediately, he would arrive 
just in time to have dinner with the Emperor. Then after dinner, it 
would already be deep into the night. Once it had gotten that late, 
Eugene could just make his excuses and depart by saying, ‘It’s late, so 
I’m afraid that I have to leave now.’ 


‘It’s better to meet him at a late hour like now than to wait and meet him 
in the early hours of the day the next time he invites me,’ Eugene thought. 


He was also curious about what kind of food an Emperor would eat. 


1. Not sure how common this is worldwide, but a lot of Asian 
restaurants are known as Family Restaurants because they’re family- 
friendly and offer set meals, the highlight of which are usually the 
kid’s meals. Think of it like a Happy Meal from McDonalds, but with 
side options for the parents as well. 


2. The original Korean uses an archaic word that best translates as 
tribute. The kind of expensive offering that was given to a king or 
high-ranking officials by those of the lower class. In modern slang, the 
word is used to mock those customers who expect to be treated as 
kings by retail employees. Think of customers who staunchly believe 
that ‘the customer is always right.’ = 


Chapter 328 
The Emperor (1) 


“Isn’t this going too far?” Eugene demanded as he pointedly crossed 
his legs and slumped backward in his seat. 


His behavior might be seen as incredibly rude, but by this point, 
Eugene no longer cared about that in the slightest. 


He had been summoned by the emperor. 
He hadn’t made his excuses. 
And he had come when he was called. 


Sienna hadn’t accompanied him as the Emperor had summoned 
Eugene alone. Sienna had been upset about not being included, but 
she had decided to acquiesce for now and had returned to the 
mansion ahead of him. 


After first seeing Sienna off like that, Eugene had gotten into a 
carriage with the knights from the White Dragon Knights. 


But from then on, things slowly started to become more and more 
obnoxious. 


What was so bad about riding in a carriage, you ask? It was at least 
better than walking, but the problem was that it wasn’t just any 
simple carriage. 


The windows were specially tinted so that Eugene couldn’t clearly see 
what was happening outside. When they were rolling down the city 
streets, he could still at least vaguely see through the window, but 
from the moment they entered the palace grounds, Eugene could not 
see what was going on outside and couldn’t hear anything either. 


If he really thought about it, Eugene could understand why it needed 
to be this way. 


This was the Imperial Palace, the place where His Majesty, the 
highest-ranking person in this great nation, resided. As such, it would 
make sense for this place to pay close attention to security and try its 
best to keep things secret. 


However, Eugene still thought they were excessive with all this 
security and surveillance. What had happened when he got off the 
carriage was particularly eye-popping. The knights waiting for him 
outside the carriage had handed him a blindfold with exceedingly 
polite manners. 


By that point, Eugene was so fed-up that he had just let out an 
annoyed snort. Wanting to know just how far they intended to go with 
this, he obediently put on the blindfold. 


Naturally, this wasn’t just any simple and ordinary blindfold. It was an 
artifact enchanted with high-level spells. It didn’t just block sight; it 
also blocked his hearing, smell, and other senses, even making him 
lose his sense of direction. 


Even so, with Eugene’s skill in magic, it was possible for him to 
somewhat resist and mitigate its effects, but Eugene didn’t feel the 
need to do so right away. 


If he did, it was certain that the knights of the royal guard would 
notice the movement of his eyes and start quibbling with him. 
Although Eugene felt like they probably wouldn’t go that far, they 
might accuse him of disrespecting the Emperor or even up the charges 
to treason if he were caught doing so. 


So wearing the blindfold and allowing himself to be led along by the 
knights, the room that Eugene eventually arrived at wasn’t the center 
of some magnificent grand hall, as he had imagined before getting 
into the carriage, nor was he shown to a dining table full of fancy 
delicacies — it wasn’t even a simple parlor. 


It was a not-too-small, solitary room. 


In a tone that made it unclear whether it was an order or a request, 
the knights told him to sit on the chair stuck to the wall. Eugene 
complied with a dangerous smile. 


“Have I committed some kind of crime?” Eugene asked politely. 


Up until this point, Eugene had never once argued with their 
instructions. He hadn’t even asked any questions. After being forced to 
sit in this chair for about thirty minutes, Eugene had still patiently sat 
down with his mouth shut until now. 


But this was it. Eugene thought that he had managed to endure quite a 
lot. After all, hadn’t he sat there in silence for the past thirty minutes? 
While impatiently shaking his right foot, which was draped across his 
left thigh, Eugene glared straight across the room. 


Standing there were two knights with familiar-looking faces. They 
were members of the White Dragon Knights, a royal knightly order 
who served the emperor — Karian De’Arc, Captain of the First 
Division, and Derry De’Arc, Captain of the Second Division. 


“T’m not sure what you mean by that,” Karian responded calmly. 


The two knights might be twins, but they were probably fraternal, as 
they certainly didn’t resemble each other. Moreover, it was easy to tell 
who the younger brother was because Derry’s skin was darkened, as if 
he had a tan. 


However, from today onwards, Eugene decided he would no longer 
associate the name ‘Derry De’Arc’ with things like being a twin, 
someone’s younger brother, or his tanned skin, but something else. 


“Should I start by plucking out one of your eyes?” Eugene suddenly 
said out loud. 


Derry had been glaring fiercely at Eugene with a heavy focus, lost 
control of his expression, and was left staring blankly at Eugene for a 
few moments. 


This was because, for those few moments, Derry was unable to process 
what this brat had just said. 


It couldn’t be helped. 


Today was only the second time that Eugene and Derry had ever met, 
and today was also the first time they had spoken to each other 
personally. This was the most secluded and hidden location in all of 
the Imperial Palace, and Derry was one of the few knights who held 
unquestionable authority over anything that happened in this room. 
Putting all that aside, Derry was still twice as old as Eugene. 


So Derry could only respond by saying, “What did you say just now?” 


Was it possible that Eugene had unconsciously spat out one of the 
thoughts running through his head...? 


There were certainly times when things like that happened, but, at 
least in this case, Eugene hadn’t committed that sort of mistake. 
Eugene had confidently uttered those words while fully meaning to do 
so. 


After having to endure all of these annoyances, to then be glared at by 
this petty and mediocre bastard, who insisted on acting as if he was 
someone who deserved to be respected, Eugene was sick of it. 


“T said that I’m going to pluck out one of your eyes,” Eugene repeated. 


What Eugene truly desired was to unleash a flood of curses at the 
Emperor, but he still had enough self-control to avoid doing so. 


He now understood why Sienna hadn’t been invited along as well. 
This was an obvious and blatant attempt at suppression. But even if 
Straut was the Emperor of a great Empire, he still wouldn’t dare to 
suppress the Wise Sienna. If he had shown even the slightest sign of 
what he intended to do, Sienna would have already acted first by 
turning the Imperial Palace on its head. 


Then what about Eugene? There was actually nothing that he could 
really do about this. Setting Eugene’s reputation aside, the Lionheart 
clan he belonged to had owed their allegiance to the Empire for 
hundreds of years. 


‘Tf it wasn’t for that, I would just—’ 


Eugene was holding back his desire to spit foul curses at the Emperor 
solely to avoid harming his clan. However, as for those two bastards 
just standing there, glaring at him all bug-eyed? It wasn’t like they 
were the Emperor or members of the imperial family, were they? 


Derry was taken aback, “What... did you say?” 


“Tt seems like this bastard’s ears don’t work properly,” Eugene spat 
out, abandoning all pretexts of politeness. 


Holding out a finger in front of him, Eugene crooked it invitingly 
towards Derry. 


“If you’re mad, why don’t you come here and have a go,” Eugene 
challenged. “The Emperor isn’t here yet, and this room seems spacious 
enough, so it should be fine for us to have a duel.” 


Derry roared, “You knave!” 


Eugene retorted, “Lower the volume, you bastard. Don’t you know 
that you’re being disrespectful to the Imperial Palace, the residence of 
His Majesty? It’s not like you twins are children, so how dare you 
throw a tantrum just because you're a little bit upset?” 


Derry’s face flushed red at these provocations. 


Panting angrily, he pulled out a handkerchief from his pocket. Just as 
Derry was about to throw the handkerchief without second thoughts, 
Karian intervened. 


“Stop,” Karian ordered. 
“Don’t get in the way!” Derry shouted back. 
Karian reminded him, “Are you sure that you can win?” 


Karian was actually just as enraged as Derry was. From the start, these 
twins had already been wary and hostile toward Eugene. It was all 
because of their pride as Knights of the White Dragon. 


Whenever people used to talk about who the best knights in the Kiehl 
Empire were, the groups always mentioned were the White Dragon 
Knights and the Lionheart clan’s White Lion Knights and Black Lion 
Knights. 


However, that had now become a story of the past. During the match 
that took place one year ago, the White Dragon Knights were defeated 
seven to three by the Lionheart clan’s White Lion Knights. 


The decisive reason for their defeat was all because of this Eugene 
Lionheart. As a twenty-year-old youth... he defeated three members of 
the White Dragon Knights. Moreover, those defeats had been one- 
sided and overwhelming. 


And of the three that were defeated, one of them had been Eboldt 
Magius, the Captain of the Fourth Division. 


Following the match, the White Dragon Knights were no longer 
referred to as one of the best knightly orders in the Empire. In this 
grand continent, the strongest knights had been confirmed to be the 
Knights of the Lionheart clan. In other words, the household guard of 
a single clan had managed to surpass the elite forces of an Emperor 
and his Empire. 


The individual who had caused all of this was one Eugene Lionheart. 
It was only natural that Karian and Derry, who had proudly served in 
the White Dragon Knights for decades, were hostile to Eugene. 


However... being hostile and wary towards him and being ‘sure that 
you can win’ were two completely different matters. In Karian’s 
opinion, if his younger brother Derry agreed to this duel with Eugene, 
it would definitely result in his brother’s defeat within ten, no, five 
minutes. 


As a Captain, Karian was confident in his skill, and he also recognized 
his younger brother’s skill, but... Eugene Lionheart — a young man, 
currently twenty-one, soon to be twenty-two — was a monster beyond 
all common sense. 


Derry was struck silent at Karian’s question. 


After slowly breathing in and out to calm himself, Derry eventually 
crumpled up the handkerchief and stuffed it back into his pocket. 


After confirming that his brother had calmed down, Karian turned to 
Eugene and asked, “Are these surroundings causing you much 
discomfort?” 


He was asking if Eugene was uncomfortable? Instead of soothing 
Eugene, Karian’s question just made Eugene more annoyed. 


“Of course I’m uncomfortable,” Eugene replied as he cracked his 
knuckles. 


Cracrack. 


This room... had more than a few suspicious corners to it. He had yet 
to investigate it properly, but from his immediate impressions... it 
seemed to be located deep underground. The wall behind his back 
didn’t seem to be made out of any ordinary material either. 


“You dragged me, someone who hasn’t committed any crimes, down 
here like a common criminal,” Eugene accused. “You haven’t even 
given me a proper explanation for this either.” 


“Tf you were truly a suspect, you would have been sent to the 
dungeons instead of escorted to this room. Also, His Majesty would 
never dare to offend you like that,” Kairan said as he checked his 
wristwatch. “Please don’t be too disturbed by His Majesty’s delay. 
Eugene Lionheart, we are aware that you are an exceptional person 
and someone whose status no one can simply ignore.” 


After all, he was the Hero. 


Karian continued, “However, this is the Kiehl Empire, you are a 
citizen of this Empire, and your clan, the Lionhearts, have owed their 
allegiance to the Empire for the past three hundred years. As such, 
you—” 


Eugene cut him off, “So what? Are you saying that His Majesty, the 
Emperor, still has the right to treat an innocent citizen like this?” 


“Regarding that issue... it’s not my place to say anything about it. 
What I do want to say is, His Majesty’s time is precious,” Karian 
insisted with a faint smile. “Also, I hope you recognize what an honor 
this is. You may have already realized this, but... this room holds a 
special secret. As far as Iam aware, the only people who have entered 
this room to hold a conversation with his Majesty are... people that 
His Majesty wishes to build a true relationship with.” 


“A true relationship?” Eugene parroted suspiciously. 


“That’s right,” Karian confirmed. “Even your adoptive father, the 
Patriarch of the Lionheart clan, has never been inside this room.” 


Over the generations, whenever the Imperial Family harbored concern 
in their hearts, especially towards a high-ranking noble, they had 
made use of this Room of Truth. As far as Karian was aware, there had 
never been a case where someone without a title had been led into 
this room. 


‘Though his qualifications are adequate. And he’s certainly dangerous 
enough,’ Karian thought silently as he kept his mouth shut. 


In fact, they didn’t have the chance to continue talking. 
The door to the room opened. 


The current Emperor of Kiehl, Straut the Second, walked into the 
room with his fancy cloak billowing behind him. He looked exactly 
like what an ordinary person would imagine when they thought of the 
word Emperor. Wearing a large crown and a flowing cape, his face 
held the weight of dignity, and he also carried a staff in one hand. 


The Emperor didn’t enter on his own. Right behind him, following the 
Emperor like a shadow, came the knight, Alchester Dragonic, 
Commander of the White Dragon Knights. Alchester showed a 
flustered expression for a moment when he saw Eugene sitting in this 
room, but instead of saying anything immediately, he quietly followed 
the Emperor into the room. 


The moment that the Emperor entered, Karian and Derry immediately 
dropped onto one knee and bowed their heads. Eugene still wasn’t 


happy about all of this, but for now, he decided to get up from his 
chair and pay his respects. 


“There’s no need for that. Please take your seat,” the Emperor 
instantly requested. “Eugene Lionheart, I didn’t call you here just to 
get you to kneel down to me.” 


Both Straut’s gaze and voice were cold. As instructed, Eugene sat 
down while struggling to control the twitching of his cheeks. While 
staring at Eugene, the Emperor lightly tapped his staff on the floor. 


At this movement, a splendid throne appeared across from Eugene. 
The Emperor sat heavily on the throne and rested his chin in one 
hand. 


“T have wanted to meet and speak with you for a while now,” the 
Emperor began. 


“Tt is my honor,” said Eugene. 


“T am glad that you think so. To be honest, I wish that I could have 
met you sooner than this, but... Well, Well] were occupied with other 
matters, and it seems you were also busy at the time,” the Emperor 
muttered before grinning. “In fact, if We really wanted to meet with 
you, We could have met with you sooner than now. However, We are 
unsure if you are aware of this, but... it’s all due to the Lionheart 
Patriarch. He has kept putting off the appointment while making the 
excuse that, as his son, you were still too young and lacking in 
qualifications for an audience with Us. Was it three years ago? During 
the Lionheart clan’s internal turmoil at the Black Lion Castle. At that 
time, We not only called upon the Lionheart Patriarch but you as 
well.” 


Eugene hesitated, “Well... at least you’ve managed to summon me 
now. I am quite overwhelmed by this honor.” 


He didn’t truly feel that way in the slightest, but for now, Eugene 
decided to at least claim that he did. 


“We have long harbored a great interest in you,” the Emperor 
admitted as a thin smile hovered on his lips. “Eugene Lionheart. There 


are so... many words that could be used to describe you. Even now, 
there are several that come to Our mind.” 


Eugene kept silent. 


“Even as a youth, your actions have drawn the attention of the whole 
continent. And Ours as well. But you should remember... before you 
are a Lionheart, you are a citizen of the Empire,” the Emperor lectured 
in a relaxed tone as he raised the staff. 


At this sight, Alchester’s head snapped up as he shouted, “Your 
Majesty—!” 


“We have yet to finish speaking,” the Emperor warned Alchester in a 
low voice. Then he resumed talking to Eugene once more, “Eugene 
Lionheart, the reason We have called you here today isn’t just to take 
your measure... or to compliment you.” 


“Tf that’s the case, why have you called me here?” Eugene asked. 


“Because We wish to know what type of person you are,” the Emperor 
replied as he slowly lowered his staff. “What are your thoughts? What 
have you done, and what do you intend to do in the future?” 


The moment the staff touched the ground, Alchester hastily reached 
out a hand to grab the Emperor’s shoulder. But Karian and Derry, who 
had been sticking close to the Emperor, kept Alchester from laying a 
hand on the imperial personage. 


In unison, the two drew their swords and blocked Alchester’s 
movements. 


Fwooosh! 


The walls that lined this room suddenly disappeared. The figures of 
Alchester, Karian, and Derry, who had been standing behind the 
Emperor, also disappeared. Within a seemingly endless expanse of 
space, only Eugene and the Emperor were left sitting in their chairs as 
they looked across at each other. 


“This is...?” Eugene muttered as he narrowed his eyes and turned to 
look at their surroundings. 


This situation seemed familiar. Just now, Eugene had been sitting in a 
room, but then, without any indication, something had happened to 
change that. 


“This is a conversation between our minds,” the Emperor explained 
with a chuckle as he remained sitting on his throne. “Don’t be too 
alarmed. Because your body and Ours... are still sitting in the room 
exactly as they were. From what We have been informed, you are also 
an exceptional wizard, correct? If so, it should be easy for you to 
understand. All of this... is due to an ancient and mysterious piece of 
magic.” 


“Hmph,” Eugene grunted. 


What had happened just now and this space, it all reminded Eugene of 
the Darkroom in the basement of the Lionheart Estate. 


What had happened in the Darkroom held similarities to the current 
situation. Without any signs, before Eugene could even tell what 
would happen — their minds had been stripped from their bodies and 
materialized within this alternate space. 


“This is a gift that Vermouth Lionheart, ancestor of the Lionheart clan, 
gave to the Imperial Family of Kiehl,” the Emperor explained with a 
leisurely smile as he waved his staff. 


At this gesture, an extravagant wine glass appeared in front of the 
Emperor’s eyes. Even though there was quite some distance between 
them, the scent wafting from the wineglass was strong enough that it 
managed to reach Eugene’s nose. 


“As the Emperor, even in reality, We are quite powerful and able to do 
whatever We so wish. However, in this room, We are omnipotent in 
the truest sense of the word,” the Emperor boasted. 


This wasn’t the real world but instead a world of the mind. Here, the 
Emperor could create whatever he wished. 


However, this omnipotence belonged solely to the Emperor, not to 
Eugene. Eugene had also tried to bring forth several things from his 
imagination as a test, but unlike the Emperor, he wasn’t able to create 
anything. 


“You should understand what that means,” the Emperor said as he 
moistened his lips with the fragrant wine and rose up from his throne. 
“In this room, no, in this world, We far surpass you. And just like in 
reality, there is a vast gap between you and Ourself.” 


For the past three hundred years, this room had faithfully served the 
needs of the Emperors of the Kiehl Empire. It was a joy to use when it 
came to things like satisfying their base desires, but... The true value 
of this room wasn’t to yourself but in how it allowed its user to 
understand others. 


For example, when the time came to decide who would inherit the 
throne. The reigning emperor would summon his heirs to this room to 
complete one final test. Who would be the one who could truly best 
lead the Empire? What desires and ambitions did they harbor in the 
depths of their hearts? For the past three hundred years, the Emperors 
of the Kiehl Empire had all been chosen through this test. 


There were also several other uses apart from that, such as when they 
wished to confirm whether a servant’s loyalty was truly genuine or to 
find out someone’s true intentions. 


And also... 


“No matter how exceptional of a warrior or a wizard you might be, 
even if you are the Hero chosen by the Holy Sword, that holds no 
meaning in this world. With just the slightest desire, We are able to 
shatter your mind.” 


...when they needed to eliminate their enemies. 


“Do you feel that Our behavior is too vicious?” the Emperor asked as 
he began walking over while swirling his wine glass. 


“T was already aware that Your Majesty dislikes the Lionhearts,” 
Eugene calmly replied. 


The Emperor laughed, “Haha! That’s not the case at all. If I really 
disliked your clan, I would have already taken care of the Lionheart 
Patriarch by using this room. It’s not just Us, either. All the previous 
Emperors may indeed have always kept a wary eye on the Lionhearts 
and coveted your power...” 


The Emperor’s footsteps halted. 


“,.but that is all we have done,” claimed the Emperor. “We might be 
wary and envious of your clan, but we have never tried to forcefully 
seize your treasures for ourselves. Out of respect for the Great 
Vermouth who saved this world... and also because of how the 
Lionhearts have always been loyal to the Emperor. So we have never 
felt the need to get rid of your clan, nor have we tried to forcefully lay 
our hands on your power.” 


The Emperor brought the wine glass to his lips once more. 


“Hah...,” the Emperor sighed. “However, now, the Lionhearts have 
grown far too large. Having grown so much, I can’t help but feel that 
they need to be leashed.” 


Eugene held his tongue. 


The Emperor shrugged, “Well, in regards to that, We shall slowly 
consider the issue once our conversation with you is over.” 


“Did you call me here to put a leash on the Lionheart clan?” Eugene 
asked suspiciously. 


“Not at all!” the Emperor replied in a forceful voice. “Eugene 
Lionheart. Allow me to say this much. All this is not because of Our 
own personal desires. Moreso, it’s not even because of any personal 
feelings towards you. It is all because We wish to preserve the 
prosperity of the Empire and the peace of the continent that We have 
summoned you here.” 


“Hah... is that so?” Eugene said doubtfully. “If all you want is the 
prosperity of the Empire and the peace of the continent, why do you have 
to suppress me?” 


The Emperor snorted, “Are you really asking because you don’t know 
the answer? It is because you are an existence that endangers the 
Empire’s prosperity and the peace of the continent.” 


Crack! 
The wine glass that the Emperor was holding shattered in his hand. 


“Being chosen by the Holy Sword, and thus the God of Light? That 
means you must be the Hero. How glorious a fate! Vermouth 
Lionheart truly was a great warrior. However, do we really need such 
warriors and Heroes in this era?” the Emperor asked as his shining 
eyes turned towards Eugene. “Eugene Lionheart. During the Knight 
March in Lehain, We also heard the conversation that you had with 
the Demon King of Incarceration. And then you—! We also saw how 
you offended Gavid Lindman, the Blade of Incarceration.” 


—Stop that madman! 


When Eugene had attacked Gavid back then, the Emperor had 
forgotten his composure and had shouted those words. 


“The Demon King of Incarceration spoke about it, didn’t he. About the 
end of the Oath and the war that might follow! The Demon King, as 
the ruler of Helmuth, showed that he had no intention of starting a 
war first. However, if we were to provoke a war, there is no chance 
they would ever back down from one.” 


—Come to Pandemonium. 


—Climb up through the Demon King’s Castle, Babel, and aim your sword 
at me. 


—If that is what you desire, I shall be excitedly waiting there for you. 


“Who on earth would even want a war?” the Emperor asked 
rhetorically, no longer smiling. With his eyes wide, he glared at 
Eugene and said, “If there is no Hero, then there will be no war. That 
is how it has been for the past three hundred years!” 


“T never even said that I wanted to be the Hero...,” Eugene muttered 
in confusion, but the Emperor was no longer listening to his words. 


In a passionate voice, the Emperor continued shouting, “As long as 
you do not draw your sword against the Demon King, then the war 
will not break out! However, it seems that you haven’t even 
considered that, have you? You not only declared your challenge to 
the Demon King but also to the Duke of Helmuth, Gavid Lindman...” 


“Just what are you so worried about?” Eugene asked with a laugh as 
he crossed his legs disrespectfully. “It seems that Your Majesty is still 
unaware, but have you heard of what happened to Helmuth’s Dragon- 
Demon Castle? I’m the one who brought it to the ground. As for the 
Duke? Haha, I’ve also slain that bastard, Raizakia. Why don’t you 
come to visit the Lionheart estate sometime? Allow me to show you 
the lifeless corpse of Raizakia.” 


“What... did you just say?” the Emperor gasped as his eyes widened 
even further. As his shoulders trembled in fear, he stared at Eugene 
and said, “It was you who felled the Dragon-Demon Castle? And the 
Demonic Dragon Raizakia, who has been in seclusion for hundreds of 
years... you claim to have killed him?” 


“Tf you’re curious, why don’t you try me,” Eugene challenged. 


This situation seemed to be completely unfavorable for Eugene. But 
was that really the case? 


Eugene, at least, didn’t believe so. It was true that this space and the 
magic used to create it granted the Emperor a form of omnipotence. 


‘But Vermouth is the one who created this room.’ 


So Eugene was left without any doubt that the Emperor wouldn’t be 
able to subdue Eugene within this room. Unlike what the Emperor had 
so confidently declared, it would be impossible for him to crush 
Eugene’s mind. 


Eugene, no, Hamel trusted Vermouth. 


“You are challenging me?” the Emperor’s face contorted in a scowl as 


he raised his staff. 
Wooooom! 
The space began to shake. 


The Emperor roared, “You! You are not permitted to tell any form of a 
lie in front of Us. From now on, everything about you, all of your 
thoughts, the very foundation of your being shall be revealed to Us!” 


“T said, try me already,” Eugene just sighed. 
The Emperor growled, “Impudence...!” 
His staff waved at Eugene. 


“First of all, get down on your knees...,” the Emperor trailed off as a 
connection was made, and thoughts began to flow from Eugene to the 
Emperor. 


It wasn’t a complete picture, but the Emperor was left with a vague 
understanding of who Eugene truly was. 


Unable to finish uttering his previous order, the Emperor stood there 
frozen for a few moments. 


“What?” the Emperor eventually muttered, completely unable to 
understand what he had just seen. “The Stupid Hamel?” 


Eugene let out a deep sigh as he leaped up from his seat and said, 
“That’s right, you son of a bitch.” 


1. As in the royal We. 


Chapter 329 
The Emperor (2) 


Why do people curse? 


Was there really a need to look for an answer to that question? 
Cursing was just something that you did. 


Sometimes, curses really did seem to come out all by themselves. 
Because you wanted to curse. 
Because you had no choice but to curse. 


That was currently the case with Eugene. In this situation, faced with 
such an Emperor, the curse words just came pouring out. He had been 
left with no choice but to curse. 


Just look at this bastard — no, this son of a bitch. The words the 
Emperor had just spat out painted quite an interesting picture. 


What did he say? For the Empire’s prosperity and the peace of the 
continent? In the end, this son of a bitch was just scared of Helmuth 
and the Demon Kings. He wanted to stop a war from happening no 
matter what, so he had called Eugene here today to put a leash on 
him. 


In fact, if you looked at it from a different point of view, the 
Emperor’s words did seem reasonable. Helmuth was an extremely 
large empire, and not only was there the threat of the Demon King of 
Incarceration, there was even the Demon King of Destruction standing 
behind him. If all of the nations on the continent, both of the humans 
and all other races, were to join forces, they might barely be able to 
stand their ground in a war against Helmuth — no, if the two Demon 
Kings were to make a personal appearance on the frontlines, the war 
would probably end up one-sidedly flowing in their favor. 


However, Straut could only say those kinds of words because he was 
an Emperor who lived in a peaceful era. Only in that way could he 
actually have such naive thoughts. 


However, Eugene wasn’t someone from this era. Eugene could admit 
that his way of thinking was still tied back to his past, from three 
hundred years ago, during the era of war. Regardless of what others 
might think of him, Eugene really was an old fogey. 


“Let me tell you how things were back in my day, you son of a bitch,” 
Eugene cursed as he sent his chair spinning with a kick. “The world 
was a very fucked-up place. Demonfolk, demonic beasts, and black 
wizards were getting up to all sorts of shit all over the place. 
Meanwhile, all the Demon Kings’ armies were crawling down from the 
Devildom.” 


The Emperor was left grasping for words, “Ah... Wha...” 


“You asked me, who on earth would want a war, didn’t you?” Eugene 
snorted. “Do you really think that, back then, we all wanted the war 
to break out? Huh, do you? Those sons of bitches, the Demon Kings, 
were the ones who first assaulted the rest of the world. As a fucking 
Emperor, haven’t you even learned your history, you bastard?” 


Unable to come up with anything to say in his defense, the Emperor 
was still flapping his lips soundlessly. 


This couldn’t be helped. Straut had been a member of the royal family 
from the moment he was born, and that too, he was born as the 
Crown Prince, first in line for the succession. Because he had such an 
identity, he had hardly ever heard any rude words throughout his 
entire life, and in the same way, he was someone who had never once 
lowered himself to using foul language, nor had he ever felt the need 
to. 


But what about Hamel? Growing up in a rural village in the boonies, 
he had become familiar with swear words from a young age. Having 
been the leader of their village’s gang of kids from a very young age, 
he had practically lived with swear words stuck to his lips. Then, after 
becoming a mercenary, every other word out of his mouth was 
practically a curse 1], 


After becoming comrades with Vermouth, Anise had worked on 
correcting his manners even when it required kicking him in the ass to 
do so, but people, by nature, aren’t so easy to change. The only effect 
of Anise’s efforts was that he cursed somewhat less than before. Even 
now, after dying as Hamel and reincarnating as Eugene, he was still 
just as accustomed to cursing as ever. 


Eugene continued speaking, “After having received such an assault, 
the people of that era were forced to gather their strengths together to 
fight back. As for this current peace? This is also something that was 
only obtained because the people of the past shed their blood in your 
stead. Got that? Not only were you able to grow up in such a fortunate 
world where you can live with a full stomach and a roof over your 
head, but a bastard like you was also even lucky enough to be born 
into the imperial family and become the Emperor. Haaaah, really, you 
son of a bitch!” 


Eugene’s face twisted into a scowl, and he raised his fist threateningly 
at the Emperor. However, the Emperor didn’t show much of a reaction 
to the gesture. 


This was also a natural reaction for him. 


Because the Emperor had never once been on the receiving end of a 
beating in his entire life, he simply didn’t recognize that a fist that had 
been raised like that could ever be thrown at him. 


Eugene didn’t really care about the fact that the Emperor wasn’t 
showing a response. Having been pissed off and annoyed by the 
Emperor, his first reaction was just to pour out everything he wanted 
to say. 


“What was that you said earlier?” Eugene asked with a sneer. “The 
prosperity of the Empire and the peace of the continent? You goat- 
fucking fuckwit, what exactly did you hear when that bastard 
Incarceration was throwing his weight around and yapping away? 
Whether or not a Hero appears, and even if we don’t do anything, that 
motherfucking mysterious Oath is still going to end! And what do you 
think will happen once that Oath is over? What else?! That bastard 
Incarceration will just do the same thing he did three hundred years 
ago. And do you know what that means?” 


There was no response from the Emperor to Eugene’s question. 


“Tt means the world will be fucked!” Eugene roared. “Well? I said the 
world will be fucked, you idiot! You bastard who only knows how to 
spout, ‘You dare! You dare!’ Even knowing just how painfully your 
ancestors got their shit kicked in three hundred years ago, you still 
have the nerve to say such things?” 


The Emperor still couldn’t come up with a response to all this. It 
wasn’t that he couldn’t come up with a way to refute Eugene’s words. 
It was just that the Emperor found himself unable to fully comprehend 
the situation he was in. 


The man who was vomiting out such a vulgar and uncultured speech 
right in front of him was Eugene Lionheart. There was no doubt about 
that. However, due to the powers given to him by this Space, the 
Emperor had discovered that the one inside Eugene Lionheart was the 
Stupid Hamel. 


But did that even make any sense? 


What was the Stupid Hamel who died three hundred years ago doing 
inside Eugene Lionheart? And was that Stupid Hamel from three 
hundred years back actually admonishing the Emperor of the Kiehl 
Empire with such harsh curse words? 


How the hell was he just supposed to accept this? 


Eugene broke the silence, “You shithead, when an elder born three 
hundred years earlier than you is speaking to you, how dare you keep 
your mouth shut? Aren’t you going to say anything?” 


The Emperor eventually stammered, “Im... impudence...” 


Eugene frowned, “Impudence? Yow’re the one being impudent, you 
fucktrumpet!” 


Until now, Eugene had been holding himself back from taking action 
by using curse words instead, but since the Emperor was still behaving 
like this, he felt that cursing alone wasn’t enough. If this was still in 
reality, Eugene would have made an effort to be even the slightest bit 


more patient, but now that they were here in the special space, he 
didn’t have any intention of keeping his patience. 


Eugene stalked over to the Emperor with a grim expression on his 
face. 


Even the Emperor couldn’t afford to stay still at this move. He still 
couldn’t quite grasp this situation, but even a neighborhood stray, let 
alone an Emperor, would be able to tell that someone drawing closer 
to them with that expression on their face wouldn’t have any kind 
intentions for them upon arrival. 


“You dare!” the Emperor roared as he waved his staff. 
Fwooosh! 


Because his omnipotence within this space was still intact, the 
Emperor was able to fly high into the sky out of his own free will. He 
created a new throne from this higher vantage point and sat down on 
it while glaring at Eugene. 


Mustering his dignity, the Emperor shouted, “You dare to question Us, 
the Emperor of the Kiehl Empire—!” 


“Aren’t you going to get down from there?” Eugene chided like an 
adult speaking to a particularly naughty child. 


The Emperor stammered, “T-tell Us your true identity!” 


Eugene snorted, “Tell you what? Haven’t you already discovered it 
due to your oh-so-impressive powers? You already know who I am.” 


“Th-that’s...,” the Emperor trailed off uncertainly. 


“Fine, since you want me to say it, I’ll just say it. 1am Eugene 
Lionheart, the reincarnation of Hamel Dynas, who died three hundred 
years ago. Satisfied? But not even the Emperor of my era dared to 
behave as arrogantly as you have, you motherfucker!” Eugene swore 
loudly. 


That was a lie. Three hundred years ago, he did meet the Emperor, 
but that was before they had even started exploring the Devildom in 
earnest. 


After their party crossed the sea and made a name for themselves 
while wandering through the Devildom for some time, they declared 
that their goal was to slay the Demon Kings and had returned to the 
continent for resupply and reorganization. The “Hero Vermouth” and 
his companions had been invited to an audience with the rulers of the 
continent, which had included the then Emperor of Kiehl. 


In a world that was falling to pieces, the banquet could only have 
been held by squeezing the lifeblood out of the already suffering 
people; all to send a farewell to the warriors who would be setting out 
to slay the Demon Kings and the Hero who stood at their head. Even 
back then, Eugene had disliked how those rulers had held themselves, 
but that being said, he had still been able to hold himself back from 
pointing an accusing finger at the emperors and cursing them out. 


But what if...? What if Hamel had returned from the Castle of the 
Demon King of Incarceration without dying? Would the Emperor of 
that era have still been as arrogant as the Emperor of today’s era? 


Eugene didn’t think that would have been the case. So even if what he 
had just said was untrue, Eugene didn’t think of it as a lie. 


“We... are the Emperor of Kiehl,” the Emperor declared as he gathered 
his faculties and settled his trembling voice. 


Reincarnation? Could such a thing really exist in this world? The 
Emperor still couldn’t quite believe it, but — he had no choice but to 
believe it. 


“Eugene Lionheart...!” the Emperor took a breath. “Even if you are the 
reincarnation of the Stupid Hamel, the hero from three hundred years 
ago, how dare you be so rude in front of Us—” 


Eugene cut him off short, “Why shouldn’t I?” 


Still standing in the same spot, Eugene looked up at the Emperor, who 
was so high that even if Eugene tilted his head all the way back, he 


could only see the soles of the Emperor’s feet. 


As a test, Eugene tried to move his body around. He found himself 
able to move easily without any problems. Next, he tried taking a few 
light hops on the spot. 


“Just think about it,” Eugene continued. “The reason you called me 
here was to either subjugate or get rid of me by using the impressive 
powers of this space.” 


The Emperor hesitated, “That’s...” 


Eugene raised an eyebrow, “Are you going to try and deny it? Is it 
alright for an Emperor like you to lie about such a thing?” 


“This truly is all for the prosperity of the Empire and the peace of the 
continent!” the Emperor roared, refusing to back down. “Eugene 
Lionheart! If you really are the Stupid Hamel from back then, 
shouldn’t you be able to understand Our will all the more? After all, 
didn’t you personally see and experience that terrible war from three 
hundred years ago?!” 


“Of course, I know all about it,” Eugene admitted. 


“Our current peace was won back then by Vermouth Lionheart and 
the other heroes like you!” The Emperor attempted to claim, “But We, 
as the reigning Emperor, have the duty to maintain this peace—” 


“Tt seems you weren’t fucking listening to what I just said, were you, 
you moron? Even if we don’t do anything, the Oath is still going to 
end!” Eugene repeated himself. 


“Even so... there should still be other methods,” the Emperor 
desperately insisted. “And the Oath still hasn’t ended just yet! Also, 
even if the Oath does end, it’s not guaranteed that the Demon Kings 
will declare a war—” 


Eugene snapped back, “And there’s no guarantee they won’t! Hey, do 
you really think you know the Demon Kings better than I do? Huh? 
When you don’t even know better than me, why do you keep trying to 
get the last word?” 


The Emperor shook his head, “There might... still be other methods. A 
way to maintain peace without a war or killing the Demon Kings...!” 


Cracracrack. 


Gripping the armrests of his throne so strongly that the wood was 
starting to shatter, the Emperor declared, “That is the reason We 
summoned you! Because We believed that it was necessary to prevent 
you from acting in haste. To understand your true intentions and 
determine whether you are a threat to the Empire and the world!” 


“So what are you going to do now?” Eugene asked with a smirk as he 
tilted his head to the side. “You’ve already tried it, haven’t you? The 
power that you’ve been granted inside this space can’t do anything to 
threaten me.” 


“Do not underestimate Our power!” the Emperor warned. 


Eugene sneered, “I might just roll over laughing. If anyone were to see 
you now, they might think that you were the one who created the 
powers of this place. But Vermouth was the one who gave this to you, 
didn’t he?” 


Without saying anything in response, the Emperor suddenly raised his 
staff. 


Voovoovooom! 


The space began to vibrate once more. A colossal sword abruptly 
appeared high in the skies above where the Emperor was sitting. 


“Eugene Lionheart — no!” the Emperor corrected himself. “The Stupid 
Hamel, your very existence poses a great threat to the Empire and the 
world! As such, We shall administer your sentence here and now!” 


Eugene snorted, “Let’s just say that you do whatever you’re thinking 
of, you dumbass. What are you going to do about Sienna, who you 
didn’t call here today?” 


The Emperor faltered, “That’s...” 


Eugene prompted, “You should know by now I’m actually not just 
Sienna’s heir. So what do you think will happen if I don’t return from 
the Imperial Palace? Sienna will naturally come looking for me, no?” 


The Emperor’s eyes began to waver. 


Like Eugene had just said, even if it was possible to somehow subdue 
or kill Eugene, the existence of the wise Sienna still remained a huge 
threat. If they were able to bring her into this room, there might be 
some way of dealing with her, but... would it even be possible to hold 
a conversation with an Archwizard who was in a full rage because her 
heir, no, her old friend had run into some kind of problem in the 
palace? 


However... that being said, the Emperor still couldn’t back down from 
his position. 


Eugene Lionheart was dangerous. Just from the fact that he was the 
Hero, he endangered their current peace, but the knowledge that his 
true identity was that of an old ghost from three hundred years in the 
past made him even more of a threat! The Emperor had to somehow 
get a leash on him here and now. 


“Do you really think you are doing the right thing here?” Eugene 
asked with a snort. “Sienna is alive, and so is Molon. There’s me as 
well. The continent is in much better shape than it was three hundred 
years ago. The Demon King of Incarceration and the demonfolk may 
also have gotten that much stronger, but we’re still not at such a huge 
disadvantage as we were three hundred years ago.” 


The Emperor silently considered this. 


“You said that I, as the Hero, am a threat to the world, but is that 
really the case?” Eugene asked skeptically. “Instead, isn’t my existence 
an insurance policy put in place in case the world really is about to 
get fucked up?” 


Emperor Straut the Second wasn’t an idiot. He might have his own 
greed and reservations against the Lionheart clan, but even he realized 
there was cause to rethink his previous course of action. 


Should he really kill Eugene Lionheart, the Hero? 


It wasn’t like he hadn’t given any previous thought to making such a 
choice. However, like Eugene had just said, the Emperor felt that the 
existence of the Hero might actually be needed. 


It was just that currently, in this period when the Oath had yet to run 
its course, the Emperor had believed that it was necessary to maintain 
the peace by restraining the young Hero from running amok due to his 
hot-bloodedness and getting into conflicts with Helmuth and the 
Demon Kings. 


After all, wasn’t there already a precedent for doing so? If Eugene 
hadn’t raised his middle finger to the Demon King of Incarceration 
during the Knight March, or if he hadn’t decided to attack the Blade of 
Incarceration when the latter was attempting to withdraw, then the 
Emperor wouldn’t have felt the need to use such an extreme method 
to put Eugene in his place. 


“T still find you extremely dangerous,” the Emperor eventually said 
with a long sigh as he waved his staff. At this gesture, the sword 
floating in the sky disappeared without a trace. “When you’ve already 
gone so far as to fell the Dragon-Demon Castle... and you’ve even 
slain Raizakia, one of the Dukes of Helmuth, haven’t you? If these 
facts were to be revealed, they would undoubtedly cause a 
controversy.” 


“Since it’s a secret that I’m the one who brought down the Dragon- 
Demon Castle, everything will be just fine,” Eugene assured him. 


The Emperor hissed, “You’ve slain Duke Raizakia, so do you really 
think that your responsibility for the fall of the Dragon-Demon Castle 
will remain a secret!” 


Eugene waved off his concern, “Hey, I said that it will be fine. All of 
the demonfolk in Helmuth would have already known that Raizakia 

wasn’t in the Dragon-Demon Castle at the time. And the Demon King 
of Incarceration won’t even care that Raizakia is dead.” 


“How can you be so sure of that...?” 


“Do you really think you have a better idea than I do of what that 
bastard Incarceration might be thinking?” 


When Eugene put it like that, the Emperor had no choice but to keep 
his mouth shut. 


To be honest, Eugene wasn’t really all that confident in this regard. 
Eugene had never actually faced the Demon King of Incarceration 
himself, three hundred years ago, and even though they had met 
several times since he was reincarnated... he still couldn’t even begin 
to guess what kind of thoughts might be running through the head of 
the Demon King of Incarceration. 


Eugene thought of something, “And also, you might think that the 
world right now is extremely peaceful, so you say that you have a 
duty to protect the peace, but... that’s not actually true, though?” 


“What do you mean by that?” the Emperor asked suspiciously. 


Eugene told the Emperor of what had almost occurred in the Samar 
Rainforest. 


He told how Edmond Codreth, one of the Three Mages of 
Incarceration, had performed a ritual deep within the Rainforest and 
had almost become a Demon King by sacrificing tens of thousands of 
the native tribal people. 


The Emperor gasped, “That’s just absurd...!” 


“Why would I lie?” Eugene defended himself. “If you don’t believe me, 
you can check it yourself using your powers, no?” 


But wouldn’t the Emperor have already done so if he could? Although 
he was brimming with the desire to confirm the truth for himself, his 
powers weren’t working as he wanted them to. 


Just like in the earlier case, the Emperor had attempted to investigate 
every last detail about Eugene, but all he had been able to find out 
with the powers of this space was that Eugene was also the Stupid 
Hamel... 


‘As expected, it seems like they’re not working properly,’ Eugene thought 
as he confirmed his suspicions through the Emperor’s reaction. 


Vermouth, who had created this space, must have arranged it so that 
the powers of this place wouldn’t be able to pose a threat to Hamel. 
Since the Lionheart line must also have continued to exist for the sake 
of Hamel’s reincarnation, such arrangements should not only apply to 
Eugene but also to those of the Lionheart blood as well. 


Eugene tried to convince the Emperor once more, “Also, it’s not like 
I’m going to start a war right away or go off to fight the Demon King.” 


The Emperor eyed him skeptically. 


“Tve already been reincarnated after dying once three hundred years 
ago,” Eugene reminded him. “Do you really think I’m crazy enough to 
put myself in a position where I would definitely die once more? I’ve 
also made some plans after thinking everything through.” 


The Emperor considered this, “Hmm...” 


“Think about it rationally, Emperor Straut the Second; what reason do 
we have to go against each other? Naturally, I also want this world to 
be peaceful. After all, I even fought and died for that peace three 
hundred years ago,” Eugene said persuasively as he motioned for the 
Emperor to descend. “It’s hard to keep looking up at you like this. 
Why don’t you come down a little closer so we can have an in-depth 
conversation? That’s right, let’s try and have that truthful conversation 
that you were aiming for.” 


Eugene’s words were delivered in a soothing tone. His attitude might 
be disrespectful, and his tone was extremely arrogant, but... the 
Emperor decided to try and understand him with a heart as open as 
the sea. After all, he agreed with Eugene’s words. World peace — just 
how wonderful did those two words sound. 


“Alright,” the Emperor agreed with a nod as he waved his staff once 
more. 


His throne, which was floating high in the sky, slowly began to 
descend. 


The Emperor declared, “Hero from the past, allow Us to introduce 
Ourself once more. We are the forty-eighth Emperor of the Kiehl 
Empire, Straut Theodore Kiehl—” 


“Come here, you son of a bitch,” Eugene suddenly snarled, showing no 
intention of listening to the end of the Emperor’s introduction. 


The moment the throne had come within reach, Eugene’s hands had 
shot out and grabbed the legs of the throne. 


“You ill-mannered bastard,” Eugene cursed. “You keep acting so 
haughty just because you’re the Emperor, but I’m three hundred years 
older than a fucking brat like you!” 


“Wh-what are you doing?!” the Emperor yelped as his arms waved 
around in shock. 


He attempted to throw off Eugene and raise the throne back up, but it 
didn’t work as he wanted. Instead, the throne fell to the ground due to 
the force of Eugene’s pull. 


“You’re asking me what I’m doing? You should know; this is all for 
your sake,” Eugene said. 


The Emperor panicked, “What are you talking about...?!” 


“You’re so arrogant and mannerless because you’ve never once 
received a proper beating since you were born. But this is just fine. It’s 
not like you’ll get hurt in real life just because you receive a beating in 
here. Now then,” Eugene’s eyes widened in excitement as he pulled 
the Emperor up by his collar. “I’m just going to have to hit you a few 
times.” 


A sudden swing of Eugene’s palm slammed into the Emperor’s cheek. 


1. The original Korean text describes him as ‘living with a rag in his 
mouth.’ Koreans use the idiom of ‘having a rag in their mouth’ to 
describe someone who swears a lot, similar to how English would 
describe such a person as foul-mouthed. 


Chapter 330 
The Emperor (3) 


Meanwhile, back in the room, everything was silent. 


Alchester was familiar with this sort of situation and the 
accompanying silence. 


Alchester had been the knight in charge of escorting the Emperor 
when the latter was still just the Crown Prince, and from there, they 
had grown out of the master-servant relationship into regarding each 
other as friends. So Alchester was well acquainted with this room and 
could understand why the Emperor had summoned Eugene Lionheart 
here. 


However, that didn’t mean he could just accept it. Just because the 
Emperor was his friend and the lord he had sworn to serve didn’t 
mean Alchester could accept his decisions unconditionally. 


Alchester knew the purpose of this room. It was here that generation 
after generation of Kiehl’s Emperors had been able to separate their 
friends from their foes, gain a complete understanding of their allies, 
and deliver a unilateral judgment onto their enemies. 


“T really don’t like this,” Alchester muttered to himself in a low voice. 


This wasn’t something that a royal knight, who was meant to be 
absolutely loyal to the Emperor, should say, but Alchester just couldn’t 
feel comfortable with this situation. 


“What exactly about this is causing you such a disturbance?” one of 
the De’Arc brothers asked, neither having put away their swords. 


Their swords, which they had drawn together in unison, were crossed 
over each other and had stopped just short of slicing Alchester’s 
throat. 


Their sharp blades touched his bare skin, but Alchester didn’t pay 
their swords any attention. He was still glaring down at the hand he 
had placed on the Emperor’s shoulder. 


“Please withdraw your hand, Lord Alchester,” Karian requested. 


“No matter how close you may be to His Majesty, your current 
behavior is extremely disrespectful to your liege,” Derry scolded. 


Biting down hard on his lips, Alchester withdrew his hand. Once he 
had done so, the De’Arc brothers also placed their swords into their 
sheaths. While still remaining wary of Alchester, the two slowly 
retreated backward to stand on either side of Eugene. 


Alchester’s brow furrowed as he glared at the De’Arc brothers. 


“The Emperor didn’t tell me anything about this matter or anything 
that is going on here,” Alchester complained. 


“You should already know the reason for that, Commander,” said 
Karian. “This Eugene Lionheart, it seems that the Commander truly 
regards this cheeky brat fondly?” 


Alchester raised an eyebrow, “You're saying I regard him fondly?” 


“Would it be better to say that you favor him?” Derry returned the 
question with a smirk. 


Snorting at the De’Arc brothers’ words, Alchester shook his head and 
said, “I can’t just let your words go like this. Lord Karian, Lord Derry, 
whether it’s regarding him fondly or favoring him, don’t those words 
make it sound like I’m a superior looking down on Sir Eugene from a 
higher position?” 


As he said this, Alchester turned to stare at Eugene. The Emperor and 
Eugene’s eyes were shut tightly as if they were in a deep sleep. Their 
minds were most likely elsewhere, having a conversation in a space 
separate from this one, within the world of their consciousness. 


Alchester continued, “I don’t think of myself as such an amazing 


person. The fact that I’m older than Sir Eugene? What’s so important 
about that? There are many other things that a knight should value 
more than that. Whether it’s their honor, skill, courage, or conviction. 
If you had to count them out one by one, you would find countless 
other things more important than one’s age.” 


The De’Arc brothers remained silent. 


“What I’m trying to say is, in terms of the countless qualities that a 
knight should have, I don’t think that there are any in which I greatly 
surpass Sir Eugene; instead, there are many things that I feel I am 
lacking in compared to him. That’s why I can’t say that I regard him 
fondly or favor him,” Alchester paused as he glanced down at 
Eugene’s sword. “In my eyes, Sir Eugene is someone I respect as a 
fellow knight. He’s someone I wish to compete with, someone I want 
to match in terms of skill, and also someone I hold in awe.” 


Karian frowned, “Please don’t say such careless things, Lord Alchestor 
Dragonic. You are the Commander of the White Dragon Knights, the 
Sword of His Majesty, and the Empire’s strongest knight.” 


“Yes, you’re right. I am the Commander of the White Dragon Knights. 
His Majesty’s Sword. However, the strongest knight in the Empire? 
Haha! Strangely enough, a lot of people do call me that. But allow me 
to say that I, at least, have never thought of myself in that way at all,” 
Alchester admitted as he shook his head with a chuckle. “If you were 
to ask me right now to name the knights in this Empire who I feel are 
better than me, I can recite several names without hesitation. If you 
expand that range to the entire continent, the number grows so much 
that they can’t be counted with all the fingers on your hands. Also, in 
a nutshell, Eugene Lionheart, this young man, should be counted 
among that number.” 


Derry burst out in reprimand, “Lord Alchester!” 


Alchester chided him sarcastically, “Lower your voice. What are you 
going to do if it causes His Majesty to open his eyes?” 


Karian warned him once more, “Please be careful of your words and 
actions, Lord Alchester. Didn’t you say earlier that you don’t like this? 
That might be taken as you doubting His Majesty’s choice of actions 


”? 


“Of course, I’m doubting him,” Alchester responded without 
hesitation. He glared at the De’Arc brothers as they stood on either 
side of the slumbering Eugene and continued speaking, “If I had 
known about this beforehand, I would have remonstrated with His 
Majesty even if it meant losing my head. You two should also be 
aware of the purpose of this room’s existence.” 


“T don’t really feel any desire to know what you might be thinking of 
that has caused you so much hesitation, my lord,” Karian said 
dismissively. “However, Lord Alchester, His Majesty did not summon 
Eugene Lionheart here to suppress him. It was just for the sake of 
having a sincere conversation—” 


“A conversation?” Alchester laughed sarcastically, “Hahaha... Can you 
really say that when you know full well the abilities of this room? 
What’s going on in this room right now most likely isn’t just a 
conversation. And, of course, it won’t be a recruitment attempt 
either.” 


Alchester clenched his fists tightly before continuing to speak. 


“T wasn’t informed what was going to happen today, but you two 
obviously knew,” Alchester accused. “Why didn’t you say anything to 
persuade His Majesty otherwise? If there truly was a need for a sincere 
conversation, they didn’t need to come to this room for it.” 


Alchester might not have personally heard from His Majesty about 
why he had summoned Eugene to this room, but... it should be 
because His Majesty had judged that Eugene, as the Hero, was a threat 
to the Empire. 


If that was the case, then what had the Emperor decided to do to 
Eugene? Was he going to eliminate Eugene or just subdue him? Right 
now, those were the only two options that the Emperor could choose 
from. 


However, things of that nature shouldn’t be done to Eugene Lionheart. 
He had not only received the acknowledgment of the Holy Sword, he 
had even been personally recognized as the Hero by the Demon King 
himself. 


At this moment, the end of the Oath that had lasted for three hundred 
years was approaching. But to think that the Hero who, like the Great 
Vermouth, would personally lead the way into a new era through his 
firm will and actions was actually being persecuted by the Emperor 
instead of receiving his support? Although, for now, Alchester didn’t 
know how their conversation might end, he already felt disillusioned 
by the Emperor’s decision. 


Karian frowned, “You say that we shouldn’t have come to this room... 
your words make it seem like you doubt His Majesty’s purpose, my 
lord.” 


“Tf I say Ido, would you report it to His Majesty?” Alchester 
challenged. 


“Of course, I would,” Karian readily admitted. 


“Haha! If that’s the case, then it seems that I, too, will have to have a 
sincere conversation with the Emperor,” Alchester let out a snort of 
laughter and shook his head. 


If the Emperor really did so, Alchester would accept the invitation to 
their conversation without any resistance. 


There was no further communication between the knights. The 
De’Arcs remained wary that Alchester might attempt to disturb the 
Emperor’s body, but Alchester simply stood quietly behind the 
Emperor without taking any other actions. 


The thing that eventually broke the following silence was a low groan, 
“...Mmmm...” 


All three knights flinched and turned to look at the source of the 
noise. 


It was Eugene Lionheart. His bowed head was raised up, and his 
shuttered eyes opened. The next moment, Eugene immediately came 
to his senses and stood up. 


Unlike Eugene, who had already gathered his faculties, the Emperor’s 
eyes were still shut. Instead of waking, the Emperor’s shoulders were 


trembling like he was going through a seizure. 


“Your Majesty?!” Standing right behind the Emperor, Alchester 
panicked and grabbed the Emperor’s shoulders. 


However, the Emperor's shaking wouldn’t stop. 
“There is blood!” Derry let out a cry. 


With his head still drooping low, blood was dripping down the 
Emperor’s face due to a nosebleed. 


Alchester’s face paled. He quickly stepped in front of the Emperor and 
checked for a pulse while observing his complexion. 


Fortunately, there were no further problems with the Emperor’s pulse 
and breathing. The only symptom was the nosebleed. But what on 
earth had happened? This was the first time such a thing had ever 
occurred. 


The De’Arc brothers roared loudly as their faces twisted into a 
grimace. 


“You knave!” 
“You, how dare you harm His Majesty!” 
Drawing their swords at the same time, they slashed at Eugene. 


He had just returned to his senses, but Eugene’s head was perfectly 
clear. 


With swords coming at him from both sides, Eugene just reached out 
with both hands instead of panicking. 


Fwoosh! 


The flames of the White Flame Formula were instantly drawn upon to 
engulf both of Eugene’s hands. 


“Why don’t you two calm down?” Eugene suggested. 


The De’Arc brothers’ swords weren’t able to move an inch. Although 
the brothers had drawn and slashed their swords in a hurry, there 
should have been more than enough force behind their blows. But the 
pair’s swords couldn’t even leave a small mark on the palms that had 
blocked their attacks, let alone keep pushing. 


No, in fact, they hadn’t even been able to touch him. 


The purple flames covering Eugene’s palms were overpowering the 
De’Arc brother’s sword-force in terms of momentum and were instead 
pushing the swords backward. 


“What did you do to his Majesty?!” Karian and Derry shouted 
accusingly as they leaped backward, bringing their sword-force to full 
power. 


Even though they had just asked Eugene a question, the two swung 
their swords down on him once more without waiting for his 
response. 


Their attacks weren’t meant to just subdue him. Their swords were 
practically dripping with their intent to murder Eugene. Their rage 
was understandable as their Emperor had been put into such a 
worrying state, but that said, Eugene wasn’t just going to calmly allow 
them to keep slashing at him. 


“No, like I said, calm down already,” Eugene huffed. 
But it didn’t seem like they would listen to his words. 
‘It can’t be helped,’ Eugene decided. 


The moment the De’Arc brothers’ swords were about to hit, Eugene 
suddenly disappeared. The two fierce blades of sword-force sliced 
through the now empty space. 


Instead of being shocked that Eugene had somehow managed to dodge 
them, the two brothers were more shaken by the fact that they hadn’t 


even been able to catch the slightest glimpse of Eugene’s movements. 


But before they could get over their shock, it was replaced with 
agony. 


“Gagh!” Derry let out a choked gasp as he buckled over. 


A fist was buried deep in his liver. At some point, Eugene suddenly 
appeared right at Derry’s side. 


Eugene had struck Derry with a measured amount of force, but he 
didn’t feel like his anger was soothed in the slightest. The memory of 
how this son of the bitch, Derry De’Arc, had been forcefully glaring at 
him earlier ran through his mind. 


That said, it would be too cruel of him to actually pluck out Derry’s 
eyes, so Eugene decided to compromise. 


Bam! 


Derry’s head jerked backward. Eugene’s fist had struck Derry in the 
left eye with a short jab. 


“My eye!” Derry screamed as his hands rose to cover his face. 


Thanks to Eugene’s exquisite control over his strength, Derry’s eyeball 
hadn’t burst, but it hurt so much that it felt like his eye socket had 
been set on fire, making it difficult to see. 


Crack! 


A whip-like swing of Eugene’s leg shattered Derry’s left shin. Derry fell 
to the floor with another scream. 


At this sight, the older brother Karian let out a roar and rushed at 
Eugene, only for Eugene to give him fair treatment. Since the younger 
brother was struck in his left eye and shin, the older brother was 
struck in the right eye and shin. 


“T told you two to calm down,” Eugene said with a click of his tongue 
as he looked down on the brothers, who had collapsed to the floor 
unconscious. 


Then Eugene straightened his expression and turned to face the last 
person standing in front of him, Alchester Dragonic. 


Alchester was still examining the Emperor. Even though the De’Arc 
brothers were being beaten right behind his back without even being 
able to lay a hand on their attacker, Alchester hadn’t paid them any 
attention. 


“Shouldn’t you be taking His Majesty to a safe place?” asked Eugene. 


“Tt seems like there aren’t any major problems with his condition,” 
Alchester said after a long sigh as he straightened up. “I am not a 
healer, but I know enough to tell that His Majesty’s current condition 
isn’t bad enough that he requires hospitalization.” 


Eugene hesitated, “But what if...” 


“Tt seems you're worried about him,” Alchester commented as he 
turned his head to look at Eugene. “If I had taken His Majesty to a safe 
place immediately, would the De’Arc brothers who were left here be 
able to arrest you?” 


Eugene just shrugged without a response. This was because the answer 
to that question was already laid out in front of Alchester’s eyes. 


“That’s right,” Alchester nodded. “Those two are exceptional knights, 
but they still can’t match up to you. Seeing them from your point of 
view, the De’Arc Brothers... and the rest of the Captains in the White 
Dragon Knights must seem like children.” 


“Tt’s just because they were hasty,” Eugene explained. 


“No matter what, the results have already been settled,” Alchester said 
with a shrug. “If I leave here with His Majesty, what will you do now? 
Would you be willing to wait here until I return?” 


“Of course I am,” Eugene nodded. 


“Just what on earth did you do?” Alchester asked with another sigh. 
With a depressed expression, Alchester stared at Eugene and said, “No 
matter what the reason may be, you’ve woken up... and His Majesty 
hasn’t. He’s even lost some blood.” 


Eugene didn’t offer any explanation. 


Alchester stated his concerns aloud, “The moment I leave this room 
with His Majesty... you will become a traitor who has harmed the 
Emperor of the Kiehl Empire. The laws of the empire cannot be 
ignored just because you are the Hero. Also, this matter won’t end 
with just you alone. It won’t end with the main branch of the 
Lionheart clan, either. All of the collateral bloodlines will be charged 
with treason as well.” 


“That sounds likely,” Eugene agreed. 


“You... probably won’t agree to be charged with any crimes,” 
Alchester guessed. “The moment I leave this room, no, even if I stay 
here, you’re probably already planning on escaping somehow. Because 
if you were willing to be treated as a criminal, you wouldn’t have 
knocked the De’Arc brothers unconscious.” 


“That’s right,” Eugene nodded. 
“That’s why I’m facing such a dilemma,” Alchester complained. 


Was it really okay for him to say all this right now? Alchester asked 
himself as he touched the sword at his waist. 


“To prevent you from escaping, should I be trying to block you, or... 
should I instead be helping you to escape,” Alchester voiced his 
confusion. 


“Huh?” Eugene’s head tilted to the side. 


“Within this Imperial Palace, there are a lot of things that are 
accessible to me. I can temporarily hide His Majesty, who has lost 


consciousness, making it seem like he’s been kidnapped. It’s possible 
to buy us some time in that way, then I can help you escape from 
beneath the countless eyes within the Imperial Palace,” Alchester 
proposed. 


Eugene called out to him, “Lord Alchester.” 


Alchester continued without a pause, “Of course, that means I’ll 
probably lose a lot in the process. It won’t just be my personal honor 
that will be tarnished, but also the honor that has been passed down 
through my family over the past three hundred years. No, I might 
even lose my entire clan. The same goes for you as well. Even if the 
main family line were to somehow escape the Empire, the Lionheart’s 
countless collateral lines would be left within the hands of the empire. 
They will all, most likely, be executed.” 


The more he spoke, the more desperate and depressed Alchester felt. 


Letting out another sigh, Alchester continued speaking, “However, 
that’s the only way for you to survive. You need to run away, flee 
from this empire, and hide in another country while making your 
preparations.” 


Eugene asked curiously, “What should I be preparing for?” 


Alchester answered, “Slaying the Demon Kings, of course. After all, 
that’s the sole thing that you, as the Hero, are meant to do.” 


“So you're willing to assist me because of that?” Eugene asked once 
more. 


“Rather than turning you in as a traitor and locking you in a cell, this 
would be the better choice for the whole world. That’s right, so there 
wasn’t really a need to face this dilemma at all,” Alchester finally 
realized as he shook his head with a wry smile. 


After looking at Alchester with a strange expression, Eugene grinned 
and sat down in his chair. 


“What are you doing?” Alchester demanded. 


“T have no intention of running away,” Eugene explained. “There’s no 
need for me to do so either. As such, you do not need to have been so 
tortured by this dilemma, Lord Alchester.” 


“What on earth...? It seems that you don’t even know what you’re 
saying. There’s no way that something like this will end lightly,” 
Alchester argued. 


“No, it will end without any fuss,” Eugene said, staring at the still- 
fainted Emperor. “Because the Emperor is extremely generous, after 
all. So just wait here with me until His Majesty comes to his senses.” 


Alchester asked skeptically, “Are you being serious right now?” 
“T am,” Eugene nodded firmly. 


While feeling confused, Alchester stared directly into Eugene’s eyes. It 
didn’t seem like Eugene was lying or scheming something. 


For a few moments, Alchester hesitated before nodding his head. 


“Mmm...” After some time had passed, the Emperor opened his eyes 
with a groan. 


Alchester quickly got down on one knee before the Emperor and 
shouted, “Your Majesty!” 


“Lord... Alchester...,” said the Emperor, as he raised his head while 
gasping for breath. 


On the other side of the kneeling Alchester, he saw the fainted De’Arc 
brothers, each with a leg grotesquely bent in the wrong direction. 


And behind those two, he saw Eugene sitting in a chair. When the 
Emperor’s eyes met with Eugene’s, Eugene winked back with a smile. 


“Aaaah!” the Emperor cried out as the memories of a terrible banquet 
of violence flashed through his mind. 


Pwoosh! 


As memories of such agony that he had never before experienced 
stimulated the Emperor’s mind, the nosebleed that had been stopped 
temporarily began to flow once more. 


“Your Majesty!” Alchester cried out in alarm. 
“Are you alright?” Eugene also asked in a worried tone. 


With trembling shoulders, the Emperor nodded and stammered, “I-I- 
I’m fine.” 


“Your Majesty, just what on earth happened?” Alchester asked while 
holding on to the Emperor’s trembling hands comfortingly. 


Through gritted teeth, the Emperor declared, “Nothing... happened...” 
Alchester frowned, “Huh?” 


“T said, nothing happened...!” the Emperor insisted while avoiding 
Eugene’s gaze. 
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Of course, it was a lie that nothing had happened. 


The Emperor, who should have been omnipotent within that world of 
the mind, had discovered that he wasn’t so almighty in front of 
Eugene. The Emperor had desperately tried to escape, but once he had 
been caught within Eugene’s grasp, escape was impossible. To put up 
some kind of resistance, he had proceeded to attack Eugene, but no 
matter what type of attack was thrown at Eugene, it disappeared the 
moment it touched him. 


The same went for any attempts at defense. Whether it was thickly 
constructed walls or a barrier covering his entire body, they vanished 
without any effect the moment Eugene’s fist touched them. 


In the end, the Emperor was left with no choice but to be beaten into 
a pulp by Eugene. From Eugene’s point of view, the beating wasn’t all 
that severe, but for someone born into the royal family and ascended 
to the throne, a beating was something alien that he had never 
experienced in his life. 


‘What a cowardly bastard,’ Eugene thought with a sneer. 


Whenever Eugene boxed him around the ears, the Emperor would 
screech so loud it was like he was trying to rip apart his own throat, 
and after Eugene struck him with his fist a few times, the Emperor 
screamed like it was the end of the world. 


After beating the Emperor like this for quite some time, Eugene 
ordered the Emperor to get down on his knees. The not-so-omnipotent 
Emperor immediately knelt down as instructed. 


As the Emperor of Kiehl, Straut the Second was by no means a fool. 
He had just been subjected to a long-lasting beating in this world of 


consciousness. Though, in fact, it hadn’t really been all that bad, but 
to the Emperor, after that series of painful assaults, it had felt like his 
mind was on the verge of collapse. 


So should he seek revenge? 


It wasn’t like he didn’t have the means to do so. He might be 
powerless in this world of the mind, but in reality, Straut the Second 
was still the Emperor of Kiehl. With such power, there were many 
methods that he could use to attempt his revenge. 


So what if Eugene Lionheart hadn’t committed any crime? Was there 
truly anyone in this world who didn’t have some dirt on them tucked 
away somewhere? And in the first place, even without any proof, 
leveraging the charges of treason and lese-majesty would be enough to 
turn the entire Lionheart clan into traitors. 


However, there was no way that he could do that. As the Emperor, 
Straut the Second, could feel it in his bones that it would be 
impossible to do so. 


This was because of Eugene Lionheart’s true identity. 
The Stupid Hamel — one of the heroes from three hundred years ago. 


Seeing how Eugene had managed to keep it a secret for so long, it 
didn’t seem like Eugene had any intention of revealing the truth to the 
world, but... if his entire clan were to be charged as traitors and were 
about to be executed by the Empire, he would definitely be forced to 
reveal his true identity to deal with the situation. 


‘No, he doesn’t even need to do that,’ the Emperor realized now as he 
stared at Eugene while swallowing back a gulp. 


...He still couldn’t dare to look Eugene in the eye. 


It was bizarre. His real-life body wasn’t the one that had been so 
beaten up, but just by looking into those golden eyes, the Emperor felt 
his whole body was wracked with pain. 


The Emperor thought fearfully, ‘Even without revealing his true identity 
to everyone... I’m sure there are enough people who already know the 
truth.’ 


The Wise Sienna and the Brave Molon. 
Those two must be aware that Eugene Lionheart was their old friend. 


After all, wasn’t that the case back at the Knight March? The Brave 
Molon, who had suddenly reappeared, had stuck close to Eugene 
Lionheart’s side while showing off their friendship. There was also 
how the Wise Sienna, who had returned from her long seclusion, had 
left Aroth and settled down at the Lionheart estate... 


Neither the Emperor nor Kiehl could afford to force Eugene and the 
Lionheart clan into being declared traitors. The moment they did so, 
those two monster-like individuals who were beyond the Empire’s 
capability to handle would become their enemies. The opinions of all 
the other countries neighboring the empire, no, even the opinions of 
the citizens of the Empire itself, would be unsympathetic to the 
Emperor’s resulting plight. 


“Haaah...,” the Emperor let out a long sigh and shook his head. 


His initial intention had been to investigate the thoughts hidden 
within Eugene’s heart, and if he felt that Eugene was a threat, the 
Emperor would have placed shackles on him. 


He had managed to peer into Eugene’s heart like he had planned, but 
now... he would have preferred to have remained ignorant. The 
various secrets that he had learned were now burdening the Emperor 
and causing him fear. In the end, this meant that a war with Helmuth 
and its Demon Kings would inevitably be declared within this era. 


“Ts it alright if I go back on my own?” Eugene spoke up. 
The De’Arc brothers were still lying collapsed at his feet. 


In fact, the two of them had already come back to their senses. 
However, due to their embarrassment and shame at being trounced, 
they dared not get up and silently pretended to still be unconscious. 


Their shattered limbs ached, but they still felt that remaining prone 
like this was better than struggling to get to their feet where the 
Emperor could see them. 


Aware of this, Eugene commented, “After all, with those kinds of 
wounds, it’s important for these two to receive treatment quickly. If I 
stay sitting here, these twin Captains will have to keep on enduring 
their pain, you know?” 


Karian and Derry still maintained their silence. 


“Not only can you not fight, you can’t even pretend to be unconscious 
convincingly,” Eugene mocked with a snort. 


Even faced with such a provocation, the twins refused to show any 
reaction and kept their mouths shut. 


“Very well then...,” the Emperor eventually spoke up after sighing 
deeply. “Lord... Eugene... Lionheart. It would be best for you to 
return home now.” 


“Tt has been a pleasant conversation,” Eugene said with a smile as he 
rose from his seat. 


After all, it was true that they had had an actual conversation 
following the beating that Eugene had given the Emperor. 


Though the conversation hadn’t covered anything too important. 
Eugene had just told Straut what to do from now on. 


Don’t say anything unnecessary, and try to behave more tactfully no 
matter what happens. 


And instead of pointlessly trying to pick a fight with Eugene, just don’t 
pay him or his actions any attention. 


This wasn’t just a one-sided demand on Eugene’s part, as in return for 
doing all that, Eugene also promised to be careful not to damage the 
Emperor or the Empire’s reputation from now on. For example, 


whenever he did something in the future, especially if he got caught 
up in some unsavory incident outside the Empire... in such rare cases, 
he had promised to give the Emperor a heads-up. 


Although he felt like Eugene was going too far in saying such things to 
the Emperor of the Kiehl Empire, the Emperor still gratefully gave his 
agreement. 


Closing his weary and depressed eyes, the Emperor said, “Lord 
Alchester, please guide Lord Eugene to the exit.” 


“What about you, Your Majesty?” Alchester asked in a worried tone. 
The Emperor began, “We will—” 


Before he could finish, Eugene suggested, “You appear to be very 
tired, so why don’t we head out together, Your Majesty?” 


“We... We will... Very well, We shall do so,” after some hesitation, the 
Emperor gave in and rose from his chair. 


Finding it difficult to understand this perplexing situation, Alchester 
checked the Emperor’s expression. 


‘What on earth happened in there?’ Alchester thought to himself 
curiously but didn’t voice the question out loud. 


Tactfully keeping one's silence according to the situation was an 
essential virtue all royal guards must possess. So Alchester quietly 
kept his lips shut as he moved to support the Emperor. 


“Allow me to assist you as well,” Eugene offered as he grabbed one of 
the arms of the staggering Emperor. 


The moment his arm was grasped, the Emperor tried to twist his body 
free in terror, but Eugene held on tightly to the Emperor’s arm, 
refusing to let go as if he had been expecting this struggle. 


“Are you alright?” Eugene asked calmly. 


The Emperor stammered, “W-We are fine.” 
“Tn that case, let’s head on out,” Eugene said with a smile. 


In his heart, the Emperor wanted to order Eugene to let go of him, 
but... the words just wouldn’t come out. In the end, the Emperor left 
the room, supported on both sides by Alchester and Eugene. 


It was just as Eugene had guessed. This room was in a basement deep 
beneath a tower a short distance from the Imperial Palace itself. 


“Your Majesty!” 


Dozens of royal guards were waiting on the surface as Eugene arrived 
on the ground floor. They were probably the knights the Emperor had 
arranged to guard this location before entering the room. 


‘There’s no way he’ll dare to give them the order to capture me at this 
point, right?’ Eugene thought as he shot a glance at the Emperor. 


At that moment, Eugene and the Emperor’s eyes met. 
Eugene silently cursed, ‘This son of a bitch.’ 


The Emperor seemed to have the same thought right as Eugene was 
feeling paranoid. Eugene secretly pinched the arm he was holding on 
to support the Emperor. When he did so, the Emperor’s whole body 
trembled in fear once more. 


“We... We are alright. Everyone should back away. We are merely 
receiving assistance because We are feeling slightly tired,” the 
Emperor quickly reassured his knights before turning to look at 
Eugene. “Sir Eugene. T-today’s conversation was delightful. Oh, that’s 
right. Sir Eboldt. You have a close relationship with Sir Eugene, don’t 
you? In that case, please escort Lord Eugene to the gates.” 


Among the knights stationed outside the tower was the Captain of the 
Fourth Division, the one who had been defeated by Eugene during the 
previous friendly match. His name was Eboldt Magius. He appeared 
extremely flustered to be suddenly picked out of the crowd for this 


duty by the Emperor, but since it was the Emperor’s will, he merely 
bowed his head without showing any resistance. 


“T hope you have a peaceful night, Your Majesty,” Eugene said in 
farewell. “Well then... I will come over to see you again tomorrow, 
along with Lady Sienna.” 


The Emperor flinched, “Al-alright.” 


Eugene released the Emperor’s arm. After taking a few steps back, he 
got down onto one knee and bowed his head deeply. What had 
happened in the room earlier and what was going on now were two 
entirely different matters, and since there were so many eyes looking 
at them, Eugene was forced to show sufficient politeness. 


‘This abominable... monster...,’ the Emperor silently cursed. 


Why hadn’t that room’s powers worked on Eugene? Was it because of 
his Lionheart blood? Or because he was the Stupid Hamel? There was 
no way to tell. The Emperor didn’t want to keep thinking about it 
either. So stiffening his trembling expression, the Emperor turned and 
left. 


The sound of footsteps receded into the distance as the knights 
guarding their surroundings also withdrew along with the Emperor. It 
was only then that Eugene raised his head and looked up. 


Beneath this tower, whose door had been locked tight, lay a room left 
behind by Vermouth that was similar to the Darkroom in the 
basement of the Lionheart estate. 


‘I thought there’d be something else,’ Eugene thought regretfully. 


Even though he had secretly hoped for it, a phantom of Vermouth 
hadn’t appeared like it had in the Darkroom. 


‘Was it because I was together with the Emperor? If I head in there alone 
next time, will something appear...?’ 


Although he had this thought, Eugene didn’t get his hopes up. The 


Darkroom at the estate was different from the Emperor’s room here. 
What reason could there be to leave two separate phantoms behind? 
Like the Emperor had said, this room was a gift Vermouth had 
bestowed upon the Kiehl Empire. 


Eugene could even guess what Vermouth’s reasons for doing so were. 
Vermouth had been planning for Eugene or, rather, Hamel’s 
reincarnation. This meant that he knew, approximately three hundred 
years after Hamel’s death, Eugene would be reincarnated as a member 
of the Lionheart clan, one of Vermouth’s descendants. 


The Lionheart clan would need to survive for that long to ensure this 
would happen. By gifting this room to the Imperial Family, Vermouth 
must have guaranteed an oath of loyalty that guaranteed the 
Lionheart clan would never become an enemy of the Kiehl Empire. 


‘Although it doesn’t seem like we'll be able to find anything, I should bring 
Sienna here with me tomorrow to check,’ Eugene decided as he turned 
away from the tower. 


“Tt’s been a long time, Lord Eboldt,” Eugene politely greeted the 
knight. 


“That’s right... it’s been so long,” Eboldt responded with a wry smile 
as he nodded at Eugene. 


Eboldt sensed the faint smell of blood coming from Eugene’s body, 
and he noticed that some blood had spattered onto Eugene’s sleeve. 


Noticing his gaze, Eugene reassured him, “Ah, there’s no need to pay 
any attention to that. It’s not my blood.” 


Eboldt asked hesitantly, “If it’s not your blood, then...?” 


“Tt’s the blood of the Lords De’Arc,” Eugene readily admitted. “Really 
now, those two seemed to have quite a lot of grievances with me... 
but I have neatly put an end to them with this duel.” 


Eboldt was shocked, “It can’t be; did you actually kill them?” 


Eugene defended himself, “Hey as if I would do something like that. 
Even if it was a serious duel, how could I kill a royal guard right 
before His Majesty’s eyes? I just beat them up in moderation, while 
making sure to put on an entertaining show for the Emperor.” 


Shaking his head in pity, Eugene began walking off. 


So what Eugene meant to say was that a duel with the Captains of the 
First and Second Divisions of the White Dragon Knights was just at the 
level of being a sideshow? 


“Ha... haha,” Eboldt, who had been left standing there, staring 
blankly into space, belatedly came to his senses and let out a 
depressed laugh. 


Since Eugene had been summoned by the Emperor out of the blue and 
suddenly escorted to the Palace, it was only natural that Gilead and 
the other family members were worried about Eugene. 


“Tt wasn’t anything big,” Eugene reassured him. 


Eugene only managed to get his family, who had come looking for 
him with worried expressions on their faces, to withdraw after 
repeating those words over and over again. But the real problem 
wasn’t with his family members. 


“How can the Emperor of the Kiehl Empire be so narrow-minded?” 
“Even the Pope of Yuras wouldn’t dare to oppress us in such a way.” 


After hearing the whole story from Eugene, Kristina and Anise took 
turns venting their rage. 


“That damn bastard,” Sienna cursed; with her staff pulled out of 
storage and held tightly in her hands, it looked as if Sienna might 
storm over to Kiehl’s Imperial Palace at any moment. 


“Why are you still like this even though you’ve gotten older?” Eugene 


asked in exasperation as he hastily pulled the staff out of Sienna’s 
hands. 


Although he hadn’t given it much thought before saying those 
words... Sienna’s eyes widened in shock as she turned to look at 
Eugene. 


“You...! Did you just call me old to my face!” Sienna cried out with a 
heartbroken expression. 


Anise and Kristina were immediately aware of what kind of position 
they should take in this situation. 


“Hamel, your words are going way too far.” 


“No matter how old Lady Sienna may be, if you were to say it so 
bluntly, of course, it would hurt her greatly, Sir Eugene.” 


The two of them pretended to be on Sienna’s side even as they stabbed 
the dagger deeper into her chest. Sienna staggered slightly before 
plopping down into a chair with Mer’s support. 


Mer tried to defend Sienna, “Physical age isn’t important. What’s 
really important is your mental—” 


Anise cut her short, “Ah, but of course, you would think that. Mer, 
you’re just saying something like that because you’ve also been 
around for the past two hundred years.” 


Mer was taken aback, “N-not at all. I really was created based on Lady 
Sienna’s childhood, so even though I’ve been in existence for two 
hundred years, my mental age is actually—” 


Anise interrupted again, “That’s quite the convenient setting you’ve 
established for yourself. Isn’t that right, Kristina?” 


“Yes, Lady Anise. Though, as a twenty-three-year-old, I’m afraid I 
don’t know much about such topics,” Kristina replied with a smile. 


Anise, who had been preparing to take another turn at going on the 


offensive, faltered and froze up instead. She realized that the dagger 
hidden behind Kristina’s clever wordplay was not only targeting 
Sienna and Mer but herself as well. 


There was an ominous silence in the room as they felt like they were 
all walking on thin ice. 


Eugene, who had been keeping his mouth shut, spoke up after a few 
moments of glancing around the room, “In any case, Sienna, you 
should also accompany me to the Imperial Palace tomorrow—” 


Sienna, who had been drooping in her seat, perked up and asked, “Are 
we going to topple the Imperial Palace?” 


Within his cloak, Wynnyd hummed and Tempest roused himself to 
ask, [Hamel, have you finally decided to become the Emperor 
yourself? ] 


When was it again? While saying that he would need troops for their 
expedition to the north, Tempest had once asked Eugene if he would 
be willing to become the Emperor himself. 


“Stop with the bullshit,” Eugene denied with a snort. 


Naturally, Eugene had no intention of becoming the Emperor, and he 
had no intention of toppling the Imperial Palace either. 


To enter the Lionheart’s Darkroom, one needed to be of the Lionheart 
bloodline. 


But as for that underground room beneath the tower near the palace, 
while only the Emperor’s will could activate the power there, anyone 
could enter the room itself. 


“Don’t set your expectations too high,” Sienna said as she narrowed 
her eyes thoughtfully. “Even three hundred years ago, it was 
impossible for me to see through Vermouth’s magic. Though I later 
attempted to do some research on it in Aroth, even then, I still 
couldn’t get any results. So now, even after getting my chest pierced 
through by Vermouth, I still don’t know the true nature of the magic 
that he used to do so.” 


Eugene said, “But we’re assuming it’s ancient magic, right?” 


“That’s just one of the possibilities we’re left with since we're unable 
to identify its true origins. As I’ve said earlier, many mysterious things 
exist about the Ancient Era. That era was in such a distant past that 
even the myths haven’t been able to fully transmit what happened 
back then... Not even the dragons can tell us what that era was like,” 
Sienna grumbled in a low voice as she glanced at Kristina. “What we 
know is that it was an era where myths and legends walked the earth. 
The era when the God of Light himself was physically manifested.” 


“Our Lord has given us no answers either,” Anise contributed. 


“Tf that’s the case, then the only ones who would be able to tell us for 
sure what happened in that era... would be the Demon Kings,” Sienna 
surmised. 


Eugene changed the subject, “So, are you coming with me tomorrow?” 


“T suppose I should go,” Sienna said as she pouted her lips. “Even if 
there aren’t any results, I should at least try to find something, right? 
You never know. If we dig deep enough, we might just find a secret 
left by Vermouth.” 


Sienna wasn’t being serious when she said this. Like Eugene, Sienna 
didn’t really expect that Vermouth would have left any messages for 
them in that room next to the Palace. 


Vermouth... didn’t seem to want his former comrades to come looking 
for him. 


Chapter 332 
The Palace (1) 


The Queen of the Night Demons, Noir Giabella, stood resplendent in a 
seductive dress that left her collarbone, shoulders, and back bare. Her 
laughter rang out like tinkling bells. 


For a noble of her stature, the dress was scandalously revealing. Yet, 
naturally, Noir bore it with audacity. In fact, she found it regrettable 
that there were fewer guests to admire her exquisite form. 


"A bit disappointing," Noir murmured, lowering her colorful sunglasses 
to the bridge of her nose. 


"What do you find disappointing?" asked Gavid, standing nearby in a 
meticulously tailored tuxedo. Under normal circumstances, he might 
have criticized Noir's lack of decorum. However, his mind was 
elsewhere. Gavid was uncharacteristically tense, anxious, excited, and 
fluttering with anticipation. 


"Don't ask such an obvious question, Gavid. You're thinking the same 
thing, aren't you?" 


"I have no idea what you're talking about." 


"Right here," Noir replied, her lips curving into a subtle smile. A 
tantalizing breath escaped each time those lightly tinted lips parted. 


Excitement and anticipation also throbbed within Noir. This emotion 
heated her body, especially her chest, and the succubus, who had 
lived for a long time, emitted Dark Power faithful to her feelings. Any 
ordinary demon who was faced with Noir in her current state would 
not only struggle to control their raw desire but struggle to even 
breathe. 


Of course, Gavid was different. Regardless of how potent and 


overwhelming Noir's magic was, he wasn’t focused on her, though his 
gaze remained on her. His hand grazed the hilt of the Demonic Sword 
Glory strapped to his waist as he remained silent. 


"How many years has it been? Several decades...? No, almost a 
hundred, right?" asked Noir. 


"Ninety-seven years," Gavid promptly answered. "To be precise, 
ninety-seven years and one hundred and thirty-four days." 


"Almost a hundred, then. Isn't it? It's been a very, very long time." 


Given this, it was inevitable that Noir would feel nervous and excited. 
She wore a deep smile while pressing a hand against her fluttering 
heart. 


"That's why I feel disappointed. A hundred-year interval isn't a 
significant amount of time for us demons, but... today... today is very 
special, isn't it? If it were me—" said Noir. 


"Be careful with your words, Duke Giabella,” Gavid interrupted her 
immediately. “If it were me? You sound as if you covet the throne—" 


"Oh, please, don't overreact, Gavid. I’m just saying it casually. It’s not 
like I’m seriously eyeing the Demon King's throne." 


Noir shot Gavid a sidelong glance, her smile fading slightly. But his 
expression remained utterly grave. He was a stern man who rarely 
appreciated jokes, and when it came to matters of the Demon King, he 
took them far too seriously. 


"I'm just saying, if it were me, I would have done it bigger. Much 
grander. Since it’s been almost a hundred years since the Throne's 
door was opened. I would've invited numerous guests, summoned the 
press, and even called envoys from other nations. I would have 
thrown a grand party,” said Noir. 


"Such words hold no merit," Gavid muttered, a smile absent from his 
face. 


He no longer wanted to engage with Noir, so he turned his gaze away. 


"Such a dull and humorless being," Noir chuckled while observing 
Gavid's retreating form. 


How could one serve the obsolete Demon King so loyally yet be so 
narrow-minded? Well, he'd been this way for centuries. Ever since he 
was chosen by the Demon King of Incarceration to be The Blade, Gavid 
had devoted everything to the Demon King, adhering only to his will. 


‘That's why youre blind,’ Noir thought, a smug satisfaction filling her 
chest. 


She tasted a sweet victory, tinged with a bittersweet longing, as she 
licked her lips. 


Ah, my Hamel. 
My unforgettable first love. 


‘You know nothing, Gavid Lindman. That Eugene Lionheart... is none 
other than Hamel from three hundred years ago.’ 


The beings in this hellish realm who knew this truth were likely few. 
Perhaps only the Demon King of Incarceration and... 


‘And me. The Demon King probably figured it out himself... But I... Hehe, 
Hamel told me in person.’ 


Even though it was just her conjecture, Noir believed it with certainty. 
This revelation brought her joy and excitement. The fact that Eugene 
Lionheart revealed his true identity was due to his trust in her. 


‘Trust... Yes, this is trust. Hamel, you know me well. And I know you.’ 


It was only natural. Noir dug deep into Hamel's dreams three hundred 
years ago. She had delved into the depths of the man named Hamel 
Dynas, and she had tasted the hatred that lay buried within. 


That was why she fell in love. 


‘My Hamel, don't worry. I will never betray our secret. Especially not to 
this humorless, serious man.’ 


Noir turned to look at Gavid while hiding her smile and asked, "What 
do you think?" 


"About what?" 


"The reason the Demon King opened his audience hall for the first 
time in almost a hundred years." 


The capital of Helmuth, Pandemonium — at its core stood the Demon 
King's fortress Babel, a skyscraper of ninety-nine floors. 


From the ninety-first floor upward was the Demon King's palace. Its 
doors had not been opened even once for the last one hundred years. 
Even Gavid, the closest aide and knight to the Demon King, had not 
entered the palace in these hundred years. 


"The reason is quite obvious,” said Gavid. 


"Appointing a new bearer for the Staff of Incarceration? Ha-ha... Now, 
really? Even Edmund Codreth received his title and Vladmir on the 
ninetieth floor, didn't he?" 


Noir continued, "And listen. Edmund, Balzac, and Amelia, all three 
made their contracts with the Demon King in your office on the 
ninetieth floor. But now, suddenly opening the palace for the 
investiture?" Noir chuckled while shaking her head. "And besides... 
although it’s quite lacking by my standards, this isn’t a secret 
ceremony, is it?" 


Noir was correct. Whatever was taking place wasn’t a secret. 


The palace doors had opened for the first time in a century. Present at 
this grand event were powerful, high-ranking demons hailing from 
Helmuth. The lowest rank among them was a count, though not every 
count had gathered here. Most of them had weathered the war three 


centuries past, garnered merits therein, and lived to this day growing 
their power. The ones gathered here were the true demons. All demons 
up to rank one hundred were gathered here. 


"Ahem...” 


Their gazes — unmasked by desire — were electrifying. Among them, 
violent gazes lusted not for Noir's physical form but for her power and 
existence. To Noir, these were trivial, yet the fervor aroused 
amusement in her. 


"I dare not presume the intent of the Demon King; however...," Gavid 
finally broke his silence. 


"Edmund... Didn't the previous Staff of Incarceration meet an unsightly 
death?" responded Noir. "He was murdered. His greed was simply too 
great. Or was he merely unlucky?" 


"I respected Edmund's intentions. His will to realize his ideal deserves 
respect,” countered Gavid. 


"Ah... Really? You never thought he was too presumptuous?" asked 
Noir. 


"Do not blaspheme the dead. It was the Demon King of Incarceration 
who permitted Edmund to actualize his will,” responded Gavid. 


"He failed nonetheless. You know who killed him, don't you?" asked 
Noir. 


"From a human perspective, Edmund's greed would be seen as evil. 
The Hero would certainly see it as something that must be stopped,” 
said Gavid. 


"Eugene Lionheart. What are your thoughts on him?" Noir asked 
casually. 


"I think he's an excellent human. A man of iron will. Like Vermouth... 
Which is why I genuinely hope he will ascend Babel to prove his 
worthiness as the Hero, sooner rather than later.” Gavid's lips curved 


into a smirk as he expressed his sincerity while caressing the hilt of his 
sword. "But Edmund's unfortunate death isn't the only event. A lot has 
happened this year. More serious issues have occurred this year than 
in the past few centuries. The Brave Molon returned, the Demon King 
himself acknowledged the existence of the Saint and the Hero, the 
Dragon Demon Castle fell, the Staff of Incarceration was murdered... 
and—" 


"Sienna of Disaster has returned,” Noir interjected with a laugh. "Even 
though it's circumstantial evidence, we can feel the truth, can't we? 
Raizakia was involved in Sienna Merdein's disappearance. The two 
disappeared... no, they went missing, quite amicably." 


"How should we interpret the return of Sienna Merdein? Did Raizakia, 
that foolish, greedy, black lizard, die two hundred years ago? If he 
died then, it's strange that Sienna Merdein returned only now. If they 
were sealed together... and Raizakia died, thus breaking the seal, that 
would make sense,” Noir continued voicing her thoughts. 


"Speculation,” countered Gavid. 


"I can say these words without any major worry. There's no weight of 
responsibility to bear. Who is the successor of Sienna Merdein? 
Eugene Lionheart. So then—" 


"Do you think Raizakia was killed by the young hero?" Gavid asked 
with narrowed eyes. 


"Isn't that a possibility?" suggested Noir. 


Gavid laughed silently, "Indeed, that may be so. If that's the case... 
Haha. Should we mourn and pity the degradation of Raizakia to such 
a pitiful existence? Or should we applaud the brilliance of the young 
Hero, Eugene Lionheart?" 


"Are you going to leave him be?" asked Noir. 
"What do you wish I would do?" 


Noir scoffed and shook her head. It was such a predictable question. 
Still, she responded, "Of course, we should leave him be. The Demon 


King has issued a proclamation and... Hmm, to tell the truth, I'd 
rather wait for that young one to ripen a bit more. You're equally 
famished, aren't you?" asked Noir. 


They couldn’t chase after him yet. 
'My Hamel is not yet ready.' 
Noir could wait as long as necessary. 


She could wait until Hamel, until Eugene was ready — until he, as 
unchanged as he was from three hundred years ago — or rather, with 
even more malice and killing intent — came to rip everything to 
shreds, including Noir herself. 


"The Demon King's will was the same," Gavid muttered while looking 
around. One hundred demons were waiting for the descent of the 
Demon King of Incarceration. The majority of their expressions held 
more anticipation than boredom for this wait. The palace was being 
opened for the first time in a hundred years. What words would the 
Demon King bring as he descended to personally preside over the 
ceremony? 


'War.' 


Among the demons who had lived through the age of war three 
hundred years ago, many had fallen and lost their power due to peace, 
temptations, and various other reasons. 


But the demons here were different. They remained ferocious, starved 
for blood and war. Hence, they hoped the Demon King might declare 
war at today's ceremony. 


Foolish creatures,’ Gavid scoffed at the other demons. 


The Demon King of Incarceration would not declare war directly. In 
the Knight March, he had already proclaimed this fact to the kings of 
the continent. 


If one dared to guess the Demon King's intentions, the reason for 


opening the gates of the palace today and summoning the demons... 
was likely a warning to the starving demons not to engage in 
unnecessary actions. 


"How impudent,” Noir commented with a laugh. "Does she think she’s 
the star of the day, huh? Even I came early to wait." 


The demons started to murmur. It was because of the woman who had 
just walked through the opened door. She was a woman with brown 
skin, clad in airy clothes suitable for a dancer of Nahama. Her mouth 
was covered with a veil. 


"The Black Thorn," a demon mumbled. 


It was the dungeon master of the desert, the Black Thorn, the Death 
Answerer — Amelia Merwin. She was given many nicknames, but 
today, she would be bestowed a new title. 


"It took some time coming from so far away,” Amelia commented with 
a smile from behind her veil. 


Amelia was not the only one to enter the palace. Trailing behind her 
were two attendants. One was Hemoria, her lips concealed behind a 
metallic mask and a slave collar around her neck. She glared at the 
surrounding demons with hostility while grinding her teeth beneath 
her mask. 


Beside Hemoria was a man, his entire figure shrouded in obsidian 
armor. Even his visage was hidden beneath a helm. The identity of 
this figure was immediately known to all the demons present. He had 
a dense aura of death — he was a Death Knight, considered to be 
among the strongest among the undead. 


However, to the demons that had experienced the era of war, a Death 
Knight was no threat. In those days, Death Knights were treated more 
like trophies, trophies created from slaying human knights or 
warriors, either forced into submission or corrupted. 


‘What is this?' 


However, most demons could not bring themselves to scoff at the 


Death Knight. The murderous aura that the Death Knight was 
unabashedly radiating was truly intimidating. 


It was a familiar aura. Gavid cocked his head while directing his gaze 
at the Death Knight. The Death Knight returned the stare. 


With a clinking sound, the Death Knight shifted in his armor. Hemoria 
immediately turned her startled gaze towards him, and Amelia raised 
her hand. “You must not.” 


Thud... 


Amelia's magic bound the Death Knight in place. A scarlet glow 
flickered from within his helmet, but Amelia, still smiling, shook her 
head. "You mustn't." 


"Haha...” 


The Death Knight let out a hollow laugh at her words. This prompted 
Gavid, who had been watching the scene play out, to burst into 
laughter. 


"What a fascinating... No, splendid... haha, what should I say? Toy? 
Pet?" commented Gavid. 


"Knight," Amelia whispered after locking eyes with Gavid, "My knight- 
protector. Will you refrain from insulting him?" 


"It seems... unwise to bring him here... Isn't your knight 
discomforted?" asked Gavid. 


"He understands his situation and circumstances,” countered Amelia. 


"Make sure you hold his leash tightly. Any unnecessary commotion 
won't end with a simple reprimand." 


At these words, the Death Knight's eyes flared again. He appeared as if 


he were ready to charge at Gavid right there and then, but Amelia’s 
magic kept him in check. Even so, a strong surge of bloodlust was 
directed at Gavid. 


"Interesting indeed. Very entertaining." 


Noir, too, had deduced the identity of the Death Knight. Who could 
possibly miss this potent bloodlust? 


Noir knew that Hamel's soul had been reincarnated. That made the 
identity of this Death Knight all the more intriguing and, in a way, 
more exciting. 


'Did she brainwash another soul? Or is this a projection of his memories... ? 
Either way, it's interesting. He's a fake who wholeheartedly believes himself 
to be real, doesn't he?' 


It wasn't just Noir and Gavid who recognized the Death Knight's 
identity. Some of the demons who had lived through the times of war 
had seen Hamel on the battlefield. 


Hamel of Slaughter. Those who had survived encounters with him had 
done so purely due to good fortune. Hence, not only curiosity but also 
a strong sense of pleasure rose among the demons. Wasn’t this the same 
human who had once wreaked havoc among demonfolks? He had been 
thoroughly corrupted and trained into a Death Knight. 


Booom. 


The hall suddenly fell silent. An oppressive force descended from the 
high ceiling and silenced every demon present. Without hesitation, all 
the demons knelt. Gavid and Noir did the same, kneeling in the 
foremost positions. 


Amelia Mervin felt a tingling thrill as she knelt behind Gavid and 
Noir. Hemoria trembled, her body consumed by a massive wave of 
despair and fear. The Death Knight... he felt an unbearable 
humiliation. 


From the ceiling descended a shadowy staircase. It extended from the 
highest floor of Babel, the ninety-ninth, down to the hall on the 


ninety-first floor. 


Slowly, very slowly, a man with pallid skin and long black hair began 
to descend the staircase. Hemoria barely managed to raise her eyes to 
take in the figure of the Demon King of Incarceration. 


He was beautiful, beyond what one would expect of a Demon King. 
His appearance was both eerie and seductive, as if the concepts of 
night and darkness had been given human form. 


Countless chains clanked in the wake of the Demon King of 
Incarceration, trailing down the stairs behind him. When they were 
gathered into a pile, they looked like a cloak. The Demon King did not 
descend the entire staircase. Instead, he stopped midway and looked 
over the assembly of one hundred demons. 


"Quite a crowd," were his first words. 


A crimson staff materialized when he raised his right hand — Vladmir, 
the symbol of the Staff of Incarceration. 


"Before I appoint a new bearer of the Staff of Incarceration...," The 
Demon King of Incarceration said while tilting his head, “...kill each 
other until only half of you remain." 


Chapter 333 
The Palace (2) 


Kill each other until only half of you remain. 
The command needed no complex thoughts to decipher. 


Half. Meaning, the hundred demons assembled in this hall — reduce 
that number to fifty. Unless one was contemplating self-destruction, 
the Demon King of Incarceration was commanding them to kill the 
demon standing next to them. 


It was a straightforward command, yet not a single demon could grasp 
the sudden decree and act accordingly. 


Of course, this was only to be expected. The declaration of the Demon 
King was shockingly sudden. The Palace of Babel had opened after a 
hundred years. Today was supposed to be a gathering of the top one 
hundred ranked demons to celebrate the appointment of the new Staff 
of the Demon King. 


But out of the blue, they were commanded to slay each other. Even for 
the bloodthirsty and violence-craving demons, comprehending this 
command was challenging. It deviated too far from the expected edict. 


"Aha." 


Not everyone was at a loss, though. There was at least one who 
understood. 


However, her actions were delayed not because of misunderstanding 
but because an eerie exhilaration made her shiver in anticipation. 
Darkness surged beneath the feet of Noir Giabella, then elongated into 
a sharp spear and pierced through the forehead of a demon standing 
at the far end of the room. 


It didn't stop there. After piercing through the brain and skull, the 
spear expanded, opening wide like a gaping mouth. The darkness 
swallowed the demon whole. 


"What are you all doing?" Noir Giabella tasted the sweet blood in her 
mouth. She laughed as her lips grew redder. 


"The Demon King of Incarceration himself permitted it. Don't 
overthink it, hmm? Three hundred years — no, even before that, this 
was something our kind used to revel in,” said Noir. 


Noir rose to her feet while laughing merrily. Then, she casually sat 
down midair, crossing her legs in a sensual posture. 


"A massacre. A scramble for ranks disregarding all formalities. You 
may even consider it a territorial war. You get to claim the power, 
soul, territory, existence, everything of the one you kill,” she 
continued enticingly. 


The scent of the dead demon's blood filled the palace. One by one, the 
demons rose. 


Those who had experienced the era of wars gleamed with nostalgia in 
their eyes. The younger ones who hadn't experienced the era of wars 
gritted their teeth with ambition for the higher ranks and the fervor to 
directly prove their might before the Demon King of Incarceration. 


The inhuman beings began to slaughter each other. Enormous and 
wild surges of Dark Power clashed repeatedly, yet the palace did not 
shake at all. Even amidst the tempest of Dark Power raging right next 
to them, neither Noir Giabella nor Gavid Lindman felt so much as a 
fluttering breeze. 


"None of them have any gusto,” Noir said while licking her lips, 
watching the massacre with disappointment. 


Just moments before, she had received the gazes of many filled with 
desire. Yet, not a single demon dared approach her the moment the 
massacre was permitted. 


This, too, was only natural. 


Noir Giabella, the Queen of the Night Demons — was second-ranked 
among the great demons. Even then, she was considered second only 
because Noir did not contest with Gavid. In truth, the various demons 
of Helmuth believed that the Queen of the Night Demons was the 
strongest of them all. No matter how thirsty for blood the demons 
were, they weren't foolish enough to throw themselves into a 
predetermined battle. 


"You won't participate?" Noir asked, turning to Gavid with a soft 
smile. 


He remained kneeling, showing no interest in the unfolding battle 
behind him. His attention was solely on the Demon King of 
Incarceration. 


"What reason is there for me to do so?" he countered. 
"Don't you want to kill me?" she asked. 


"I cannot say I've never considered it, but not now. Do you desire to 
kill me?" asked Gavid. 


"I am like you. I can't say I've never had such thoughts, but not now," 
as she spoke, Noir raised her head. Still standing on the stairs was the 
Demon King of Incarceration. His unreadable eyes calmly looked over 
the battles of the many demons. 


The few words he had spoken had caused the hundred strongest 
demons to tear into each other, yet his face betrayed no trace of 
satisfaction or thrill. 


Why should he feel thrilled? 


If the Demon King of Incarceration wished it, he could command not 
only a hundred demons to be slaughtered but for blood to spill across 
the entire continent. 


'Why would he suddenly give such an order?' 


Noir was curious about his reasoning. The population of Helmuth had 


grown excessively after the era of wars. While there were strict 
restrictions in place now, when Helmuth first became an empire, the 
Demon King of Incarceration had opened its borders and increased the 
populace of Helmuth through a lenient, friendly, and welfare-based 
immigration policy. 


The Demon King of Incarceration had been able to do such a thing 
because he was omnipotent. 


All the demonfolks were under his control. He provided a home for 
many demonic beasts returning from across the continent. Using his 
power, he divided the land. Using his power, he transformed the sea 
into land. He expanded the territory of Helmuth as the population 
increased. He laid down dark-power cables across Helmuth with his 
power and erected black towers to develop Helmuth further. 


Under this almighty ruler, Helmuth became the greatest empire in 
history for three hundred years. It could easily fill its borders with 
people wanting to immigrate to this prosperous empire. The 
immigrants weren’t only limited to those from other races, either. 
Rather, the number of demons also increased at a rapid pace after 
Helmuth became an empire. 


The reason was simple. There were no wars, and they didn't kill each 
other. Those who killed because of hatred, the mere desire to kill, or 
because they coveted what others had, were disciplined by the Demon 
King of Incarceration under his strict rule. 


Now, demons had to go through strict procedures to engage in ranking 
and territory disputes, and with just that, the death rate of demonfolks 
significantly decreased. 


‘...Too many in numbers? It's not like he didn't know. He was the one who 
made it so.' 


What was he trying to do? 


Noir didn't have long to ponder as the massacre gradually settled 
down. 


Amelia Merwin remained silent, doing nothing. She was curious about 


the sudden slaughter taking place behind her, and it piqued her 
interest, but that did not mean Amelia should participate in the dance. 


—Demons, kill each other until only half of you remain. 


Amelia was a black wizard, but she wasn’t a demon. The same was 
true for the Death Knight. The undead were not demons. Neither was 
Hemoria, the chimera. 


"You held up well,” Amelia murmured in a low voice. 
The words were meant for the Death Knight kneeling right behind her. 


He was a fraud created from the projection of the body and memories 
of Hamel, who had died three centuries earlier. Yet, the Death Knight 
believed himself to be Hamel. 


In the war at the Samar Forest — the Death Knight lost his body. Yet, 
his soul didn't disappear but returned to Amelia and took residence in 
a new body she crafted. Now that his body — the only real thing 
about him — had been destroyed, nothing Hamel-like remained in 
him. Both his soul and memories were counterfeit. Yet, the Death 
Knight still believed himself to be Hamel, maintained an identity like 
Hamel, blindly trusted his tainted memories, and harbored a 
counterfeit fury and hatred born from false memories of revenge. 


He wanted to kill the demons. He didn't want to kneel to the Demon 
King but wanted to kill him. 


While he held such desires, his revenge and hatred for his comrades' 
betrayal, borne from the counterfeit memory, took precedence. When 
Amelia commanded his wavering, hesitating body, he ended up 
kneeling as if to console himself that it was an unavoidable choice for 
revenge. 


‘Damn it, damn it, damn it... ’ 


He could not remain calm. The Death Knight was fuming. He felt a 
great rage inside him, an emotion that felt like it would drive him 
mad. Yet even in his rage, he found relief in the fury and humiliation of 
the moment. 


The current situation and the fact that he could feel such emotions in 
front of his past enemies affirmed his existence and identity. 


"It's over," The Demon King of Incarceration said after a while. He 
didn't come down the stairs further as he looked around the battlefield 
filled with the stench of blood. 


One hundred demons became fifty, as ordered by the Demon King. 
Most of those who survived were the old demons from the war era, 
but among them stood a few young demons who had not experienced 
war. 


"I will give a gift to those of you who have survived,” the Demon King 
of Incarceration said as he descended the stairs. "A part of my Dark 
Power. It's merely a gift, so it won't bind you by contract. There's no 
need for that. After all, every demon possessing the citizenship of 
Helmuth will end up in my arms upon death." 


"Your Majesty...?!" Gavid could not hide his surprise as he raised his 
head. 


As the Demon King of Incarceration had said, the Demon King did not 
need to sign a contract with the demons under his rule. That was why 
there was no need to provide power as “compensation” for a contract. 
Even Gavid, who possessed the Demoneye of Divine Glory, had not 
directly contracted with the Demon King of Incarceration. It was 
merely a gift from the Demon King of Incarceration for one of his 
subjects. 


The Demon King was bestowing his power as a gift to the demons. 
This would elevate the status of the demons by several levels. 
Moreover, he was bestowing such a gift on not one but fifty demons. 
This was a privilege unheard of even during the war era. 


"It's not your power,” said the Demon King of Incarceration with a 
smile. "It's the power that I have gifted you. Just as I freely gave it, I 
can freely take it back." 


The expressions of the demons, who had been lost in glorious joy, 
changed one by one. 


"You will not be able to employ my gifted powers in the clash between 
demons. It wouldn't be fair, after all. Such battles are meant to prove 
one's worth through their own strength. That’s how things worked 
with demons, from a very... very long time ago.” 


His slow steps finally reached the floor of the ninety-first level. In that 
instant, the scenery of the battlefield, strewn with blood-soaked 
corpses, transformed completely. However, it didn't return to the 
pristine state of the hall from earlier. 


"Ah...!" Gavid trembled, letting out a moan as he took in the new 
sight. Even Noir licked her lips with sparkling eyes. 


A massive door covered with hundreds of padlocks came into view. It 
was the same door that led to the Demon King's chamber, the palace 
in the Babel of three centuries ago. The space, which had been filled 
with the brief, small traces of a massacre, now bore the marks of eons. 
Each etching and marking harbored an uncountable number of events. 


“If you lose, you are stripped of your power, soul, territory, and 
existence. In other words, the victor gains all that the loser possessed. 
This law still exists in the present Demon World, but... we shall do 
away with unnecessary and tedious procedures,” said the Demon King 
of Incarceration. 


"How about handkerchiefs or gloves?" Noir, who had been listening 
quietly, asked with a bright smile. "Like when humans duel. With a 
handkerchief in your pocket, wearing gloves... Hehe, doing this every 
time might be somewhat bothersome. But any method would be 
simpler than the current one." 


"T'll adopt that,” answered the Demon King. 


"Great. Very good. Or how about exchanging messages for a duel? We 
are doing that now, but preparing the paperwork for a duel is quite 
bothersome, and it also requires separate approval... Hmm, since you 
mentioned abolishing procedures, we should be able to kill each other, 
even with just a hastily written note,” continued Noir. 


"T'll adopt that,” answered the Demon King. 


"What should determine victory is indeed life and death, right? 
Surrendering... umm... how disgraceful, how shameful. Who would 
do such a thing? Ah, but I believe we need referees. For the ranked 
battles... Hehe, to ensure the duels where we kill each other are fair. 
Your Majesty, if you ever need it, feel free to command me, Noir 
Giabella. There are plenty of Night Demons under my command. My 
children can perform the role of a referee without any problem." Noir 
lifted the hem of her skirt and bowed with a graceful pose. 


The Demon King of Incarceration turned his gaze away from Noir 
towards the demons. 


"As I've said, the hierarchy battles will change to be simple. You who 
remain here have received power from me, but you cannot use my 
power in your own hierarchy battles or in battles with other demons 
currently not present. Therefore, do not become complacent. Be aware 
that what you currently enjoy can be taken away at any moment.” 


Ching! 


The many chains dragging behind the Demon King of Incarceration 
coagulated to form a throne. 


The Demon King of Incarceration sat on the throne made of chains, 
supporting his chin with the back of his hand. 


"There is bound to be confusion with sudden changes, but I do not 
wish for great chaos. In particular, I do not wish for the “common” 
citizens of the Empire to be bewildered and anxious." 


"Stripping of existence means taking away the associated contracts as 
well. Higher-ranked demons are bound to have numerous contracts 
with common citizens. You are free to carry out ranked battles, but 
the subsequent tidying up must be done flawlessly,” commanded the 
Demon King. 


"I believe a mediator could handle the arrangement of contracts. If 
you grant me, Noir Giabella, the exclusive right to mediate, it shall be 
done,” Noir chimed in. 


There was a sudden amendment to the hierarchy battle system. Until 


now, the role of a mediator in hierarchy battles was taken up by 
prestigious higher-ranked demons or officials dispatched from Babel. 


But in the future, there would be many more hierarchy battles. 
Moreover, the battles would present many more considerations and 
consequences. In other words, the role of the mediator would become 
even more crucial. 


For hundreds of years, the most successful businessman in Helmuth 
had been Noir Giabella. 


She smelled immense profit in this new business — the mediation 
system. It was bound to be so since it wasn’t a private enterprise but a 
business run directly by the empire, by the Demon King of 
Incarceration himself. The Demon King of Incarceration was generous 
in such matters. 


"Prepare and submit a plan,” he said. 


"Yes, sir!" Noir bowed her head while imagining the suffocating scent 
of money and gold. 


"Let's begin the appointment ceremony." 


Finally, the Demon King of Incarceration's gaze landed on Amelia. 
Amelia knew she wouldn't be the star of this occasion, but she 
harbored no complaints about that. 


Vladmir was a staff possessed by the Staff of Incarceration over the 
generations. Honestly, Amelia had never coveted Vladmir until now. 
She was fully confident in her own magic and power even without 
such a staff. 


But now, she desperately wanted Vladmir. More than the power of the 
Demon King, she was extremely curious about the memories that 
remained in Vladmir. 


Just what had transpired in the Samar Rainforest? ‘How’ had Edmund 
Codreth failed? 


Amelia had a vague idea. Through the testimony of the Death Knight, 
she learned that Eugene Lionheart had intruded into the Rainforest. 


However, the Death Knight had fallen too soon. She had not seen how 
Edmund had died. 


Amelia was curious about the end of the ritual. Balzac Ludbeth was 
said to have been present. If Balzac had pulled some trick, and 
Edmund had noticed it, there would be clues left behind in Vladmir. 


Vladmir was such a staff. While the souls of all the Staff of 
Incarceration returned to the Demon King, the memories of their 
owners stayed with Vladmir. That wicked and ominous staff consumed 
blood and stored memories. 
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"Yes," 


Amelia Merwin rose. Behind her, the Death Knight flinched, and 
Hemoria held her breath. The gleam in the Death Knight's eyes was 
directed at the Demon King of Incarceration. 


Their eyes met momentarily, but the Demon King of Incarceration said 
nothing to the Death Knight. His eyes revealed no interest or emotion 
regarding the Death Knight. 


The Death Knight, Hamel, had never made it to the Palace of 
Incarceration in his previous life. He had never seen that door filled 
with chains and locks. He had never faced the Demon King of 
Incarceration directly. His decaying, dying body had been brought 
down not by battle but by the betrayal and ridicule of his comrades. 


The indifference and lack of emotion from the Demon King of 
Incarceration caused a profound sense of humiliation to rise within 
the Death Knight. 


"Amelia Merwin." 


The Demon King of Incarceration raised his hand without looking at 
the Death Knight. Vladmir flew towards Amelia from his side. 


"From today, you are the Staff of Incarceration." 
"Yes." 


Amelia gave a thin smile as she received Vladmir with both hands. 


Chapter 334 
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The ceremony conferring the position of the Staff of Incarceration was 
concluded in an unexpectedly brief manner. 


The high-ranking demons had gathered after a long time. Their 
reunion could have begun with a round of cordial greetings, 
exchanging pleasantries and recent news, all while delighting in 
delectable fare and exquisite brew, erupting into fits of laughter and 
perhaps even a dance or two. Yet, from the moment half the demons 
were ordered to be killed, such a future ceased to exist. 


Upon the conclusion of the short investiture, Gavid stepped forward 
and prompted the demons to take their leave of the palace. Obligingly, 
they left, for they had a great many things to contemplate and prepare 
for. 


Among their spoils of survival from the abrupt massacre was the 
power granted to them by the Demon King of Incarceration. 


There was no elaborate ritual required to receive this power. The 
moment they retreated from the palace, the demons sensed an 
unparalleled force residing within them. 


Though the strength of this power, how to master it, and how to adapt 
to the forthcoming changes were questions, they had to contemplate 
on their own... The Demon King’s power absolutely could not be used 
in the contests of hierarchy among the demons. 


What did this mean? If they could not wield this power against each 
other, so to whom were they supposed to direct it? The demons 
departed from Babel, deep in their contemplations. 


"Aren't you disappointed?" Noir Giabella didn't have to worry about 
these dilemmas. She, too, had received the Demon King's gift, yet she 


didn't feel any special allure or desire for it. 


Power? She had possessed it for quite a while and didn't lack any of it. 
Even though the lower-ranking demons had received the King's power, 
Noir was confident she could annihilate them all if she so desired. 


It was an exceedingly arrogant conviction, yes, but Noir was confident 
of her strength. Her power, the Demoneye of Fantasy, was potent 
because she never imagined herself losing. Aside from her own 
enormous reservoir of Dark Power, this conviction guaranteed her 
victory. 


"I'd be disappointed if it were me," Noir continued voicing her 
thoughts. 


She didn't need to ponder or prepare for anything. No, on second 
thought, she had much to prepare for. Fortunately, the Demon King of 
Incarceration had approved of Noir's business proposal: The Mediator 
System, and subsequently asked her to formulate a plan. But there was 
no need to rush. No demon would dare to steal Noir's idea, and the 
plan could be written by the educated demons under her command. 


"Isn't that so? You should've been the star today. But your investiture 
ended in just five minutes," Noir continued while leaning against a 
wall. She turned slightly to face forward. 


"It doesn't matter,” Amelia responded with a smirk. "I didn't come all 
this way from the desert to enjoy a party. Aren't you just disappointed 
because you couldn't have fun?" 


"Correct, I am very disappointed. It's been a hundred years since the 
palace’s doors were opened, and it's been quite some time since the 
high-ranking demons gathered like this. It’s also been a while since I 
saw you last," Noir chuckled while giving Amelia a once-over. 


"Amelia, you've never attended an event in Helmuth while being holed 
up in the desert, right? I was looking forward to drinking with you 
after so long,” Noir commented. 


"I don't want to drink with you," retorted Amelia. 


"Don't be so cold. Why can't we just sit and have a drink? Are you 
scared that I would drag you to the bed against your will?" said Noir. 


It could have sounded like a jest, but the one who said these words 
was none other than the Queen of the Night Demons, Noir. Instead of 
replying, Amelia simply fixed her gaze on Noir's eyes. Her eyes were 
glorious orbs of amethyst. They were magical eyes of illusion endowed 
with an authority that no spell could imitate. 


"Ah, don't fret. What you see before you is not an illusion but reality,” 
said Noir with a chuckle. She winked at Amelia. "Of course, if you 
wish, I can use these eyes to show and make you experience all your 
desires... So? Interested?" 


"I have no intention of selling you my body," Amelia retorted. 


"Oh my... Let's not use such words. I'm not trying to take your body or 
anything. I’m just intrigued," said Noir with a laugh. 


Noir's gaze shifted slightly. The figure of the Death Knight was 
reflected in her gem-like, shimmering eyes. 


"If you don't want to play with me, how about him?" Noir asked with a 
slight smile. 


"Are you coveting what's mine?" retorted Amelia. 


"Yours... ahahaha, the him I know wouldn't particularly appreciate 
such words," Noir stated, still chuckling. 


With a creak, the armor moved. Amelia had been suppressing the 
Death Knight's actions from the moment she faced Noir. She feared the 
Death Knight losing his temper and attacking Noir, and Noir 
deciphering the true identity of the Death Knight. 


"Let him move freely. It might not be so bad, right? Amelia, compared 
to your relationship with him... mine is far longer, isn't it?" said Noir. 


"Duke Giabella, as you very well know, he despises you greatly. If I 
loosen his leash—" 


"His hatred for me is the most charming thing about him. Don't worry. 
I just want to greet an old friend," Noir interrupted, not letting Amelia 
refuse. 


The metallic creaking grew louder with each word Noir spoke. Amelia 
hesitated momentarily before slowly nodding and retracting the 
magical leash that bound the Death Knight. 


"It's been a while," Noir greeted with a broad smile. “My Ha—” 
Crash! 
The Death Knight charged and slammed Noir against the wall. 


"It’s been a while, friend?! You?!" the Death Knight roared, his 
armored fists swinging wildly. Each punch made contact with Noir, 
causing her body to crack and explode with splattering blood. In no 
time, the Death Knight had devastated Noir's flesh, and he gripped the 
throat of what remained. 


"Oh, I'm fine," Noir said as Amelia tried to intervene with furrowed 
brows. Noir just laughed, not having screamed or moaned even once. 
She did not bother regenerating her body and continued to speak even 
as the Death Knight crushed her throat under his grip. 


"Hamel. I'm overjoyed that you despise me as much as ever. Although 
it's quite disappointing to have my greeting ignored, aren't you happy 
to see me?" she asked. 


"You damn—" 


"I'm quite curious as to why you, who died three hundred years ago, 
were resurrected in such a form. But I won't ask. I think my question 
will only bring you humiliation and discomfort. I don't want your hate 
to—" 


Thwack! 


The Death Knight’s fist struck Noir's visage. Humiliation? Disgust? The 
gaze of the Death Knight quivered intensely. He had risen anew as the 


Death Knight, driven only by hatred and a desire for revenge. 


He wanted to obliterate Vermouth’s descendant and the Lionheart 
clan, as well as everything connected to Sienna, Anise, and Molon. 


It was his only desire. Yet he had been defeated by the young whelp of 
the Lionheart family, the one who was called the second coming of 
Vermouth. 


The defeat had been total and overwhelming, leaving no room for 
consolation, even for the Death Knight's reckoning. His body had been 
annihilated, leaving only his soul. In a desperate bid to sustain his 
existence, he had bound his spirit to a suit of armor. 


He had come to Helmuth with Amelia Merwin in such a pitiful state. 
He had reached the palace of Babel, where he had never set foot while 
alive but as an undead and the slave of a black wizard. He had 
endured the mocking gazes of his enemies he had failed to kill three 
hundred years ago. He had been utterly disregarded by the Demon 
King of Incarceration. 


The Queen of Night Demons, Noir Giabella, was a demon Hamel had 
most desired to kill alongside the Demon Kings three hundred years 
ago. This demon was uttering remarks no different from bare 
mockery, imbued with repulsive empathy. She even dared to adorn a 
friendly smile. How could he bear such humiliation? 


"It's refreshing to see you haven't changed," Noir's voice echoed beside 
him. Even though her body and head had been shattered, she stood 
unscathed beside the Death Knight. Whether her destruction had been 
an illusion or she had regenerated her body anew, he neither knew 
nor cared to know. It only filled him with loathing and despair. 


‘His persona appears intact... an exquisite fake.' 


Noir had no intention of revealing the truth to the Death Knight. If his 
persona was truly identical to Hamel's, he wouldn't yield under the 
weight of humiliation, hatred, and despair. The Hamel whom Noir 
Giabella had loved would never make such a choice. He was a man 
who would rather gamble his life in battle than yield or flee. 


If his body couldn't die and if his hatred preceded his death, he would 
swallow his immediate shame and despair and crawl back up. 


'When that time comes, oh, truly,' Noir mused with a laugh imagining 
such a future. 


Of course, even if that Death Knight reached her, Noir had no 
intention of surrendering her life to him. No matter how closely he 
resembled the original, that Death Knight was not the real deal. If 
anyone in this world could show Noir what death was, it had to be the 
real Hamel. 


"Aaargh!" The Death Knight rushed at Noir with a roar. But this time, 
Noir did not allow him to harass her. Her eyes flashed, and the Death 
Knight was immediately immobilized. 


"You said you didn't want to drink with me, right?" Noir glanced back 
at Amelia, her laughter ringing out. "So, will you return to the desert 
just like this? You've traveled far from the distant Nahama to get here. 
Wouldn't it be a waste not to enjoy it more? Think again; how about 
it? I could throw a party just for you...” 


"Don't dawdle. I have other matters to attend to,” responded Amelia. 
"Matters? What matters?" asked Noir. 


"Given I've returned to Helmuth after a long time and there are some 
events to celebrate... I thought I'd pay a visit to my hometown." 


Hometown. 


A look of surprise crossed Noir's face. She was well aware of where 
Amelia's hometown was. 


It was a place near the frontier of Helmuth, the domain of the Demon 
King of Destruction, Ravesta. 


Though a territory of Helmuth, it was a land untouched by the gaze 
and rule of the Demon King of Incarceration. Moreover, demons living 
in this land strictly shunned outsiders. In that aspect, it bore a 


resemblance to Dragon Demon Castle, but the isolation of Dragon 
Demon Castle and Ravesta varied in intensity. 


The demons of Ravesta didn't belong to the hierarchy of Helmuth's 
demons. What the Ravesta demons worshipped was the Demon King 
of Destruction, who had fallen into slumber three hundred years ago, 
and they bore no loyalty to the Demon King of Incarceration. 


Only two residents of Ravesta had gained renown outside of this 
secluded, primitive land — Jagon, who had been known as the Beast 
of Ravesta, and Amelia Merwin, who became one of the Three Mages 
of Incarceration. 


"I didn't know you loved your hometown so much,” said Noir. 


"I don't love it,” Amelia responded with a wry smile. "But... it's better 
than being in the desert for now." 


"Are you running away?" Noir asked. 


Amelia's eyebrows wiggled. Was that a hit? Noir laughed while folding 
her arms. 


"Well, you have no choice but to run. You're linked to Eugene 
Lionheart with bad karma... and the Disastrous Sienna has returned 
too, hasn't she? If she finds out what you did, that calamity of a 
wizard would flip your desert upside down,” continued Noir. 


"I'm not afraid of her. Nor Eugene Lionheart,” Amelia stated. 
"Really? So?" 
"I just want to avoid unnecessary fights. At least for now." 


Amelia didn't want to continue the conversation. She turned while 
pulling the frozen Death Knight towards her with her magic. 


Run away? 


She thought it was a phrase not worth consideration — yet, it kept 
echoing in her head. She had experienced a particular emotion when 
she saw the power of Eugene Lionheart in the Death Knight’s 
memories, along with the divine magic of the Saint, while not 
forgetting Sienna, who had destroyed the Signature of the Green 
Tower Master in Aroth and threatened to sink Abram under water. 


Amelia did not want to fully acknowledge what she felt when she 
learned of these things. 


Bam! 
"Gahl" 


So she jabbed her staff backward into Hemoria’s abdomen. Hemoria 
bent over, caught off guard, clutching her stomach and gasping for air. 


Clang! 


Amelia headed for the elevator of Babel while dragging Hemoria by 
her collar. The Death Knight, too, creaked along, following behind 
Amelia. 


"Oh dear, poor thing." 


Noir smirked as she watched Amelia and her pets depart. 


As anticipated, Sienna roamed every corner of the room, even 
snatching away Akasha, and forced the virtually kidnapped Straut the 
Second to use the room's power. 


Yet, the chamber beneath the spire yielded no gains. Eventually, 
Eugene and Sienna returned to the Lionheart mansion after partaking 
in a shared meal to save the Emperor’s face. 


"How did it go?" queried Kristina, sporting a grin as they approached 
the gargantuan carcass of Raizakia near the forest edge. She was 
dressed in a jacket that Eugene had personally selected for her. The 


sight of it elicited a surge of irritation within Sienna. 


"Why are you dressed like that when we're not going out?" asked 
Sienna. 


"I am not cloistered within a room. It’s only natural I would wear 
appropriate attire when venturing outside,” retorted Kristina. 


"But you're the Saint. Shouldn't you be in a white robe? The current 
generation’s gotten comfortable, hmm? Deeming it permissible for 
clergy to behave inappropriately like this... Even Anise always wore 
her holy attire until she joined us in Helmuth,” grumbled Sienna. 


"Lady Anise, the Saint of three centuries past, allowed it, and the God 
of Light wouldn't rebuke me merely for not wearing a robe,” 
responded Kristina. 


Even Eugene found that claim ludicrous. 


Before their relationship reached its current state, when he and 
Kristina journeyed to the Samar Forest, she had adamantly chosen to 
don her clerical attire and white robe. 


—You can wear other clothes. 


—What should clergy wear, if not their holy attire? In particular, Sir 
Eugene, accompanying you is an act of divine will. I cannot forsake my 
holy vestments. 


Yet, despite her previous assertions, Kristina now calmly uttered lies 
without a hint of discomfort. 


"Y-you, stop arguing back incessantly. When an adult is speaking...” 


The words slipped out before Sienna could catch them. Caught by 
surprise, she clamped her mouth shut. Yet, Kristina didn't miss the 


opportunity to catch Sienna off guard. 


"Oh, yes, that's right. I'm truly sorry, Lady Sienna. Considering that 
you're a whopping three hundred years older than me, it's absolutely 
improper for a mere twenty-three-year-old like me to retort to you,” 
said Kristina. 


"That's... not... No, it's okay," Sienna mumbled. 


"No, it's not okay. If you are a towering old tree, then I am a budding 
sprout. How could such a fledgling as myself show disrespect to you, 
Lady Sienna?" continued Kristina. 


"No, it's really okay. Feel free to talk back,” said Sienna. 


"Very well, then. I understand, Lady Sienna. Since I have received 
permission, I shall continue to retort without reservation," said 
Kristina. 


Sienna's pupils trembled greatly. There seemed to be no way out of 
this... 


"So... you quite like the clothes?" 


However, she was unwilling to admit defeat. Sienna composed her 
expression before lightly lifting the edge of her cloak, “Do you see? 
The clothes you and Anise got. Eugene didn’t choose them on his own. 
I helped him out as well. Well, it didn’t take much time at all to 
choose.” 


"But Sir Eugene still personally picked them out for us,” retorted 
Kristina. 


"Well, yes. But my cloak, on the other hand, required a whole day of 
consideration—" 


"Aha-ha-ha!" Kristina burst into laughter. Eugene anticipated the 
follow-up remarks and quietly stepped back. 


"One day? No, that cloak is the one Sir Eugene purchased that very 


" 


day. 
"Huh?" 


"And, Lady Sienna, Sir Eugene prepared the cloak... as a gift for you 
because... Lady Anise advised him to prepare a gift for you," Kristina 
said while holding back her laughter. 


Sienna's eyes widened. 


"If it weren't for Lady Anise's advice, Sir Eugene would have come to 
meet you empty-handed. That's all. Furthermore, all of Eugene's attire 
that day... was chosen based on my and Lady Anise's advice." 


"Uh... uh...," Sienna was left fumbling for words. 


"And one more thing, Lady Sienna. The gift you received was just a 
cloak... I, on the other hand... hehe." Kristina beamed with a 
mischievous smile as she raised her necklace slightly, "A necklace that 
Sir Eugene personally thought of and chose, and he put it around my 
neck not once but twice." 


Sienna's eyes twitched. 

"I received a jacket, and Lady Anise received a coat." 
Snap! 

Sienna's incisors clenched tightly. 

"Oh my... I received three gifts." 


"Where did that brat go?!" Sienna shouted angrily, turning her head to 
search for Eugene. 


Ignoring the distant shouts, Eugene hastened his steps as he tried to 
flee the disaster. 


Chapter 335 
Preparation (1) 


Ancilla savored the aroma of the red tea while reminiscing about the 
past. Gilead’s first wife, Tanis, had been sensitive and temperamental. 
As a mother and a woman, Ancilla felt great sorrow over her death. 
Nevertheless, thanks to Tanis' passing, Ancilla became the rightful 
matriarch of the grand Lionheart family, just as she had always 
desired. 


Due to Tanis' departure, Ancilla also had to change, and becoming the 
first wife of the family brought her a sense of contentment and 
abundance. Her strict parenting style softened, and she began to 
respect the choices and will of her twins. 


Eugene Lionheart, who had been adopted into the main family, had 
been the subject of concern from the beginning. According to Ancilla's 
thoughts, Eugene was too exceptional and outstanding. She feared 
that if he became a rival to her twins, it would be impossible for them 
to compete with him. 


Hence, Ancilla chose not to treat him as an enemy. She advised Cyan 
and Ciel to behave similarly, and fortunately, everything turned out 
just as Ancilla had hoped. 


Eugene... had always felt more mature compared to his age. Although 
he did not take Ancilla as his new mother, Eugene became a brother 
to the twins she bore. Moreover, thankfully, Eugene didn't aspire to 
rise to the position of the family head. In fact, he despised the very 
idea of becoming the head of the family and actively supported Cyan 
as the future patriarch. 


If Ciel had desired to be the head, it would have caused various 
problems, but fortunately, Ciel showed no such ambition. Eventually, 
it became certain that Cyan would be the next head of the Lionheart 
family. 


In retrospect, Ancilla realized the children had grown up in an 
environment that fostered grudges. 


The mansion had changed significantly from when Ancilla first arrived 
in the Lionheart family. Initially, the mansion had been desolate and 
quiet. It was too vast, and the only person she could truly consider her 
family had been her husband, Gilead. Tanis had never once thought of 
Ancilla as family, and young Eward had avoided her. 


Then what about the loyal knights of the family? When Ancilla first 
arrived, all the knights in the mansion had been on Tanis' side. As 
Tanis' temperament became twisted over time, the knights' loyalty 
wavered, but in the beginning, Ancilla only had her husband on her 
side. 


However, even he didn't put her heart completely at ease. When they 
first married, Gilead couldn't be called a good husband, even with 
empty words. As the head of the Lionheart family, he needed to have 
and show adequate skills and reputation, so Gilead often had to leave 
the mansion for various reasons. 


Every time that happened, Ancilla had to stay alone in the large 
mansion, which was simply too big. Ancilla's maiden family in Kaenis 
County was considered a powerful noble family even within the 
empire, but Ancilla never once sought comfort from her family. 


She had endured while harboring ambitions of becoming the first lady 
of the Lionheart family. Now, after more than twenty years of bitter 
enduring, Ancilla succeeded in eventually turning her enemies into 
allies and became the mistress of the Lionheart family. 


T thought that alone would be enough... ’ 


Now, the Lionheart estate was no longer desolate and quiet. Instead, it 
was bustling and noisy. Elves lived in the forest where animals used to 
roam freely, and Ancilla's family had grown by two members. 
Moreover, they also had two extraordinary guests staying with them. 


As the family expanded, so did Ancilla's worries. But contrary to her 
worries, surprisingly, everything continued without a hitch, smoothly 
and peacefully. It turned out she had been worried for nothing. 


It was the same even now. Ancilla glanced up and looked ahead. The 
Wise Sienna, the companion of the Great Vermouth, the family's 
ancestor, was sitting beside Ancilla, enjoying her cup of tea with her. 
Ancilla had imagined it to be an extremely uncomfortable situation. 
She had never imagined that she would be sitting casually with the 
Wise Sienna like old friends, but now that they were face to face, it 
didn't feel uncomfortable at all. 


Sienna Merdein turned out to be far removed from the person Ancilla 
had imagined. It might be considered disrespectful to think so, but 
Ancilla found the three-hundred-year-old Sienna rather innocent and 
adorable. 


Almost as if she were her... daughter. 
'That can't be true... ' 


Of course, she was merely entertaining a thought. Ancilla could never 
truly treat Sienna as her daughter. 


"Lady Ancilla," Sienna, who had been enjoying her tea, spoke up. 


It was Sienna who proposed to meet for tea. Was it to foster 
camaraderie? No, it wasn’t for such a simple reason. Sienna had a 
shrewd and definite purpose, and she was also curious about Ancilla. 


"If your husband were to take another wife, how would you feel about 
it?" Sienna asked. 


"Pardon me?" 


"Well... I mean, if your husband were to take another wife... If there 
was one more... Would you be able to get along with them?" 
continued Sienna. 


It was difficult to discern why Sienna was asking such a question. 
Ancilla composed her expression before answering, "Lady Sienna, I 
was once a concubine to my husband." 


"Ah, yes, I know that as well. However, you are now the wife, aren't 


you?" said Sienna. 
"Yes, I yearned for that position earnestly," muttered Ancilla. 


"There was an unfortunate incident, I heard. I... um... I don't doubt 
your qualifications nor want to discuss stories about the deceased that 
I haven't met or known." 


How should she put this into words? Sienna fidgeted with her fingers 
and scrunched her eyebrows. Mer, who was quietly munching on a 
pastry, looked alternatingly at Sienna and Ancilla. 


"If my husband were to take another woman as his wife... I would still 
make an effort to, well, I would make an effort to get along,” 
answered Ancilla. 


“Would you not resent your husband?” asked Sienna. 


“I would resent him. I am a woman, after all,” Ancilla said with a 
bitter smile and set her teacup down. "Still, if he were to take a 
concubine, I would strive to get along as long as she does not seek to 
take my place.” 


"Your place?" asked Sienna. 


"As the first wife," Ancilla's voice grew firm and decisive. "I, too, made 
an effort to become the first wife when I entered as a concubine. Isn't 
the first always better than the second?" 


"Indeed," Sienna readily agreed. 


"If my husband loves me the most and personally protects my place, 
and if my child can inherit the family, then I wouldn't mind how many 
other wives he takes,” declared Ancilla. 


"Really... truly?" asked Sienna. 


"Hmm, now that I think about it again... I might mind after all. It's 
common for noblemen to take multiple wives, and likewise, noble 
women to have several paramours, but this is what I think...” Ancilla 


lowered her voice slightly before continuing, "If my husband takes 
multiple wives, wouldn't he be considered trash?" 


"Yes, it's a secret. My husband... um, the head of the family is an 
exceptional person, but I thought he had some trash-like aspects. In 
the past, that is,” said Ancilla. 


Gilead had taken a concubine because Tanis could no longer bear 
children. To become the head of the main family, one had to be the 
most outstanding among the numerous Lionheart family members, 
and competing with siblings from a young age had always been a 
tradition. 


Gilead might feel wronged if he were to hear this... but Ancilla had 
truly believed so when she was younger. 


"Trash... yes, perhaps. They would be trash, right?” Sienna said while 
nodding excitedly. 


Why did she propose tea time with Ancilla? 


She wanted to share her resentment towards Eugene with someone, 
but it wasn’t like she could do so with his father, Gerhard. Her elder 
brother, Signard? After all, he was an elf, and his perspective was 
vastly different from humans. 


"Lady Sienna, you...” 


Ancilla hesitated for a moment after starting to speak. She worried 
that her question might come across as too impolite. 


But... wasn’t she being too... too obvious and blatant about it? Sienna had 
acted so blatantly in front of everyone. Should Ancilla pretend to be 
unaware? 


There was a moment of hesitation. 


Memories from a few days ago resurfaced. Ancilla remembered Sienna 


and Mer choosing dresses early in the morning. 
They had been like mother and daughter. 

Then what about their father? 

Ancilla was silent as she contemplated. 


Was that all there was to it? Conversations were circulating among the 
staff at the mansion. The master and disciple walked in the forest 
without fail every day... Master and disciple... Sure, it could be seen 
that way, but the elves spoke of something completely different... 


"Lady Sienna, you... about Eugene...” 


Pfft. 


Sienna spewed out the tea she had been drinking. The liquid 
splattered indelicately outside her lips, but Mer immediately used 
magic to prevent the tea from wetting the table. 


At this point, Mer had expected Sienna to splutter the tea. It had been 
a simple, easy calculation. 


"-I-I, what about Eugene?" Sienna asked in alarm. She wiped her 
mouth with the back of her hand in a fluster. 


Mer looked at Sienna with a pout before saying, "Lady Sienna, you’re 
saying something different from when we were on our way here.” 


“W-w-what did I say?” 


“You said you would gain Lady Ancilla’s support and have your 
relationship officially acknowledged by the Lionheart family,” Mer 
continued on Sienna’s behalf. She could no longer stay quiet. 


The familiar’s words made Sienna's face turn as red as a ripe apple, 
and Ancilla's lips parted in surprise. 


"A relationship?" Ancilla asked. 
"No... uh... um, well, ahem!" Sienna struggled to respond. 
"Are you already in such a relationship?" 


"Um... uh, why... why not? Is it not allowed?!" Sienna stammered 
while placing her cup down with trembling hands. There was no going 
back now... 


"Well, it might be possible, don't you think? I mean, you should 
understand it well, but Eugene, he... has so many charming qualities, 
doesn't he? Yes? Indeed, he's young, but, um, he doesn't act like a 
child...” Sienna rollered on with her explanation. 


Although Ancilla had already anticipated this, having it confirmed still 
came as a shock. She blinked dazedly while listening to Sienna's 
words. 


"I, um, I can't explain it properly! But there is a profound bond 
between Eugene and me. An, um, an incredible bond. Three hundred 
years mean nothing in the face of such a bond. Surely... surely! Lady 
Ancilla, is it because I am three hundred years old that you won’t 
acknowledge the relationship between Eugene and me?” 


"Lady S-Sienna, please calm down—" 


"Does age really matter? Huh? So what if I'm three hundred years old! 
I-I-I lived for three hundred years! But if someone were to say I'm only 
three hundred years old, it would be so unfair!" Sienna felt wronged 
and unjustified, and her pent-up frustration finally exploded. 


It had been impossible for Sienna to retaliate when Kristina Rogeris, 
that wicked woman, had pummeled her with words. What made it 
even more distressing for Sienna was Anise’s presence. Even though 
Anise wasn’t in a better position than her... Those two didn't tear each 
other apart. Rather, they were like two heads of a snake, both 
dedicated to tormenting Sienna... 


"Look at my body! Does this look like the body of a three-hundred- 
year-old? No! I crafted it to be perfectly twenty years old. My body is 


twenty, so why am I three hundred? Huh? My mind? I am three 
hundred, but I think like I'm twenty! I have lived for three hundred 
years, but I live like I’m twenty! So why on earth am I three hundred 
years old!?" Sienna finally lost her composure and started babbling 
about what was bothering her the most. 


"Lady Sienna, please, Lady Sienna!" Ancilla hurriedly stood up and 
approached Sienna to calm her down. 


The Wise Sienna, companion of the Great Vermouth, their ancestor — 
she was the most exceptional wizard in history! Ancilla was concerned 
that Sienna's hysterical declaration of being twenty would be 
overheard by the servants and knights in the mansion. 


"Lady Sienna, I don't think of you as a three-hundred-year-old!" 
Ancilla hurriedly shouted. 


"Really? R-Really?" Sienna questioned. 


"Yes, of course. You are younger and more beautiful than me. Your 
mind... You are like... like twenty! As disrespectful as it may sound, 
you are like... like a daughter to me...," Ancilla reassured. 


"See! I knew it! I heard you treated Mer like your daughter! Even 
though Mer is one hundred and fifty years older than you!" Sienna 
shouted excitedly. 


It was a truth that Ancilla had been avoiding all this time, something 
she had not wanted to acknowledge... 


Mer pouted in annoyance. She found it irritating that Sienna just had 
to point this out. 


"I may be two hundred years old, but I have the body of a young girl. 
My identity is that of a young girl,” said Mer. 


"It’s the same for me! I'm also three hundred years old, but I have the 
body of a young dame," said Sienna confidently. 


“Saying young dame makes you sound kind of old,” Mer muttered 


softly, and Sienna's fist clenched with anger. 


She could not believe that instead of taking her side, Mer was stabbing 
her in the back...! 


"Calm... Calm down, Lady Sienna, please. I, um, believe that age 
doesn't matter when it comes to loving someone,” said Ancilla. 


"Do you really think so?" Sienna asked expectantly. 
"YES." 


"Then, are you acknowledging my relationship with Eugene?" asked 
Sienna. 


"Acknowledging...? I'm not sure if it's my place to acknowledge... I am 
not Eugene's biological parent...” 


"But you are the mistress of this household, Ancilla." 
"Well, yes, Iam, but...," Ancilla hesitated. She felt confused. 


Though she was the mistress of the Lionheart family, wasn't Eugene 
the actual big shot of this family? Whatever relationship or marriage 
Eugene decided to pursue would be entirely his choice. Ancilla, 
Gilead, and even his biological parent, Gerhard, would have no say in 
the matter. What could they say if he simply said that he liked 
someone and wanted to be with them? 


"Please acknowledge it,” Sienna begged. 

"What...?" 

"Please acknowledge it quickly,” Sienna repeated. 

"As for Sir Gerhard—" Ancilla began saying before being interrupted. 


"Please acknowledge it, then tell him in my place," responded Sienna. 


Sienna had cunningly intended for this outcome from the very 
beginning. She had planned to win Ancilla to her side and gain her 
acknowledgment. And then, through Ancilla, she would inform Gilead 
and Gerhard about the relationship. 


"Ah... I understand. I will acknowledge it as you wish. I will... try to 
inform my husband and Sir Gerhard, as well,” said Ancilla. 


"Lady Ancilla,” Sienna called out. 
Sienna still hesitated with her palm against her flushed cheek. 


"Do you... do you think I'm being vulgar and shameless?" asked 
Sienna. 


"What?" 
"Am I being shameless?" Sienna asked once more. 


Sienna was obviously hoping for Ancilla to say no, but she could not 
bring herself to say it. Sienna’s face filled with despair as she looked at 
Ancilla's wavering eyes. 


"You said I'm like a daughter to you...!" Sienna said. 
"Well. ..” 
"Did you lie?" 


"That... I was just saying. Shameless...? I didn't think of it to that 
extent...," Ancilla said haltingly. 


"You thought something similar, didn't you? How could you do that to 
me? I am the Wise Sienna! I was friends with Vermouth, who founded 
this family. And now you think I'm shameless!" Sienna cried out. 


"Please, Lady Sienna, don't say such things!" 


"Address me informally too." 


"What...?" Ancilla said, perplexed. 


"You address Mer informally...! So, please address me informally too. 
Like I’m your daughter!" 


"Sienna... Lady Sienna, do you even realize what you're saying?" 
Ancilla asked with concern. 


"I don't know, I-I don’t know anything. I just... I’m going to be your 
daughter. I’m a baby." 


The words poured out of Sienna, a result of the sorrow and injustice 
she felt. These words created a tempest in Sienna's mind. The 
overwhelming shame was too much to bear with her normal state of 
mind, so she drove away her own sanity. She gasped for breath while 
lowering her head in distress. 


Ancilla closed her eyes tight. She sensed that Sienna’s nonsensical and 
shameful words and actions would not stop unless she made a bold 
decision. 


"Sienna... Hey...!" 

"M... Mother...” 

"Sienna...” 

"Mother...!" 

What a spectacle this was... Mer stared at Sienna in disbelief. 


Naturally, Sienna was the most embarrassed out of everyone. She felt 
a powerful urge to end her own life as her head drooped. 


"Mother... No... L... Lady Ancilla,” Sienna called out after a while. 
"Yes... Lady Sienna,” answered Ancilla. 


"You... have a daughter, right?" asked Sienna. 


"Yes... Her name is Ciel Lionheart.” 


"I would like to meet her... I-I’m confident we would get along well,” 
said Sienna. 


"Yes... [hope you will take care of my daughter.” 


Ancilla secretly worried about Ciel. Ciel hadn't explicitly mentioned it, 
but it was evident that she had a romantic interest in Eugene. 


'What should I do about this... ?' 


They weren't related by blood, and they weren't even close relatives, 
so there would be no issue with marriage. Although the fact that 
Eugene was an adopted son was somewhat concerning, it could be 
resolved at the time of their marriage. They could simply revoke his 
position, then. 


In fact, it had been the longstanding hope of Gilead and Ancilla for 
some time. If Cyan firmly secured his position as the head of the 
Lionheart family while Ciel developed a good relationship with 
Eugene, it would become a significant asset to the main branch. 


"But... Lady Sienna, you mentioned that you are in a relationship with 
Eugene... What exactly is the relationship between Eugene and Saint 
Kristina?" Ancilla asked tentatively. 


On the surface, they were the Hero and the Saint, but frankly, their 
relationship didn’t seem so simple. Sienna was explicit, more so than 
Ciel. But Kristina... didn’t she openly and blatantly appeal to Eugene? 
Compared to her, Ciel and Sienna’s efforts felt like nothing more than 
child's play. Before Sienna came to the Lionheart estate, when Kristina 
had been the sole competitor, everyone at the main branch had 
witnessed how devotedly she showed her affection to Eugene. 


"Are you asking because you don't know?" Sienna asked, looking 
discouraged. 


"As expected...!" 


"Trash... He's trash. That bastard is trash," Sienna shouted in 
exasperation. 


Ancilla hesitated whether to agree with those words or not. 


Trash... It was true, but in reality, wasn't he an incredible piece of 
trash? The Wise Sienna, a great hero from three hundred years ago, 
the Saint of this era, and... 


‘My daughter too... ' 

Thinking about it made Ancilla angry. 
Eugene Lionheart. 

Trash and scoundrel. 


"Thank you... for the tea." 


Sienna staggered as she stood up from her seat. Ancilla also stood up. 
They exchanged awkward glances for a moment. 


"I... support you, Lady Sienna,” Ancilla said. 
"Yesis2” 

"Don't be too heartbroken. Age doesn't matter." 
"Right?" 


"And... um... if, if Eugene brings in another woman, please get along 
well," Ancilla advised. 


"Huh? That's a bit different from what you said earlier." 


"Uh-huh, no, it's not like that. I said I would try to get along well, 
right?" 


Ancilla turned her head in embarrassment. Sienna looked puzzled to 
see her like that. She had never met Ciel before and hadn't heard any 
stories about her from Anise, Mer, or even Kristina. 


"Um... okay. I don't want to fight with Kristina either," Sienna 
acquiesced. 


In truth, she didn't have the confidence to win a fight. 


"lll try to get along well—" Before Sienna could finish her words, the 
sky suddenly darkened. The surroundings turned as dark as night, and 
Ancilla looked up at the sky in surprise. 


"Oh, my goodness...?!" 
Ancilla opened her eyes wide in astonishment. 


The figure of a dragon with its wings spread wide could be seen in the 
sky above the Lionheart mansion. 


Chapter 336 
Preparation (2) 


While Sienna and Mer were having tea with Ancilla, Eugene was with 
Kristina. 


It was due to the task of purifying the humongous body of Raizakia. 
By borrowing the power of the Holy Sword, Eugene could assist 
Kristina by helping to accelerate the purification process. Eugene had 
no reason to refuse the request, as he rarely used the Holy Sword 
outside of battles. So, for the past few days, he had been by Kristina's 
side. 


He was with her through the majority of the day, starting from when 
the sun was up. 


The deity that Kristina and Anise served was the God of Light, and 
Altair, the Holy Sword Eugene possessed, was also the creation of the 
God of Light. In truth, the divine power of the God of Light didn't 
necessarily require the surroundings to be bright. But reasons could be 
fabricated whenever they were needed. 


[What a scary child...,] Anise thought wholeheartedly. 
It was Kristina who had planned all of this. 


Daytime and dusk — the length of each depended on the season, but 
Kristina judged that monopolizing Eugene during daylight would be 
overwhelmingly advantageous. 


Her judgment had been correct. 


Dusk. Night. What did one usually do at night? Ordinary people slept. 
Some may even choose to do something naughty... 


Unfortunately, Sienna didn't have the courage for that. The only thing 
Sienna could do with Eugene during the night was to take a walk. 


"How much longer do you think it will take?" asked Eugene. 


"I think it will be done in about two weeks at the latest," Kristina 
responded with a smile, her praying posture unaltered. It wasn’t a lie. 
Initially, she had expected it to take more than a month, but with the 
aid of the Holy Sword, the purification process would be completed in 
two weeks. 


"The problem is how to use this." 


Eugene sat with his arms crossed, lost in thought. There were various 
ways to make use of a dragon's corpse, but the remains of dragons 
were extremely difficult to handle as materials. 


In truth, it was more appropriate to say unknown rather than difficult. 
Most dragons had been hunted and killed three hundred years ago, 
but there were hardly any records of humans hunting dragons before 
that. 


Yet, a few artifacts made from dragon materials existed on the 
continent, although they were very rare. But the existence of such 
artifacts was due to the mercy and grace of dragons. 


A dying dragon could choose to bestow its own flesh upon someone 
instead of returning its body to nature. It was an infrequent event, but 
there had been a few occurrences in the history of the continent. 


For example, the Dragonheart in Sienna's Akasha was a gift from a 
dragon that had formed a bond with the elves. Even in his past life as 
Hamel, Eugene had wandered with his comrades in Helmuth, where 
he encountered a dying dragon and received their Dragonheart as a 
gift. The founder of the Dragonic family, Orix Dragonic, received the 
grace of a dragon while exploring a dungeon. 


Throughout the long history of the continent, such instances were rare 
but still existed. The problem was that they were too rare, and even 
the most skilled craftsmen lacked the knowledge and techniques to 
handle the materials properly. 


As a family of warriors, the Lionheart family had connections with 
artisan guilds and also personal friendships with the finest craftsmen 
and blacksmiths, those known as master craftsmen. However, even the 
master craftsmen had expressed their hesitancy and diffidence in 
dealing with materials from a dragon. 


So that wasn’t a viable option. Nothing less than perfection was 
expected with such exquisite materials. 


"In the end, we have to turn to the dwarves." 


There were no dwarves in the artisan guilds. The proud dwarves 
refused to join guilds on equal terms with human craftsmen. 


"If I had known that, I would have brought a dwarf from the Dragon 
Demon Castle." Eugene clicked his tongue with regret. If he had 
brought the dwarves from the Dragon Demon Castle, he wouldn't be 
worrying about such matters now... 


"I heard that Noir Giabella, that lewd woman, took in the dwarves 
from the Dragon Demon Castle,” Kristina frowned as she spoke. 
"Giabella Park or something like that. They’re working there now." 


"A different master, huh. Those ungrateful bastards, after all the 
trouble I went through to set them free, they’re groveling at Noir’s 
feet?" Eugene spat out his words with bitterness. 


Of course, Eugene didn't overthrow Dragon Demon Castle for the sake 
of the dwarves' freedom. It just happened to end up that way. 


And unlike when they were unpaid slaves at Dragon Demon Castle, 
the dwarves were now enjoying fulfilling and happy days under Noir 
Giabella, working on what they desired. 


Naturally, Eugene and Kristina didn't care about that fact. 


"We also inquired with the Papacy and Commander Raphael. There 
are dwarven craftsmen in Yuras, but they are specialists in areas like 
fine crafts and sculptures... They don't feel confident in making 
weapons and armor,” said Kristina. 


"Looks like we have to look into Shimuin after all," said Eugene. 


The nation with the largest population of dwarves on the continent 
was Shimuin. 


The reason was simple. Shimuin had long been called the 'Nation of 
Knights,' and free knights and mercenaries from all over the continent 
stayed there at least once during their training or quest. 


As a result, Shimuin boasted advanced blacksmithing and 
craftsmanship for knights and mercenaries. 


Also, Shimuin's representative magical armor, Exid, came in various 
types, from high-grade to low-quality lower-grade ones. All of the 
high-grade Exid were made by dwarves. 


‘The leader of the Violent Tide Knights, Ortus Hyman, used an Exid that 
used a portion of Dragonheart in its creation. It used dragon scales and 
leather as well.’ 


It wasn't just the one, either. Shimuin possessed several weapons made 
from dragon materials other than the various Exid. To process 
Raizakia's corpse perfectly, they would need to bring the dwarves 
from Shimuin. 


However, it was easier said than done, as this plan posed a more 
complex problem. The dwarves of Shimuin were considered 
invaluable cultural assets and received the utmost respect. The royal 
family was also fiercely protective of the dwarves’ craftsmanship, 
preventing it from being exposed to foreign nations. 


‘We could kill Iris and ask for the dwarves’ support in return. No, that 
seems like a losing deal for us... ’ Eugene thought as he considered his 
options. 


Shimuin faced various difficulties after the ascent of Iris into a great 
pirate. Even if Shimuin sent their soldiers and Ortus, it would be 
extremely challenging to face Iris and her fleet, which consisted of 
hundreds of ships. Iris’ Demoneye of Darkness excelled not only in 
terms of offensive power but also in mobility. Regardless of how 
powerful Shimuin’s navy was, Iris’ power would make it essentially 


impossible for the navy to hold an advantage over them. 


However, it would be different for Eugene. No matter how many 
pirates were under her command, they were ultimately weaklings, 
weren’t they? Once he cut off that damn dark elf’s head, everything 
would work out somehow. 


When they fought in Kiehl, there was no Prominence or Eclipse. 
Eugene didn't use Ignition or the Moonlight Sword, either. However, 
he did not need to restrict himself in Shimuin. Moreover, how could 
he possibly fail with the support of Sienna, Kristina, and Anise? 


‘If I was facing Noir or Gavid, it might be difficult. But Iris is... ’ 


He didn’t think she was an opponent worth worrying about. True, she 
was stronger than three hundred years ago, but he was confident in 
killing her if they battled now. In the first place, hadn’t Iris suffered a 
terrible defeat against Noir Giabella? If he struggled against a mere 
Iris, he would never be able to kill Noir, let alone the Demon King of 
Incarceration. 


"Hmm?" 


His thoughts were abruptly interrupted. Eugene raised his head, 
sensing a magical abnormality in the sky above them. His eyes 
widened as the surroundings were plunged into a deep night in an 
instant. A gigantic form had obscured the sun by spreading its wings. 


It was a dragon. 


With black scales that seemed to swallow light, the black dragon 
flaunted its majesty as it gazed down below. 


[Hehe... Hehehe! ] 


It was quite obvious why the black dragon had appeared so 
suddenly... Eugene’s expression crumpled when he heard the dragon’s 
laughter, which caused the air to tremble. 


"Behold, you meager humans! This is the true form of this lady! See 


how these black scales shine like obsidian! Wings that cover the sky!" 


The dragon’s voice was filled to the brim with arrogance. The knights 
of the Lionheart family came rushing out at the dragon’s sudden 
appearance. They were taken aback but quickly regrouped and 
organized themselves. 


"Dragon!" 


Gilead and Gion also made their appearance, jumping onto the roof of 
the mansion with shock. 


Eugene knew the true identity of the dragon, but he knew those who 
did not could misunderstand. Could there be another dragon from 
Helmuth seeking revenge for Raizakia? Or maybe another Black Dragon 
came to reclaim Raizakia's body? 


"It's alright...," Eugene spoke while suppressing a sigh. He had ended 
up on the rooftop with Gilead and Gion. 


[Oh, oh, benefactor... No, human!] 


The massive dragon's head descended. Raimira looked at Eugene with 
her large, purple, glimmering eyes. 


[As you wished, this lady has regained the power of the dragon! This 
form is this lady’s true appearance! ] 


It appeared she was overflowing with power after having her 
restrictions removed. She no longer addressed him as Benefactor. 
Instead, Raimira fluttered her wings while staring at Eugene with 
taunting eyes. The winds caused the forest to sway. 


[Hehe... Hehehe. This lady cannot help but think she is talented and 
special, even among dragons. Perhaps as I am now, it’s possible to—] 


"Are you insane?" Eugene lowered his voice and asked, "What the hell 
are you doing? Come down quickly!" 


[D... do not command this lady—] 


"Enough." 


Eugene clenched his fist and raised it into the air. He felt like flying up 
there and giving her a piece of his mind, but he decided it was 
unnecessary. Raimira had already been conditioned to pain from the 
lessons he had taught her before. 


Raimira suddenly went quiet. 


Ariartel had freed Raimira from the red jewel, and Raimira had 
recovered the power of the dragon that had been suppressed for two 
hundred years. Thanks to that, Raimira was now free to use 
polymorph and could also transform into her original draconic form. 
She could now use Draconic and had received advice from Ariartel on 
how to use it properly. 


The sudden surge of power excited Raimira greatly. So, before Eugene 
came to pick her up, she flew directly across the sky to the Lionheart's 
mansion. Thanks to Ariartel providing her with directions, Raimira 
had found her way here... 


[Uh, hem...] 
However, Raimira's excitement quickly subsided. 


The glimmer in the golden eyes gazing at her from below and the rage 
that pierced and penetrated her scales caused the red jewel in 
Raimira’s forehead to throb with pain. 


[It was just a joke... D-don't be so angry.] 
"Come down quickly." 
[Yes... I understand... Benefactor. ] 


With this power, maybe she could... She had entertained such 
thoughts in her excitement, but she realized how absurd it was when 
she considered it carefully. 


Even though she had recovered her power, Raimira was still a 


hatchling. Eugene had relentlessly pressured Raizakia, an Ancient 
Dragon, until his last breath. Therefore, logically, it was impossible for 
Raimira to resist Eugene, no matter what tricks she tried. 


In the end, Raimira started descending obediently. 


However, Eugene raised his fist again as he spat, “Are you really going 
to come down in that state? Do you want to be punished?" 


[Uh...] 


Ariartel had said that dragons were great and dignified beings. They 
should always show the dignity of a dragon and never bow down to 
insults and humiliation. 


‘Disgrace and humiliation it is not, for you saved my life, Benefactor. That 
is why you are my benefactor. That is why this lady must repay her 
grace...’ 


Moreover, it was the duty of dragons to protect the world. When 
necessary, they could not hesitate to lay down their lives. 


‘Benefactor is the Hero. As this lady is the guardian of the world, it is only 
natural that I support the benefactor in saving the world. Therefore, this 
lady is not oppressed by Benefactor. This lady is a comrade who supports 
Benefactor's fight for the world.’ 


Raimira reasoned with herself, trying to convince herself with such 
thoughts. 


Roar! 


She used Draconic. The shadow cast by her outstretched wings 
vanished as the giant black dragon transformed into her human form. 


Eugene’s eyebrows twitched as he watched Raimira descend to the 
ground. Initially, Raimira had the appearance of a young child, not 
much different from Mer. 


However... what on earth was this new form? She was much more 


mature as if someone had mixed Kristina and Noir together. Moreover, 
her horns were now much larger than before. 


"From today, this is this lady’s true form...” 
"You change that right away,” Eugene shouted. 
"W-What’s the problem? B-benefactor, don’t you like this form...?" 


"Where did a little brat like you learn these weird things? What on 
earth is this getup? And what about the clothes?!" Eugene shouted. 


"O-Oh... What's wrong with the clothes?" Raimira asked with a 
puzzled, wronged expression. 


How should he say this...? Eugene shook his head with a long sigh. He 
knew the outfit looked somewhat familiar. After combing his memory, 
he remembered they were the stage outfits of the demon idols dancing 
on Pandemonium’s magic screen. 


"Who goes around wearing such clothes!" Eugene shouted. 


"All of the Dream Girls wore this outfit while dancing,” retorted 
Raimira. 


"Change it!" 


"What kind of appearance do you want me to change into...? I-I will 
change it to whatever Benefactor desires. First, lower your fist... This 
lady cannot approach you because I am afraid of the fist...” 


“Change back to how you were before.” 
“Does the benefactor want me in my little form?” 
“Yeah.” 


“Benefactor wants a young appearance... I understand.” 


Didn’t that sound a bit strange? Something felt wrong. Eugene quickly 
looked around and saw Gilead and Gion beside him, both looking 
confused. The expressions of the knights and soldiers below were not 
very different either. 


"What's with the strange misunderstanding...? It’s not like I'm Cyan or 
anything,” Eugene hurriedly explained. 


"What about me?!" Cyan, who had rushed over with his sword, looked 
unfairly offended as he yelled. 


“Well, you... you’re engaged to basically a child,” said Eugene. 
“Not yet!” retorted Cyan. 


"Well, you might soon... I mean, I don't like the child in a romantic 
way; I just care for her like a daughter, that's all." 


"What?! Don’t say it like that, you damn bastard!" Cyan shouted in 
anger and frustration. 


Meanwhile, Raimira changed her appearance again. She took the 
familiar form of a young girl and gracefully descended from the 
rooftop towards Eugene. 


"This lady took on the form the benefactor desired," she said, still 
stealing glances at Eugene's clenched fist. Oh, how he wanted to give 
her a good knock on the head! Eugene lowered his fist and let out a 
deep sigh. 


"Well... um...” 


How should he explain this? Eugene pondered for a moment before 
turning to Gilead. Gilead did not rush him but instead patiently 
waited for Eugene to speak. 


"She... um... is the daughter of Raizakia,” Eugene said. 


"The daughter of the Demonic Dragon...?" asked Gilead. 


"Yes, that's right... So, I... I killed her father, so I felt sorry for her and 
took her in... Oh, but don't worry, she doesn't have any intentions of 
seeking revenge for her father,” Eugene explained. 


"Benefactor has shown grace to this lady,” said Raimira. 


"Just look at her. You really don't need to worry. She is... um... more 
like a pet, I suppose...” Eugene continued. 


"A dragon as a pet?" Gion muttered with a face of disbelief. Although 
he had blurted it out in the heat of the moment, even Eugene thought 
calling her a pet was a bit much. 


As he contemplated, he noticed Ancilla and Sienna standing on the 
terrace below. 


"She is Mer's friend." Eugene pointed towards Mer. "They get along 
very well. Maybe Lady Ancilla will also like her." 


Ancilla's gaze felt strange for some reason, but Eugene didn't think too 
much of it. 


Chapter 337 
Preparation (3) 


For the next two weeks, Eugene led busy days. He was particularly 
engrossed in various experiments while keeping Raimira, now more 
dragon-like than before, by his side. Raimira seemed uncomfortable 
and restless about the decision, but Eugene didn't release her. 


Even a hatchling was still a dragon. Though he didn't plan to send 
Raimira into direct combat as a dragon, he wanted her to assist him in 
some way while tucked inside the cloak. 


"Fire,” Eugene commanded while lifting the cloak. 


They had done this dozens of times over the past few days. Raimira 
obediently opened her mouth, and a scorching breath was unleashed 
from within the cloak. 


Kwaaang! 


Ordinary barriers were incapable of blocking a dragon’s Breath. 
However, what was cast in front of Eugene was a barrier that Sienna 
had erected personally. As such, the powerful Breath disintegrated 
upon impact with Sienna’s barrier. 


"Perfect." Eugene nodded, satisfied with the results. He never felt a 
lack of firepower during battles. In fact, Eugene had an arsenal of 
high-powered weapons and techniques at his disposal. 


The Moonlight Sword, the Holy Sword, the Dragon Spear, the 
Thunderbolt, the Demon Spear, and the Annihilation Hammer — six 
high-powered weapons in total. Added to that, he also had two 
techniques — the Empty Sword and Eclipse. His high-powered 
weapons proved formidable even against the Demon Dragon, Raizakia. 


[Ahem...] 


Tempest cleared his throat inside the cloak, signaling that he wanted 
to express his presence. But although Wynnyd was also a potent 
weapon, it lacked the raw firepower of the other weapons. 


[Hamel, I’m just asking... But you're not thinking of lending Wynnyd 
to someone, are you? If you are thinking of doing something like that, 
you better seal it in the treasure vault instead,] said Tempest. 


‘Why? Is there a reason to worry?’ Eugene asked. 


[Didn't you just recently give the Devouring Sword Azphel to Cyan 
Lionheart!?] 


‘Well... It's because I don't really need the Devouring Sword anymore,’ 
Eugene replied with a somber expression. 


As Tempest said, he had handed over the Devouring Sword to Cyan a 
few days ago. The term "handing over" was a bit of a joke because, in 
truth, Azphel had never belonged to Eugene but to the Lionheart clan. 


In the past, he carried the Devouring Sword around out of necessity, 
but now, he had no real use for it. The advantage of Devouring Sword 
Azphel lay in its ability to counteract magic, even for non-wizards. 
Against most wizards, it offered an overwhelming advantage. 
However, Eugene was now an Archwizard and even possessed Akasha, 
which allowed him to understand most magic. 


Of course, the Devouring Sword had other advantages besides cutting 
through magic. It could cut magic and then absorb the mana used in 
the cast magic. In the past, when Eugene struggled with the mana 
drain caused by the Moonlight Sword, he needed the Devouring Sword 
to handle it effectively. 


But Eugene no longer had mana shortages. Regardless of how long the 
battle stretched on, he would not run out of mana with the help of 
Prominence, which made use of the Ring Flame Formula by drawing 
mana from his surroundings. 


Due to this, he no longer needed to use the Devouring Sword. Cyan, 
on the other hand, relied on Gedon’s Shield, which consumed a 
significant amount of mana. 


Although he had recently climbed to five Stars, which bolstered his 
mana capacity, he still couldn’t use Gedon’s Shield indiscriminately. 


‘I gave the Devouring Sword to Cyan because I believed it suited him. The 
family head agreed, and Cyan himself wanted it. Besides, the Devouring 
Sword was never mine to begin with, so it's not really considered as giving, 
is it?’ 


[Is that so? I guess you're right. Hamel, I... No, Wynnyd is the same 
way. Wynnyd doesn't belong to you. It belongs to the Lionheart clan, ] 
Tempest cried out in fear. 


He was worried that Eugene would lend Wynnyd to Melkith if he no 
longer needed it... 


Eugene chuckled after guessing Tempest’s thoughts. 


‘Seriously, all the other Elemental Kings have made reasonable contracts, 
but why are you the only one being stubborn?’ 


[What, are you saying that since the others are crazy, I should be 
crazy too?] 


Eugene ignored Tempest's outburst and lowered the cloak with his 
hand. 


"Euaagh." 


Before the cloak fully descended, Raimira’s head plopped out. Her 
expression showed discomfort. Today, she had fired her Breath 
multiple times in a row, which might have been a contributing cause, 
but her connection with Eugene had also not fully stabilized yet. 


"I keep feeling waves of Benefactor’s thoughts," she said. 


"I told you it would be like this for the first few days. It'll get better 
soon,” responded Eugene. 


They had to establish a connection of thoughts to receive immediate 
support during urgent battles. While Mer, as a familiar, could 


maintain such a connection with Eugene or Sienna without feeling any 
side effects, Raimira experienced slight nausea from it. 


"Think of this lady as a good girl," Raimira said weakly. 
"Sure, sure." 
"You should compliment and adore this lady." 


"Sure, sure," Eugene replied accordingly while petting Raimira's head. 
If Mer were here, she would have sent jealous glares, but fortunately, 
she wasn't present. 


"I will leave the various calculations of coordinates and other things to Mer 
while receiving additional support from Raimira,’ Eugene thought of his 
battle strategies. 


A Black Dragon could release not only Breath but also poison. While 
Raimira's poison might not be as potent as Raizakia's, it could still be 
amusing to use against many demons. 


‘Although her Draconic... For now, it’s stronger for me to cast spells than 
for her to use Draconic.’ 


"Benefactor, never underestimate the strength of a dragon, of this 
lady," Raimira said, reading Eugene’s thoughts. 


‘True, I can even use her tail as a shield during critical moments—’ 


"Stop, don't say such terrifying things." Raimira jumped out of the 
cloak, tearful and upset. 


"That bastard, Raizakia, did just fine transforming his arms and legs 
into his tail and blocking attacks. Can’t you do something like that?” 
asked Eugene. 


"The scales of this lady are not as sturdy as those of the Black Dragon. 
And I cannot polymorph as quickly as the Black Dragon either." 


Raimira's face turned pale, and she staggered back. Eugene felt a bit 
disappointed and waved his hand to reassure her. 


"There's nothing more to adjust, so go and have fun,” Eugene said. 
"Are you sure I can go?" asked Raimira. 
"Yes." 


The color returned to her pale face. Raimira grinned and pointed 
toward the mansion. 


"Lady Ancilla said she'll help choose clothes for this lady." 
"Sure, sure." 


"This lady has noticed with her keen senses. Lady Ancilla seems to like 
me a lot." 


"Lady Ancilla has a fondness for young ones," Eugene agreed. 


As Eugene thought, Ancilla had taken a liking to Raimira. Just like 
when Mer first arrived at the Lionheart mansion, Ancilla would give 
Raimira treats and buy her clothes whenever there was an 
opportunity. 


A 


‘She seems to be getting along well with Sienna too... 


Eugene found it somewhat surprising that Ancilla and Sienna were 
getting along so well. He had thought that the two of them would 
maintain a distance. 


And... Was it just his imagination? Lately, whenever he crossed paths 
with Ancilla at the mansion, he felt an odd gaze from her. 


"Is everything settled now?" After Raimira had left for the mansion, 
Kristina, who had been nearby, approached with a smiling face. 


"Yes," 


The process of reinforcing Frost with the Dragon Heart they received 
from Ariartel had been finished a few days ago. Raizakia’s corpse had 
been completely purified as of yesterday. Eugene had finished making 
adjustments to the connection between himself and Raimira. 


There was nothing left to do in the mansion. 


"We can leave tomorrow," Eugene declared. 


Eugene examined his identification card. 


It wasn't forged, nor was it a blank one controlled by the Yuras 
Papacy. It was a genuine identification card officially issued in Kiehl. 
Eugene had requested it directly from Straut the Second. 


—Please... Don't just rush into the palace like this. Even if you are an 
esteemed hero of the past, there are necessary procedures to meet the 

emperor, you know. And... an identification card? Surely, it's not for 
engaging in wrongdoings, is it? 


—TI am Hamel, and she is Sienna. Why would we do something bad? 
—Then why do you need an identification card...? 
—You won’t need to worry about it. Just issue it. 


Unlike three hundred years ago, in the current era, most people 
possessed identification cards, and they had become widespread. 
Without an identification card, one couldn't use the warp-gate, and if 
they failed to present their identification card during inspections, they 
would be immediately arrested. 


It made sense. With the installation of warp-gates, long-distance travel 
became incredibly convenient, especially inter-kingdom travel. It 
would create a chaotic world if anyone couldn't distinguish between 
citizens and foreigners due to the lack of identification cards. 


In such a world, fame had too many disadvantages. 


Eugene, Sienna, and Kristina were famous, but their fame had become 
too overwhelming. Once the three left Kiehl and entered Shimuin, the 
news would immediately spread to the royal family. 


What would happen next? 


They would be under constant surveillance or face interference. And 
most likely, even Iris would get wind of their whereabouts. 


Regardless of how arrogant Iris was, she would try to hide if Sienna 
entered Shimuin. 


That was not what Eugene hoped for. 


The most ideal scenario would be to ambush Iris while she was 
unsuspectingly committing raids as a pirate. They should catch her by 
surprise and immediately cut her throat, leaving no room for her to 
escape. 


‘It wont be as easy as we hope,’ said Eugene. 


[Naturally, it won't be,] Mer responded with a chuckle from inside the 
cloak. [It's not the first time you've concealed your identity, right? ] 


‘That’s right? It was the same when I went to Nahama, Samar, and even 
Helmuth.’ 


[I don’t know how you acted in Nahama and Samar. But as far as I 
know, in Helmuth... You didn't bother hiding yourself much. You 
pretended to conceal your identity, but when things got dicey, you 
revealed yourself immediately! ] 


Eugene winced and closed his mouth. It was undeniable, and the same 
had happened in Nahama and Samar. With Kristina's help, he had 
used blank identification cards, but... 


‘That... It wasn't my fault. It was Vermouth's fault.’ 


[Why are you bringing Vermouth into this?] Mer asked. 


‘Well, the Lionheart family became so famous because Vermouth raised 
them too much, don't you think? Yes? If I were born in some ordinary, 
insignificant family instead of the Lionhearts, I wouldn't need to put in so 
much effort to conceal my identity, right?’ 


[Huh...?] 


‘Also, these damn gray hair and gold eyes are too distinctive. They're clear 
giveaways that shout, ‘Ah, he's a Lionheart!” 


[Yes, well... That's true. ] 


‘And another thing! The White Flame Formula is also too distinctive. With 
these characteristics, I can't hide even if I wanted to. I inevitably end up 
exposing my identity.’ 


[You're quite something. So, in the end, you're unfairly treated, right?] 
Mer said sarcastically. 


A mocking tone was evident in her voice. Eugene reached into the 
cloak and pinched Mer's cheek. 


‘But this time will be different. This time... It must be done discreetly, and I 
will make an extra effort to conceal my identity.’ 


Iris had been able to expand her pirate operations so quickly because 
Shimuin allowed her to do so. 


Iris raided trade ships from other countries and extorted tolls, and 
those dirty funds flowed as bribes to the Shimuin royal family. The 
navy, responsible for capturing pirates, did not invade Iris' territory as 
they also received bribes. 


Shimuin's tolerance of Iris was not solely due to bribes. Shimuin 
wanted to control the overflowing pirates in the sea through Iris. 
Additionally, they coveted Iris' power. What Shimuin desired was to 
trade with Iris and incorporate her power into the nation's strength. 


Of course, Shimuin didn't achieve the desired relationship with Iris. In 
the end, Iris completely broke free from Shimuin's control and was 


now raiding not only foreign countries but also Shimuin's own 
merchant and cargo ships, as well as facing off against the navy. 


However, just because they had become enemies didn't mean that all 
ties between Shimuin and Iris had been severed. Eugene didn't think 
that was the case. 


Many of the officials who had taken bribes would have been purged. 


However, the desire for bribes was insatiable, no matter the era. Even 
if certain officials were prosecuted, there might be others currently 
accepting bribes from Iris in exchange for providing information. 


And... What about targeting the royal family, who also received 
bribes? They couldn’t have been thoroughly purged, either. 


‘If Iris somehow finds out and goes into hiding, it will be quite troublesome. 
The sea is vast, you know. So, this time, I will do my best to conceal my 
identity until the most critical moment,’ Eugene explained. 


[Indeed! You plan to do so this time. ] 
‘Yes, just like her.’ 
Eugene turned his head and stole a glance at Sienna. 


The remarkable wizard was in front of the mirror, trying to change 
her appearance by dyeing her purple hair black and altering her 
hairstyle. 


"You two should change too!" Sienna turned her head and suddenly 
spoke. "I did some research, and it seems that Shimuin is a nation with 
a lot of racial diversity." 


"That must be true. It's a place where various knights, mercenaries, 
and merchants gather,” responded Kristina. 


"Exactly! So, we have several options. How about it? Kristina, since 
your skin is fair, why not change it entirely to black?" Sienna 
suggested. 


"What?" 


"If you change your skin to black, no one will think you're Saint 
Kristina Rogeris, right?" said Sienna. 


"If Lady Sienna changes her skin color first, I'll consider it,” said 
Kristina. 


Naturally, Sienna had no intention of doing so. She glanced away and 
examined herself in the mirror. 


"Hmm. My hair will be black, and what should I do with my eye 
color?” she questioned. 


"Just leave your eye color as it is. There's no need to change it," 
responded Eugene. 


"Does that mean my current eye color suits me best? Huh?" Sienna 
asked. 


"Yeah, that's right,” said Eugene. 
"You answer so soullessly." 
Sienna pouted and looked back at the mirror. 


Should she let her hair down or tie it up? If she tied it up, what style would 
be best? Sienna pondered these questions while the carriage continued 
to move. Finally, the group arrived at Kiehl's warp-gate. 


"What will you do about Lady Ciel?" 


Sienna had heard stories about Ciel from Gilead. Currently, Ciel was 
gaining popularity in Shimuin, leaving a mark under her name. 


Many knights and mercenaries visited Shimuin due to a unique law in 
the country. 


Those who came to Shimuin as knights or mercenaries could register 


themselves as gladiators. Once registered, they were allowed to 
participate in the various arenas throughout Shimuin. While some 
arenas in remote areas may involve lethal duels, most battles in the 
central arenas resembled a showmanship-filled sport rather than a 
fight to the death. 


Although it was considered a sport, winning in the arena required 
considerable skill. The gladiator's value was determined by the points 
earned from victories, and their ranking was based on these points. 


In a way, it reminded Eugene of the hierarchy battles among demons, 
but unlike the hierarchical system distinguishing demon ranks, the 
gladiator ranking only applied to those who had registered as 
gladiators in Shimuin. The higher the ranking, the more benefits one 
could enjoy. 


This was why knights and mercenaries from other countries sought to 
build their reputation in Shimuin. By registering as gladiators, they 
could accumulate valuable combat experience without worrying too 
much about death. 


Shimuin’s Twelve Finest referred to the twelve highest-ranking 
gladiators. 


The Silver Lion, Carmen Lionheart's disciple. 
The youngest among Shimuin’s Twelve Finest. 
Ranked 7th — Ciel Lionheart, the White Rose. 


"We should meet her, but... it doesn't seem like we can approach her 
openly." 


The White Rose, was it? 


'The Blood Lion sounds better.' Eugene genuinely believed that. 


Chapter 338 
Shimuin (1) 


Shimuin, located in the Southern Seas, was an island nation made up 
of thousands of large and small islands. More than half of its 
population and infrastructure were concentrated on the central islands 
of Shedor and Larupa, so naturally, the royal capital was also located 
on the central Shedor Island. 


The same went for Shimuin’s warp-gates. Apart from Shedor and 
Larupa, no other island had any warp-gates constructed on them. 


As convenient a service as warp-gates were, they were just as 
expensive to install, and even after installation, they required a 
constant maintenance fee to operate. As such, warp-gates were not 
installed on the other islands that had much lower population 
numbers than Shimuin’s main islands. 


Under such circumstances, the people of Shimuin were still heavily 
dependent on maritime trade. Sailing ships were commonly used to 
trade with the islands that lacked warp-gates, but apart from those 
islands, the ships were also used to trade with the small countries that 
neighbored Shimuin as well as the savage tribes of Samar. 


While it might have been better to just install a few more warp-gates 
than to go through such trouble, there was an unavoidable reason why 
more hadn’t been installed until now. 


This ancient island nation had been founded on the maritime trade 
long before warp-gates had become commonplace, and countless 
citizens were dependent on the industry. 


From the guilds of the small shipbuilding firms that made smaller 
fishing vessels to the guilds of larger shipbuilding companies that 
made warships and passenger ships, as well as the trading guilds, all 
depended on the sea. 


Since countless people would lose their jobs just from the installation 
of a few warp-gates, who on earth would take responsibility for the 
loss of their livelihoods and push for more warp-gates to be installed? 


“Though perhaps they might have a secret set of warp-gates for 
personal use, like in Yuras,” Eugene murmured as he flipped through a 
guidebook. 


The Holy Empire of Yuras might be recognized by the public as one of 
the most advanced countries on the continent, but with the exception 
of the capital, there were hardly any warp-gates installed throughout 
the nation. However, that was only true on the surface. In the 
basement of the Tressia Cathedral, there was a hidden warp-gate that 
was kept secret from the common people and used only by high- 
ranking clergy members. 


“The situation in Yuras is different from Shimuin. While it is true that 
Shimuin is a nation made up of thousands of different islands, strictly 
speaking, the only real territory that they can claim to control is the 
central islands of Shedor and Larupa,” Kristina informed him as she 
leaned her slightly unsteady body against the ship’s railing. “Yuras has 
a vast expanse of land, with their citizens spread all over the place... 
ahem. Even if they reject the use of warp-gates on the surface, they 
have no choice but to secretly use them to maintain the spread of their 
faith.” 


Eugene raised an eyebrow, “It seems you're still quite fond of Yuras?” 


“No, I have no attachment to it. I just feel that you shouldn’t be blind 
to the obvious. I have never once felt any fondness for that country,” 
Kristina insisted expressionlessly. “In any case, what I wanted to say 
was that the circumstances of Shimuin and Yuras are very different. 
The upper classes of this country, such as the magnates, the nobles, 
the royals, or the public officials, have no reason to ever leave Shedor 
or Larupa—” 


“Kyaaah!” Raimira, who was next to Kristina, suddenly let out a 
strange cry. 


Currently, Ramiria didn’t appear to have her usual horn-like 
protrusions sticking out of her head. Having promised not to do 
anything strange, Raimira had been let out of Eugene’s cloak and was 


now looking down at the sea with most of her body sticking out over 
the railing. 


“Look, look, look over there. There’s a really, really huge fish,” 
Raimira said excitedly. 


“Stupid. That’s not a fish; that’s a dolphin,” Mer, who had had her hair 
dyed black, corrected Raimira smugly while happily swinging her arm 
entwined with Raimira’s. 


It was as Mer had just said. In the sea below the railing, a pod of 
dolphins could be seen swimming below the surface of the water. 


“Jump!” 
“Do a jump!” 


The two brats were shrieking noisily, but this didn’t cause too much of 
a fuss as the dozens of other tourists who were currently riding this 
ship were also pointing at the dolphins and letting out cheers. 


“Even so, don’t you think the world has gotten a lot better compared 
to the old days?” Sienna asked from Eugene’s other side. 


She had previously given a lot of thought to whether she should tie up 
her hair, but in the end, Sienna had decided to just leave her hair free. 


While pressing her hand down on her hair, which was fluttering in the 
sea breeze, Sienna turned to look at Eugene and continued speaking, 
“In this era, even the ships have gotten a lot faster. When we rode the 
ship to travel to Helmuth back then, it took us half a year just to get 
there, didn’t it?” 


“Tt was around that long,” Eugene nodded in agreement as he also 
leaned against the railing. 


They were currently riding a cruise ship propelled by a mana-powered 
engine. Even though not much time had passed since they embarked, 
Shedor Island could already be seen in the distance before they knew 
it. 


“Though if we had used a warp-gate, we would have already arrived 
by now,” Eugene grumbled. 


Sienna chided him, “Since we’re here, you should just enjoy the boat 
ride. Just like Mer is doing, and Rai also says this is the first time she’s 
seen the sea.” 


Eugene muttered, “What’s with calling her Rai? Is it the ‘Rai’ in ‘rai- 
tarded’l119” 


“Heh!” Sienna let out a snort of laughter at Eugene’s pun. 


Kristina, taken aback by Sienna’s short and inelegant grunt of 
amusement, looked back and forth between Sienna and Eugene. 


Was she meant to be laughing now? Should she try to giggle, even if it 
was just for Eugene’s sake...? 


The thought did go through her mind, but Kristina just couldn’t bring 
herself to laugh. 


[You don’t need to laugh. These two have just got a screw loose, ] 
Anise commented with an exasperated tongue click, unable to relate 
to their sense of humor either. 


“Raimira takes too long to call out in a hurry, but if we call her Mira, 
that might get confused with Mer,” Sienna explained. 


“This lady really likes the nickname Rai,” Raimira, who had been 
chasing the dolphins with her eyes, also piped up with a giggle. 


Since they had decided to thoroughly disguise their identities, it was 
necessary to deal with the issue of their names. 


Eugene felt the need to say something, “By the way, Sierra.” 
“Yes, Yuri?” Sienna responded. 


“Although it might be too late to say this, aren’t the names we picked 


way too obvious? We’ve only changed a single syllable...,” Eugene 
pointed out hesitantly. 


“But the new names are pretty common, aren’t they?” Sienna argued. 


“That’s true,” Eugene nodded before turning to Kristina, “Especially 
yours, Kris.” 


All they had done was remove the last two syllables of her actual 
name. With a hesitant expression on her face, Kristina nodded her 
admittance. 


Yuri, Sierra, and Kris. Those names really did feel common. 


While exchanging such trivial chit-chat, their ship arrived at its 
destination. 


They were landing at the second largest island in Shimuin, the island 
of Larupa. As a popular tourist destination, the holy land of prize 
fighters, Larupa had the largest floating population in all of Shimuin. 


The reason they had come here was simple. 


Eugene’s goal was to secretly enter Shimuin, figure out Iris’ 
movements, and find a chance to kill her. In regards to this, the Grand 
Duke of Shimuin, Ortus, had promised his support — but there was no 
way they could easily meet up with a high-ranking noble like the 
Grand Duke just by saying they wanted to meet with him. 


‘Though it might have worked if we had sent word in advance,’ Eugene 
thought. 


But they hadn’t done so because they were wary that Iris might go 
into hiding before they even got the chance to meet with Ortus. 
Fortunately, since Ciel had been making a name for herself in Shimuin 
starting a year ago, by making contact with Ciel first, they could 
request her help to get in touch with Ortus while also investigating 
Iris’ whereabouts. 


Of course, they couldn’t just rely solely on Ciel. Before coming to 


Shimuin, Eugene had also mobilized the Lionheart clan’s various 
connections to find out any information about the Fury Pirates that 
Iris led. 


In just a few years, those dark elves had managed to unite hundreds of 
pirate bands that had been sailing the Southern Seas, both small and 
large, and were said to have made the Solgalta Sea, the roughest of all 
the seas, into their base of operations. 


The Solgalta Sea was also called the Devil’s Sea in Shimuin because of 
the wild ocean currents that swirled there. Even exceptionally 
experienced and skilled sailors who had lived entire decades on the 
sea were afraid of going near the Solgalta Sea. 


But if their sailing skills weren’t enough, couldn’t they still rely on 
magic to supplement their efforts? Although anyone could come up 
with such a simple idea, until now, the Solgalta Sea still had yet to be 
fully conquered. 


The other reason it was called the Devil’s Sea was that magic didn’t 
work properly there. The reason for this had yet to be investigated in 
detail, but there were speculations that it might be due to certain 
natural resources buried deep below the sea. 


“Though that just sounds like bullshit to me,” Sienna grumbled as she 
gazed out the carriage window. 


As soon as they arrived on Larupa, they had taken this carriage and 
were now heading towards the largest coliseum on this island. 


“Those fools say that a large amount of mana stones must be buried in 
the seabed and that the mana emitted by those stones is what’s 
interfering with any use of magic... but do they really believe that 
idea makes any sense? Well, apart from that, they do have several 
other similar hypotheses. Since natural materials that interfere with 
magic, while rare, do exist, it may be because of that that they can 
come up with such bullshit,” Sienna said with a dismissive snort and a 
shake of her head. 


“However, when it comes to materials like those, the range in which 
they are able to limit the use of magic is minimal, right?” Eugene 


pointed out. “Let’s see now... adreate is the most effective of all such 
materials, but to create a magic-suppressing forcefield that can cover 
such a wide, fucking area like an entire sea, you would need to 
replace all the seawater with adreate.” 


Sienna recalled something, “It’s said that the sea has a lot of reefs.” 


“That’s right,” Eugene nodded along. “Another reason that entire sea 
is so fucked up is that there are too many small islands within its 
borders.” 


The large and small islands that dotted the Solgalta Sea were used as 
strongholds by the pirates. 


“To find out why magic doesn’t work well there, we’ll have to go there 
in person to know for sure, but...,” Sienna hesitated. “Well, among all 
the hypotheses floating around, there is one that I feel may be the 
most plausible: that the Solgalta Sea was once the lair of a dragon.” 


The hypothesis stated that a dragon may have taken the Solgalta Sea 
as their territory, establishing their lair somewhere deep beneath the 
sea or in an undersea cave connected to an island. They then tangled 
up the sea currents and created a forcefield that inhibited all magic to 
prevent any unauthorized access. 


“Although Ariartel said that all the dragons apart from herself went 
into hibernation, it wouldn’t be strange for the magic that a dragon 
had cast before going into slumber to remain active until now. If there 
really was a dragon, there must be a staggering amount of treasure 
piled up in their lair, so the dragon would have naturally wanted their 
treasure to remain right where it was while they were in hibernation,” 
Sienna surmised. 


“Magic might not work properly in that sea, but it seems that 
Demoneyes are still usable?” commented Kristina, who had been 
listening in silence as she tilted her head curiously. 


The pirates had succeeded in making that hellish sea their base 
because of Iris’s Demoneye of Darkness and its power to create a 
passage from one patch of darkness to another, allowing her to jump 
over the entire mess of raging sea currents. 


“Demoneyes are different from magic; they don’t even use mana... 
and even among the demonfolk, it’s a very rare power,” Eugene 
muttered with a furrowed brow. 


Even back during the war three hundred years ago, there were only at 
most a dozen or so demonfolk who were equipped with a Demoneye. 


Eugene further noted, “And even among the Demoneyes, Iris’s 
Demoneye of Darkness and Gavid’s Demoneye of Divine Glory are 
extremely unique. Because their powers were granted to them 
personally by a Demon King.” 


Assessing them simply by rank, those two Demoneyes were actually of 
a higher rank than the Demoneye of Fantasy. The Demoneye of 
Fantasy, as its name suggested, was only able to show you an illusion. 
It couldn’t do anything to actually affect reality. 


However... that Demoneye matched perfectly with its user, the Queen 
of the Night Demons, Noir Giabella. On top of that, Noir had used all 
sorts of methods to raise her power level and had trained her 
Demoneye of Fantasy to its very limits. 


Yeaaaaaah! 


The sound of cheers echoed through the carriage window from 
somewhere nearby. 


“What the?” 


Surprised by the cheers, Eugene poked his head out the window to 
take a look. He saw people waving their arms in the air excitedly from 
within their carriages and on the roadside. 


They were looking at a tower in the distance and an image that was 
magically projected from its spire. Could it be an imitation of the 
magic screens that were a common sight in Helmuth? However, the 
screen projected from the spire of the tower was of much lower 
quality than the ones seen in Helmuth, and in terms of quantity, it was 
also the only one that could be seen. 


“Are you heading over to watch the games as well, dear guests?” the 


coachman holding the horse’s reins asked with a hearty chuckle. “That 
sound means the opening match has just started. But well... that 
match isn’t really worth seeing, so please don’t feel too impatient. The 
Mador Coliseum never adjusts the scheduled game times, so you'll 
have plenty of time to get there.” 


“Tf the matchup isn’t worth watching, why are they making such a 
fuss?” Eugene inquired. 


“Ah, that’s... As you’ve been riding in the carriage, dear guests, you 
must not have seen it. Just now, today’s main heroine appeared on the 
screen,” the coachman explained with a bright grin as he turned to 
look back at Eugene, whose head was still sticking out of the window. 
“It was the White Rose, Ciel Lionheart.” 


Eugene’s eyes blinked in surprise at the coachmen’s excited smile. So 
what the coachman was saying was... that the countless people he had 
just seen going crazy in the streets were all because Ciel’s face had 
shown up on the screen? 


“Tt seems that she’s exceptionally popular?” Eugene commented. 


“Hahaha! Why are you asking something so obvious? After all, aren’t 
you also on your way to your reserved seats in the second-class, dear 
guests? Really now, tickets like those aren’t just expensive, they’re 
very hard to find...,” the coachmen trailed off jealously. 


“Um... we were just lucky,” Eugene said as an excuse. 


Naturally, it hadn’t been luck. They had bought the tickets with a 
large sum of money. 


In fact, they could have tried to buy even better tickets with more 
money, but the best tickets that ordinary tourists could purchase in 
this city were limited to second-class tickets. Even a first-class ticket 
required a title of nobility if you wanted to buy it, and as for the VIP 
tickets, as their name suggested, they could only be purchased by 
VIPs. 


“Well, the truth is, it’s only natural that she can’t help but be popular, 
you know? She’s only at the tender age of about twenty-one, and with 


such a pretty face...,” the coachman trailed off dreamily before 
snapping back to his senses. “Also, today’s matchup is crucial for the 
White Rose.” 


“Ts that so?” Eugene prompted. 


“That’s right,” the coachman nodded. “The White Rose’s opponent in 
today’s match is a knight who has also managed to get his name into 
the Twelve Finest!21], just like her. His rank might only be at the tenth 
position, lower than the White Rose’s, but he’s not an opponent that 
should be taken lightly.” 


The nickname of the knight who currently held the tenth rank was the 
Iron Wall Knight. 


The coachman elaborated further, “His match points might be lower 
than that of the White Rose, but today is the first time those two will 
face each other. If the White Rose manages to win this match, she’ll 
earn the match points she needs to challenge one of the higher ranks. 
Also, the Iron Wall is equally determined to win. If he loses this battle, 
his match points will be greatly reduced, and he won’t even be able to 
keep his current rank.” 


While listening to the coachman’s explanation, Eugene’s eyes were 
fixed on the screen. 


Although the coachman had said that this matchup might not be 
worth watching... that wasn’t really the case. It might only be a 
showdown between two fighters in the top 100 rankings, but it was 
surprisingly fun to watch. 


‘They’re not allowed to kill their opponents,’ Eugene recalled. 


But the conflict appeared bloody enough, making it hard to believe 
there was such a rule in place. The matches in Shimuin’s coliseums 
were mainly held for the purpose of providing entertainment. If the 
fighters weren’t able to excite the crowd, they wouldn’t be popular, no 
matter how high their match points were. Fighters without popularity 
wouldn’t be able to attract sponsors, and they also wouldn’t be able to 
move any tickets, so in severe cases, they might not even be able to 
stand inside a coliseum. 


As a result of that, the fighters had to walk a tightrope at the edge of 
life and death. As their battle went on, their wounds would only grow 
in number, and their blood would begin to spray out. 


“Dear guests, do you know why Ciel Lionheart is called the White 
Rose?” the coachman asked. 


The Mador Coliseum was just starting to be visible in the distance. 
“T do,” Eugene responded. 


Eugene had already looked into the news surrounding Ciel. She had 
participated in dozens of matches over the past year to rise to seventh 
place in the rankings. Her record was a whopping thirty-four wins and 
zero losses. 


The surprising thing was that Ciel hadn’t gotten hurt even once during 
her many matches. 


‘She’s grown a lot,’ Eugene thought fondly. 


On their way to the Knight March, he had been attacked by Noir 
Giabella. Ciel and Cyan, who were with him at the time, hadn’t been 
able to put up any resistance against Noir and were knocked 
unconscious. 


Eugene was well aware of just how much those two resented that fact. 


After experiencing the helplessness and humiliation of being unable to 
do anything, the events of that day brought a lot of changes to the 
twins. 


Then those changes had borne fruit in the Samar Rainforest when 
Cyan defeated Hector. 


—Don’t look at me. Don’t come any closer, either. 


Could that have happened to Ciel as well? Eugene recalled how Ciel 
had looked during that moment in the snowfield, her tearful face as 
she was unable to get over the shame of her own weakness and the 


words she had spoken in a trembling voice. 


—I never want to experience something like this again. I don’t want to 
burden you either. 


—It’s not like I’m an idiot. I’m only saying this after I’ve worked out my 
own situation. Why? Do you feel sorry for me because I’m saying 
something like this? I would truly hate it if that were the case. I don’t want 
to receive any sympathy from you. 


—I don’t want to stay around you any longer because it just makes me feel 
ashamed and embarrassed. 


—If you cling to me and tell me not to go, I will hate you for the rest of my 


life. 


Recalling those words, a grin appeared on Eugene’s face. 


Aaaaaaaaah! 


The second-class seats in the Mador Coliseum might not be the best 
seating available, but they were still pretty high-class seats, so it 
seemed like there wouldn’t be any huge issues with enjoying the 
match from here. The match hadn’t started yet, so the only thing to 
look at right now was the waves of white roses filling the stands. 


“The White Rose!” 
“Ciel Lionheart!” 


The shouts of her name and title could be heard coming from all 
directions. Ciel’s fans were all wearing matching white clothes and 
were tossing around the petals of Ciel’s nickname, the White Rose. 


The same thing was happening in the higher-class seats, which were 
closer to the field and had even better views. Moreover, among the 
VIPs, who only numbered in the bare dozens, a few could be seen 
holding white roses. 


‘Ortus isn’t here,’ Eugene noted. 


If Ortus had come to watch the match, Eugene had been planning to 
try and make contact with him somehow. While feeling some 
disappointment at the missed opportunity, Eugene leaned against the 
railing. 


“[’ve never met that young lady, Ciel, before, so what type of person is 
she?” Sienna asked as she held Mer up slightly so she could get a 
better view of the field. 


“You’ll know once you meet her,” Kristina said as she, seemingly out 
of a refusal to lose, also lifted Raimira up for a better view. 


Thanks to this, Eugene, who was caught between them, couldn’t help 
but feel slight distress. 


Two grown women with children and one man standing between 
them... Eugene was afraid of what he must look like in the eyes of 
others, especially in Carmen and Ciel’s eyes... 


“What on earth is going on? Mer won’t tell me anything, and you’re 
not saying anything either. Kris, just what aren’t you telling me?” 
Sienna demanded. 


Kristina seemed to prevaricate, “Haven’t you seen Sir Cyan?” 


“Of course I’ve seen him,” Sienna confirmed. “He’s quite cute and like 
a baby.” 


“Since they’re twins, she looks similar. As for her personality...,” 
Kristina paused before clearing her throat. “Ahem, she’s also 
adorable.” 


The reason Kristina refused to say anything about Ciel was that she 
honestly had no idea how to introduce Ciel. 


In particular, Kristina was concerned about Ciel’s feelings for Eugene. 
She couldn’t decide just how sincere Ciel’s feelings for Eugene were, 
so Kristina thought it would be better if she didn’t comment on it at 


all. 
“Here they come,” Eugene announced, pointing a finger at the arena. 
The closed doors on one side of the field were thrust open. 


The first person to come through those doors... wasn’t Ciel, but 
instead Dezra. Marching into the field ahead of Ciel, Dezra raised her 
hand, and a white carpet rolled out from the open doors. The pure 
white path created by this carpet led straight to the center of the 
arena. 


After checking to see that the carpet had rolled out evenly without a 
single wrinkle, Dezra spun around gracefully and dropped down onto 
one knee. 


Click, click, click. 
Light footsteps could be heard coming from the open doors. 
Aaaaaaaah! 


The crowd let out a cheer so loud it made their eardrums hurt. The 
white roses the spectators had been waving were all thrown into the 
field in one motion. Large roses fell into the middle of the arena, 
which was already covered with the flower’s petals, like snowflakes. 


“They'll have to clean that up before the match, right?” Sienna 
muttered as she watched the flowers pile up on the field, leaving no 
room to even take a step. 


Of course, all of those petals and roses would be cleaned up before the 
match by wizards stationed in the corners of the arena so they 
wouldn’t interfere with the match itself. 


Eugene stretched out his hand and caught one of the roses pouring 
down like rain as he watched Ciel walk through the doors. 


Ciel wore a pure white outfit different from the dress uniform she had 
worn as a member of the Knights of the Black Lion, but it had the 


same Lionheart sigil embroidered on her left chest. Ciel responded to 
the cheers with a bright smile and waved her hand at the spectators as 
she walked down the carpet. 


“Hmm,” Eugene unconsciously let out a pleased hum as he took in her 
appearance. 


He felt the urge to make a comment about how Ciel really had grown 
up. 


1. Sorry if this is offensive, but this is the closest I could get to 
translating the pun in the original text. 


2. The Twelve Finest are the twelve strongest knights of Shimuin 
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Ranked tenth, the Knight of the Iron Wall was the perfect match for 
Ciel. 


Standing over two meters tall, clad in thick armor, he appeared three 
times larger than Ciel, exaggeratedly so. 


He wielded a massive shield that could cover his entire body and held 
a large lance in the opposite hand. Block with the shield, thrust with 
the lance. It was a simple yet intricate technique. He lived up to his 
name as the Knight of the Iron Wall. He deliberately hid behind his 
shield while waiting for Ciel to approach. 


However, he wasn’t actually an iron wall and was no match for Ciel. 
The battle itself didn't take long. 


The sword-force that Ciel’s slender rapier emitted was sharp and swift, 
and with her dazzling swordsmanship, she literally "disassembled" her 
opponent. 


No blood was shed. In an instant, dozens of precise attacks tore 
through the thick armor of her opponent like paper. Within a few 
minutes, Ciel's opponent was left only in his undergarments, wearing 
nothing but a helmet. 


"White Rose!" 
"Ciel Lionheart!" 


The judges declared Ciel's victory. A crushing result. Dezra 
approached Ciel and handed her a sheath for her sword. 


Ciel sheathed her weapon in front of everyone, then smiled and waved 


at the crowd before turning her back on her defeated opponent, after 
which Dezra opened the door for her. 


Once again, a white carpet rolled out onto the ground. Ciel waited 
until the carpet reached her feet before waving goodbye to the 
audience with a beaming smile and exiting the arena. 


"How long did that take?" Ciel asked. 


"About 8 minutes and 43 seconds,” Dezra answered while following 
behind Ciel. "Adding the time for the post-match greetings, around 13 
minutes?" 


"It was supposed to be a meaningful match. Should I have stayed until 
the ten-minute mark? Maybe I should have waved for a bit longer to 
the fans.” 


Despite maintaining a smile for the audience, Ciel's expression now 
seemed apathetic. 


The goal had been to defeat her opponent within ten minutes. She did 
it with ease, but... honestly, she didn't enjoy the content of the match. 
What fun was there in unilaterally cutting down an opponent who 
only focused on defense? 


"What about Lady Carmen?" asked Ciel. 


"She didn't come because she said there's no value in watching 
predictable matches,” responded Dezra. 


"It was indeed a match not worth watching,” grumbled Ciel. 


"The next one will be different, right? You've accumulated enough 
points to challenge the higher ranks, haven’t you? Surely you're not 
thinking of giving up on that?" asked Dezra while approaching Ciel 
and brushing a rose petal off her shoulder. 


Ciel looked up at Dezra and smiled brightly. 


"The top 6 are half of the Twelve Finest, right? They're considered the 


real deal. Since I made it this far, I might as well try to challenge 
them,” said Ciel. 


There was no guarantee of victory. Even if she won, there was no 
guarantee she could win as flawlessly as she had so far. 


But Ciel was not afraid of that. She had traveled to Shimuin for the 
purpose of training. 


In the past year, she had fought thirty-five battles, all victorious and 
without a single scratch. 


It had not been easy. To win without injury, Ciel wielded her sword 
every day without rest and thoroughly researched her opponents once 
the matches were set. 


Dezra honestly admired Ciel. Despite being only a year older... Ciel's 
skills had reached a level Dezra could never catch up to. 


"It wasn't like this at the Knight March," thought Dezra. 


For years now, she had been observing Ciel's growth by her side as her 
aide. Ciel had never been one to slack off in her training, but over the 
past year, it was as if she had transformed into a different person, 
devoting herself entirely to her sword. Although her White Flame 
Formula remained at the Fourth Star, her swordsmanship had grown 
exponentially compared to before. 


"Oh, and Lady Ciel, Marquis Leberon has sent an invitation through an 
aide, inviting you for a meal. He is adamant about it,” Dezra said 
suddenly. 


"Why should I have a meal with that old man? I can already predict 
what he'll say. He'll sponsor me if I fight just once in his private arena, 
right?" Ciel dismissed the invitation immediately. 


"Well, Camiro Arena is quite prestigious. It wouldn't hurt to have a 
match there,” said Dezra. 


"If I want to expand my connections, I might consider it. But why 


would I bother making more connections now? I'll be leaving in about 
a year at the latest,” said Ciel. 


There was less than a month left for this year to end. According to her 
initial plan, Ciel had intended to leave Shimuin before her 22nd 
birthday... Now, she felt a hint of regret and clicked her tongue. 


‘April... Can I make it into the top five by then?’ 


She had received a letter from the Lionheart’s main family. Her 
brother Cyan and Eugene had returned not long ago. There had been a 
war between the native tribes in Samar, and Eugene and Cyan had 
participated in it. 


Cyan had killed Hector Lionheart, the traitor of the family, during the 
war. That fact alone was enough to shock Ciel, but the content of the 
letter that followed was even more shocking, enough to make her 
forget everything written before. 


Eugene had killed the Demon Dragon Raizakia. 
That news only fueled Ciel's determination further. 


She was the youngest of the Twelve Finest, ranked seventh. It was an 
honorable position, but compared to Cyan and Eugene, it was lacking 
by far. She wanted to climb higher, ideally within the top five... 


«| .Hmph." 


Ciel lifted her gaze slightly, snapping out of her thoughts. It seemed 
that fool Dezra hadn't noticed anything. Dezra blinked a few times 
when their eyes met before giving a silly smile. 


That silly smile felt pathetic, and Ciel slapped Dezra's butt with a 
wide-open palm. 


"Ouch! W-what, what was that for?" shouted Dezra. 


"Stupid Dezra! You don’t know why I hit you?" asked Ciel. 


"Well, it's not like it's the first or second time you've hit me. How 
should I know? You probably hit me for some silly reason, like you 
not liking how I looked at you." 


Respecting someone didn't mean you couldn't retort towards them. 
Dezra was used to Ciel's scolding, so instead of feeling down, she 
glared back at Ciel with determination. 


"Pitiful!" 


Ciel clicked her tongue and shook her head. There was no need to 
explain if Dezra couldn't realize it on her own. Ciel landed another 
firm slap on Dezra's butt. 


"I’m going to stop by somewhere, so you go ahead," Ciel said. 
"Where are you going?" Dezra asked. 


"It's my freedom to go wherever I want. Besides, I don't have anything 
else scheduled." 


"But Marquis Leberon specifically invited us for a meal!" 


"I already gave my answer! I won't eat with him. If he insists on 
having a meal, you can go in my place." 


"I don't want to eat with that creepy old man either. Every time I cross 
paths with him, he looks at me with filthy eyes." Dezra shuddered 
involuntarily. 


"That's because your butt is unnecessarily big. You eat several bowls of 
rice at every meal, so of course, you're gaining unnecessary weight." 


"Gaining weight...! There's no unnecessary fat on my body. It's all 
muscles!" 


Dezra’s shoulders trembled. She felt genuinely wronged. But since Ciel 
had no intention of trying to understand Dezra's feelings, she simply 
slapped Dezra’s butt once more. 


"Get going already!" said Ciel. 


"Ugh...! Can't you at least tell me what business you have? All you do 
is hit me all the time...” Dezra grumbled before passing by Ciel. 


The attendants looked at Ciel for guidance. They had been following 
behind the two while holding the large carpet. 


"What are you waiting for? You should go too,” said Ciel. 
"Yes, Lady Ciel." 


The attendants hurriedly followed Dezra. Soon, they disappeared 
through the door at the end of the hallway. 


“Hmph.” Once Ciel was completely alone, she snorted and gripped the 
hilt of her sword at her waist. 


"I'm alone now. Isn’t that enough?" 


Ciel spoke while slowly turning in a circle on the spot, her hand 
remaining on her hilt. The attendants and even stupid Dezra had not 
noticed, but Ciel's keen senses could detect a hidden presence in this 
space. 


It was rare, but it had happened a few times before. As a famous 
celebrity in this country, Ciel attracted various people with malicious 
intentions. 


The perpetrators included mediocre gladiators who lacked points and 
desperately wanted to defeat Ciel Lionheart. Even though they were 
resorting to cowardly ambushes, they desperately sought the fame 
that they would garner from beating Ciel Lionheart. 


Then, there were other types of people who were after her as well. 


Occasionally, some would come seeking revenge after being defeated 
in a duel. Some even sent assassins to avoid dirtying their hands. In 
the past, even a top-ranked fighter had sent an assassin before their 
fight. They had been afraid of fighting against Ciel. 


Of course, no such attempt had ever succeeded. Ciel believed it would 
be the same this time. 


Who could it be this time? An assassin sent by the Knight of the Iron Wall? 
Or just some naive fool seeking fame? 


‘It could well be one of those cowardly nobles I rejected.’ 


In this kingdom, many fans supported Ciel, but equally numerous 
were her foes. 


In particular, there were many nobles and fighters who wanted to 
become involved in a scandal with Ciel at any cost. Naturally, Ciel had 
no such intentions, so she always brushed off offers to share a drink or 
dance at parties. She treated any such propositions with curt 
rejections, cutting them away as if she were swinging a sword. 


"How long do you plan to hide?" Ciel narrowed her eyes and 
unsheathed her sword. 


She was certain someone was hiding nearby, but... the exact location 
eluded her. This fact put her slightly on edge. The opponent seemed 
like an exceptional assassin or a wizard. 


"Or perhaps it’s just as well. Otherwise, it would’ve lacked the thrill of 
combat.’ 


Sending Dezra and the attendants ahead had been a wise move. 
She activated her White Flame Formula. 
Fwoosh! 


Faint white flames enveloped Ciel's body. At that moment, something 
whizzed through the empty air. 


Ciel reacted instantly. She didn't care what was flying towards her. 


She swung her sword with precision. The distribution of speed and 


power was perfect. However, she couldn't cut through the projectile 
and instead was stopped in her tracks. 


The scenery before her distorted, and a faint scent of roses tickled 
Ciel's nose. 


It was a fragrance she was too familiar with. 


The moniker "White Rose" given to Ciel was, to a large extent, a self- 
imposed name of which she had never felt embarrassed or ashamed. 


When she first became a gladiator and stepped into the coliseum, Ciel 
appeared in a snowy white uniform with a white rose pinned to her 
hair. She had Dezra scatter white rose petals. 


There were reasons she chose a white rose, among all other roses. 
Amidst the blood-soaked coliseum, red was too common a color. By 
choosing a white rose, symbolizing purity, in the midst of that chaos, 
she believed it could easily garner the audience's attention and favor. 


Thus, Ciel bestowed the title "White Rose" upon herself. 


What was the essence of the ranking system in the Kingdom of 
Shimuin? 


Why did fighters in this country attach a moniker before their names? 


It was to gain fame, of course. In addition to skill, fame was necessary 
to attract attention. Ciel understood well that an easily immersive and 
endearing "image" was required to create that fame, something that 
the audience could easily remember and chant. 


It had not been a difficult task for Ciel. Ever since she was young, she 
had been well-versed in ways to win favor and receive affection from 
others. 


"Ah, you surprised me." 


She was familiar and well-practiced, but she had yet to elicit the 
reaction she desired from absolutely everyone. She had never 


experienced the genuine reaction she longed for, not when she was a 
mischievous little girl, not when she grew older and felt genuine 
embarrassment, and not even after she came to understand her own 
emotions. 


"Why do you look like that?" said Eugene Lionheart. 


He was the adopted son of the main family, a distant cousin of hers. 
They had become siblings since they were young, and she had been 
content with that alone. She remembered teasing him in the past, 
telling him she was his older sister since her birthday came before his. 


From some point on... Perhaps, when she reached adolescence, Ciel 
had disliked the fact that they were siblings. Why she disliked it, even 
she couldn't understand it back then. She just... didn't like it. 


Now, she understood the reason for that long-held dislike. Well, she 
understood it anew. The essence of that emotion was something she 
had understood not just now but several years ago. 


"You...” 


For that reason, Ciel could not keep her expression under control. She 
hadn't prepared herself for today's encounter. She had never even 
imagined it. 


Ciel widened her eyes, and her gaping lips refused to close as she 
stared at Eugene. 


"You seem quite surprised," Eugene chuckled as he lowered his index 
finger. As it descended, Ciel’s sword was lowered as well. 


"Even so, how could you swing your sword right away? You almost 
cut the gift I prepared." 


To call it a "gift" would be an overstatement, as it was just a rose he 
had picked up from the shower of petals that had rained down on the 
coliseum. 


Should he have prepared a more convincing gift? Eugene felt a tinge 


of regret as he extended the rose towards Ciel. 
"Here." 


Still, Ciel continued to stare wide-eyed and open-mouthed without 
any response. Her shock stoked an urge within Eugene to tease her. 
He chuckled while playfully pushing the rose into her open mouth. 


"Pff!" It was only then that Ciel regained her senses and spat. 
Clang! 


Her hand was rather unsteady as she dropped her sword to the 
ground. 


Startled, she stepped back and pressed against the wall, staring at 
Eugene's face in shock. 


"You... You, you, you...” 


"Just say it once. I'm glad to see you too but isn't your reaction a bit 
too extreme, Ciel Lionheart?" 


"You... Why are you here? I received a letter saying you were at the 
main house three days ago...” 


"Just because I was at the Lionheart Mansion three days ago doesn't 
mean I have to be there today as well. Don't you know my 
personality?" 


"I... know. You leave the main house and go all over the place 
whenever you have something to do." 


Ciel belatedly composed herself and smoothed her expression, 
although it didn't quite go as planned. She managed to reel in her 
expression, though her startled heart continued to race. 


"Could it be that you came all the way here to see me?" she asked. 


"That's... Well...," Eugene hesitated a bit. 


"That would be impossible. I know youre not that kind of person." Ciel 
gave a playful laugh and stepped away from the wall. She accepted 
the rose that was almost touching her face and stared intently at 
Eugene's face. 


She only now realized that Eugene's appearance had changed slightly. 
Though it couldn't be considered drastic. His ash-gray hair and golden 
eyes had turned brown. 


That was the extent of the change. It was a change she could 
recognize at a glance, and that's why she was amazed. 


Why would he change the color of his hair and eyes? If he came to see 
her, there was no need for such a thing. 


To surprise her? Impossible. Ciel knew Eugene all too well. Although 
she felt a hint of bitterness deep within her heart, such a trivial thing 
did not change the feelings of her heart for him. 


"Still, thank you,” Ciel grinned and placed the rose in her hair. With 
graceful steps, she approached Eugene. "You came to watch my match, 
right? Whatever the reason for you being in the Shimuin, this is 
enough for me." 


With arms wide open, Ciel pulled Eugene into an embrace. 
"Thank you for coming, and it's been a while, Eugene," she said. 


It was okay to embrace her sibling, after all, but she still disliked the 
fact. 


Still, she liked that she could use it as an excuse to embrace him — 
just a little. 


The hug ended much too quickly. Ciel nonchalantly took a few steps 
back, only to belatedly realize that she had just finished a match. 
Suspicion crossed her mind, and she gave Eugene a scrutinizing look. 


"Do I smell of sweat?" she asked. 
"I don't think so." 


It was an honest answer. At the moment, the only fragrance 
surrounding Ciel was the faint scent of roses. Ciel focused on Eugene's 
expression before nodding with relief. 


"Alright, anyway... we can't stand here talking forever. What should 
we do? Shall we go together?" asked Ciel. 


"| have my own group." 


Group. Ciel naturally thought of Kristina, the Saint. Of course, he had 
a group. Ciel narrowed her eyes and looked at Eugene. 


"Where are they?" she asked. 
"They're probably still in the audience." 
"Then... good." 


Ciel reached into her trouser pocket and pulled out a thick notebook 
and a pen. 


The items looked a bit bulky for the trousers, which looked to be a 
tight, perfect fit. At a glance, it seemed like the notebook had been 
opened and closed hundreds of times. 


"What's that? A diary?" asked Eugene. 

"I write diaries... and various other things. Why? Curious?" asked Ciel. 
"And if I read something I shouldn't?" said Eugene. 

"I don't write anything weird, so don't worry,” retorted Ciel. 


A simple diary, information about her opponents — those were the 
kinds of things she wrote in the notebook. Eugene smirked and leaned 


against the wall. 
"Well, I thought it could be poetry,” said Eugene. 


"You really think I’m full of emotions like that?" Ciel chuckled and 
quickly scribbled on the notebook, then tore out a sheet of paper and 
handed it to Eugene. "It's the address where I'm staying. There's 
security, but with your skills, there shouldn't be any problems. So, find 
your own way there.” 


"You're not even going to leave the door open?" 


"Do you really want me to do that? I get quite a bit of attention from 
here and there. If I do something unusual, the paparazzi guarding the 
mansion will write all sorts of stories in the newspapers. Is that 
alright?" 


She never felt that he lacked common sense. Based on the fact that 
Eugene was in disguise and that he had only shown himself when she 
was alone, it would be best to keep their future encounters a secret as 
well. 


"lll be there tonight, then," replied Eugene, putting the note into his 
pocket. 


Ciel nodded before spinning around. Tonight. 
"See you later." 


She made sure not to put too much emphasis on her words. Something 
like that would feel too clingy. If anything, Ciel wanted to show 
Eugene a "haughty" demeanor. 


Chapter 340 
Shimuin (3) 


The address written in the note was located in a prestigious 
neighborhood in Larupa Island, an area known for its high land prices. 
Unlike other regions bustling with activities and people, this 
neighborhood exuded an air of elegant tranquility. 


However, it was only a facade. Many gladiators lived in the opulent 
districts of Larupa Island, where the coliseum was located, and there 
were also numerous mansions owned by nobles. As a result, the 
paparazzi that Ciel warned about was hiding in every nook and 
cranny of the streets. 


However, such scrutiny posed no major problem for Eugene’s group. 
Unless they were attempting to sneak into the heavily guarded 
mansion of the monarch, they could march around as they liked. The 
gazes of the paparazzi hidden in the darkness were nothing. They had 
no need to rely on Sienna as well. Even Eugene's magic could easily 
deal with such nuisances. 


Surprisingly, the mansion where Ciel resided was not overly large. It 
was similar in size to the manor Eugene had lived in in his hometown 
of Gidol. 


‘Well, it's not like she’s living here long-term, and she’s only with Lady 
Carmen and Dezra.’ 


It was more than enough space for three people. Although the security 
was present, they didn't look like knights. 


Eugene's group easily evaded the guards' watchful eyes and climbed 
over the fence. 


There was no sign of a garden. Instead, a well-worn training ground 
spread out before them. Just by glancing at it, Eugen could tell how 


frequently and extensively it was used. 


He recalled Ciel's appearance during the afternoon match. Her steps 

had been light and fluid, just like flowing water. Eugene smiled with 
satisfaction as he imagined Ciel's movements from the footprints on 

the training ground. 


The mansion had three floors. When Eugene glanced up, he saw that 
all the windows were shut and curtains drawn. The back door was 
locked as well, but that wasn't a major issue. Eugene placed his hand 
on the locked doorknob and recited a spell in his mind. 


The door opened without making any sound. Sienna watched Eugen's 
adept use of magic with a proud smile. Although she didn't personally 
teach him magic, the magic of this era originated from her after all. 
Therefore, Sienna had every right to take pride in Eugene's magical 
abilities. 


"You've arrived." Carmen was sitting on a spacious sofa on the third 
floor of the mansion. She spoke while uncrossing her legs. 


She had already finished setting up the table and was doing a final 
check. 


The well-maintained ashtray reminded Eugene of a collector's item. 
Carmen had adjusted the angle of its placement slightly to her liking. 
Then, she took out a pocket watch from her pocket before placing it 
next to the ashtray on the table. She contemplated putting the cigar 
she had placed on the table beforehand into her mouth. However, she 
did not want the bitter flavor on her lips just yet, so she put the cigar 
over the ashtray instead. Instead, she picked up a whiskey bottle she 
hadn't opened yet, held it in her hand, and rested her arm on the sofa's 
armrest. 


Carmen and Dezra were accustomed to Carmen’s deviant behavior. As 
such, they stayed silent while simply staring at the closed door. To be 
honest, they hadn't sensed the presence behind the door. 


‘As expected of Lady Carmen,’ they thought. 


Sometimes, she did incomprehensible things, but Ciel and Dezra still 


admired Carmen. She was an outstanding figure genuinely deserving 
of their respect. 


"Blood Lion,” said Carmen as the door opened. Eugene immediately 
stiffened and froze in place while entering the room. 


"Dragon Slayer." 


It was perfect timing. With the cigar between her lips, Carmen raised 
her head to look ahead. 


However, it was now Carmen's turn to have a stiff expression. 


She was familiar with the woman standing right behind Eugene. It 
was Kristina Rogeris. Carmen had seen her a few times before and was 
pleased to see her. However, who was the woman with the black hair? 
Although her hair was a different color, the stranger’s green eyes and 
face resembled Mer quite a bit. No, it wasn't a simple resemblance. It 
felt as if Mer had grown and aged... 


"Lady... Sienna?" 


Shocked by the truth, Ciel stood up from her seat. Even though Dezra 
didn't understand why the Wise Sienna's name was mentioned here, 
she stood up following Ciel’s action. 


Carmen, too, finally put down the cigar she was holding in her mouth. 
All eyes turned towards Sienna. 


"Huh...” 


Sienna enjoyed the reverence directed at her. With an elegant gesture, 
she lightly touched the back of her head, and her black hair turned 
violet. 


"Yes, it's me. The Wise Sienna Merdein,” Sienna said before gracefully 
walking into the room and taking a seat on the sofa. 


[Doesn't it remind you of the phrase ‘birds of a feather flock together'? 
If Hamel could do it, he would puff out his chest and put on a show 


like that as well,] Anise sniggered to Kristina. 
‘Sir Eugene is a noble figure whom anyone would acknowledge.' 
[Hm... Yeah...,] came Anise’s sarcastic remark. 


Noble? Even though she could think of dozens of retorts, Anise chose 
not to say anything. 


"I'm not a difficult person, so sit comfortably. What are you all doing 
behind there? My successor, Eugene, come sit beside me." 


"Yes, Lady Sienna." 
Everyone sat down. 


Carmen still held the whiskey in her hand, and the cigar lay on the 
table... Her unchanging attitude brought Eugene a sense of relief. 


"It's been a while,” said Eugene. 
"Blood Lion, Dragon Slayer,” responded Carmen. 
"You've already said that...," Eugene stated. 


"No amount of praise is enough. Remember, Eugene, all your titles 
were bestowed upon you by me, Carmen Lionheart, the Silver Lion." 


Carmen looked genuinely proud and pleased with the fact. 


'That's Carmen Lionheart,' Sienna thought as she examined the other 
lady. She maintained a young and beautiful appearance, but by age, 
she could be considered to be Gilead Lionheart’s aunt. 


! 


Even so, she's still 200 years younger... 


It was an unpleasant fact she didn't want to dwell on. Sienna 
immediately ceased thinking and focused on the cigar on the table. 


"You can light it if you want. I don't care,” said Sienna. 
"Yes, Lady Sienna,” answered Carmen. 
"You can speak freely,” added Sienna. 
"How could I do something like that?" 


In this aspect, Carmen had more common sense than Melkith. Carmen 
politely refused Sienna’s suggestion before putting the cigar in her 
mouth. Then, she took out a lighter from her pocket. 


Click. 

The lid of the lighter opened, emitting a clear sound. 
Click. 

The lid closed again. 

Click. 

The lid opened once more. 


"2" There was silence in the room except for the clicking sounds of the 
lighter. 


Eugene and Kristina were accustomed to seeing Carmen do this 
multiple times, but Sienna wasn't. Sienna couldn't understand why 
Carmen was doing that. 


Could it be that the lighter was out of fuel? It was the most natural 
thing to think, so Sienna flicked her finger to produce a spark. 


Whoosh! 


The spark ignited the cigar in Carmen's mouth. 


"Puh." 


Although she always kept the cigar in her mouth, Carmen Lioheart 
had only lit it once when she was very young. She had not known any 
better at the time, and after deeply inhaling the smoke once, she had 
decided to never light a cigar again. 


Her mouth filled with smoke as she inhaled. Carmen was shocked. She 
turned her head to the side and spat out the cigar, along with the 
breath she had taken. 


"Ah, it's hot!" 


Dezra, sitting next to Carmen, failed to avoid the cigar. She screamed 
as the fire touched her thigh. 


Carmen didn't care about the unfortunate accident. She turned her 
head to the side before coughing multiple times. Ciel hurriedly poured 
a glass of water before handing it to Carmen. 


Sienna was struck dumb. 


The quick series of events evaded her understanding. As she stared 
with confusion, things quickly settled down. Although the cigar had 
left a small hole in Dezra’s pants, Kristina had healed the burn wound. 
Carmen had also cleared her mouth of the bitter taste with water. 


“T’m fine without the light,” said Carmen while glancing sideways at 
Sienna with a reproachful look. 


"Uh... Right," responded Sienna. She nodded while feeling apologetic. 
It felt as if she was responsible for the mess. 


After checking that the bitter taste was gone from her mouth, Carmen 
once again took out a cigar from a case before putting it in her mouth. 
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Once again, Carmen’s actions evaded Sienna’s understanding. Sienna 
stared and blinked a few times with her mouth agape. Noticing her 


confusion, Eugene leaned in and whispered in her ear, “Let her be.” 
"Why... is she doing that?" asked Sienna, thoroughly perplexed. 
"Because that's just how she is. Just let it go." 


Sienna still could not understand. However, Carmen was confident. 
She didn't feel the slightest embarrassment about her actions. 


With the cigar in her mouth, Carmen repeatedly opened and closed 
the lighter before opening the lid of the whiskey she was still holding 
in her hand. 


Glug, glug, glug. 


Of course, Carmen didn't drink the whiskey. She poured the whiskey 
into the glasses on the table before standing up. However, she quickly 
realized that there were not enough glasses for everyone. 


There was a display cabinet on one side of the room. Next to many 
unopened bottles of alcohol, there were several fancy glasses... 


"Ahem." 


While Carmen was focused on choosing a glass, Ciel let out a dry 
cough. Similar to Sienna, there were several things Ciel didn't 
understand about the present situation either. 


"It's an honor to meet you, Lady Sienna. I'm Ciel Lionheart." 
"I-I'm Dezra Lionheart." 


Dezra also bowed her head, covering the hole in her pants with her 
hand. Sienna moved past her confusion and changed her expression. 


"Yes, right. You don’t have to be overly polite," Sienna said. 


Ciel raised her head and looked straight ahead. 


Seated opposite were Eugene, Kristina, and Sienna. She could 
understand why Kristina and Eugene were sitting so close, but the 
proximity between Sienna and Eugene bothered her. 


The fact that the Wise Sienna had proclaimed Eugene as her successor 
was well-known. In other words, the relationship between the two was 
that of a master and her disciple. 


Given their relationship, it was understandable that they were close, 
but... was it ethically right to be so physically intimate that their 
bodies would touch like that? Was it possible that such a thing was 
simply how things were three hundred years ago? 


"Um... both Lady Sienna and... Saint Kristina are here with Eugene... 
Is it because of the Abyssal Princess?" Ciel asked, capturing the three 
seated across in her sight. They had even put on disguises. 


She had a hunch that it might be so. Other than that, what reason 
could they have for coming to Shimuin? 


The three of them... weren’t just three regular people. One was a 
legendary Archwizard from three hundred years ago, one was the 
Saint, and the other the Hero of the current era. 


"That's right," Eugene nodded without denying Ciel's question. 
Indeed. Ciel stroked her chin and fell into thought for a moment. 


"Are you here to investigate the situation and gather information? Or 


" 


"To kill," Eugene replied bluntly. 
"Just like that? Don't you think it's too reckless?" 


"I believe I have enough power. And more importantly, I have a debt 
to repay," he added. 


Sienna’s lips curled up into an insinuating smile at his words. While 
Eugene also had a karmic connection with Iris from his previous life, 


it wasn't comparable to Sienna's. 


Ciel slightly shrank back when she felt the atmosphere surrounding 
Sienna. 


"The Abyssal Princess," Carmen said as she returned with two glasses 
in her hands. She placed the glasses in front of Sienna and Kristina 
and poured the whiskey in an elegant fashion. 


She tilted the bottle to allow the liquid to flow from a high position as 
if the whiskey were wine. There was only one reason why she was 
handling herself in such a fashion: It looked cool. 


[Let's swap, Kristina. ] 
‘Is something wrong, Sister?’ 


[You might not know since you don’t enjoy alcohol, but the whiskey 
Carmen is pouring now is an extremely rare one. It's a nostalgic drink 
that I occasionally enjoyed during my time alive.] 


‘Please calm down, Sister.’ 
[Quickly! Quickly!] 


Kristina changed places with her. Anise immediately picked up the 
glass, which was filled to the brim with whiskey, and gulped it down 
in one go. Her hardy display froze Carmen in place for a moment. 


"One more," Anise said happily. 
"Hmm." 
What taste was she enjoying from this unpalatable bitterness of a liquid? 


With that question in her mind, Carmen poured another glass of 
whiskey. However, as soon as the glass was filled, it was emptied 
immediately. In the end, Carmen gave up and placed the entire bottle 
in front of Kristina. 


"The Abyssal Princess," Carmen resumed speaking, starting again from 
the beginning. She placed the cigar she had put in her mouth back on 
her finger before continuing her words. "A few years ago, she was 
called that, but now, in Shimuin, Iris is known by a different name. 
She is referred to as the Pirate Empress." 


Until the Knight March, the fleet under Iris' command had been just a 
few dozen ships. But now, there were well over a hundred pirate 
vessels gathered under Iris’ name. As such, people in Shimuin feared 
Iris and started calling her the Pirate Empress. 


"Even so, they’re only pirates," Sienna snickered. "If those vermin were 
somewhere other than the Solgalta Sea, we wouldn't have bothered 
hiding our identities. We would have swept in and attacked as soon as 
we arrived." 


Three hundred years ago, she had been known as Sienna of Disaster. 


Befitting her alias, Sienna had caused multiple disasters during the 
war with the demons. 


Hundreds of pirate ships? Sure, but they were still pirates. How strong 
would they be compared to the demonfolks? If she could keep them in 
place, she could create whirlpools, raise tsunamis, strike them with 
lightning, or even send meteors crashing down into the sea. The 
possibilities were endless. 


However, the only problem was that Iris was active in the Solgalta 
Sea, a place located far away, one that restricted magic. 


It was still uncertain how much the Solgalta Sea's notorious bindings 
could restrain Sienna, but she was determined to be as "cautious" as 
possible in her plan to kill Iris. 


She would absolutely never give Iris any chance to escape. There 
would not be a second chance. She was determined, without a doubt, 
to kill Iris. 


Eugene and Anise agreed. 


They had witnessed various hells connected with the sinister dark elf 


Iris. They had seen burning mountains, forests, and fields, as well as 
the screams of the captured elves she used as bait. They had 
experienced the relentless ambushes by the dark elf rangers hiding in 
the darkness. 


Elves lived for a very long time, and dark elves lived as long as elves. 
If she made up her mind to hide — Iris could hide for dozens or even 
hundreds of years to come. 


What Eugene's group was most wary of was the possibility of Iris 
hiding on some uninhabited island in the Southern Seas where nobody 
could find her for decades or centuries. 


"Carmen Lionheart, I heard that you and Eugene fought Iris together 
in Kiehl. It was unfortunate that she got away." 


"I could not kill her because I was lacking,” responded Carmen. 


"I'm not here to reprimand you. On the contrary... Would you find it 
offensive if I said this? Well, I'm glad you and Eugene failed to capture 
her. Thanks to that, I have the chance to kill that damned wench with 
my own hands." 


Sienna’s words were laced with clear hostility. Carmen nodded as she 
felt her skin tingle. 


"But, Lady Sienna, the Solgalta Sea is very distant. There are no ships 
that go there, and even if you were to buy a whole ship, finding a 
crew willing to sail all the way to the Sea of Death wouldn't be easy,” 
Carmen said. "I know about the infamy of the Solgalta Sea. That 
bizarre sea not only restricts magic, but it’s also hard to reach, right?” 


"That's why we came to ask for help,” said Eugene. 
Carmen smiled slyly as she turned towards him. 


"What kind of help are you referring to? Do you want to borrow the 
Silver Lion’s fangs and claws? Or perhaps the thorns of the White 
Rose? Or...” 


Carmen glanced at Dezra. She didn't have a fitting nickname yet. 
"Do you want to borrow the gleam of the Black Pearl?" 


And so, she made up a nickname on the spot. What did it mean to 
borrow the gleam? Dezra glanced at Carmen with confusion. However, 
Carmen herself didn't understand the meaning behind her words. 


"Uh... No. Not that kind of help. I want to meet with Sir Ortus," 
Eugene replied with an awkward expression. "I've had a chance to talk 
with Sir Ortus during the Knight March." 


"I understand what yow’re getting at. Do you mean to lead a naval 
fleet and attack the Abyssal Princess head-on?" asked Carmen. 


"That's something I'm considering, but if I bring a fleet, Iris might 
escape or hide. I'm thinking of borrowing a few ships from Sir Ortus 
for now,” said Eugene. 


"Ships?" 


"A merchant ship or a trade vessel. One magnificent enough that Iris 
would want to plunder." 


Two immediate ideas came to Eugene’s mind. One was to charge into 
the Solgalta Sea, and the other was to lure Iris out. 


If they chose the latter, they would undoubtedly need large, attractive 
ships for Iris to attack. 


"The Empress already has too many underlings. She rarely leaves the 
Solgalta Sea. She merely sends her pirate ships out for plunder,” 
explained Carmen. 


"We can lure out her underlings. We can try sneaking onto their 
ships,” said Eugene. 


"There are other ways," Ciel spoke up. "Just as Lady Carmen 
mentioned, the Empress has too many underlings. Compared to the 
Solgalta Sea's navy, she may lack in numbers and strength, but her 


presence tips the balance enough to allow her to harass the navy. 
However... recently, the Empress did something quite audacious." 


There were several rumors about Iris, some yet unknown to the world. 


"Originally, the Empress didn't target Solgalta's naval ships and 
avoided conflict with the punitive fleets. But now, a month ago, the 
Empress' attitude suddenly changed,” continued Ciel. 


"Ten warships patrolling near Solgalta Sea have vanished without a 
trace," Carmen interjected, nodding in agreement. 


"That's not all. Even the cash transport ships bound for Shedor Island 
were taken by Iris." 


There were numerous islands in Shimuin, and taxes collected from the 
people of the islands were transported by ships. 


"Not just the cash transport ships. Various tributes sent to the royal 
family are also being plundered. It's not just toll fees that they’re 
asking for, either. Ships and crews are all being kidnapped by Iris." 


It had not been so bad when Ortus had previously mentioned Iris’ 
exploits to Eugene. Iris had avoided conflicts with the naval fleets and 
had only raided civilian ships and trade vessels. 


"It's shameful. That's why the royal family concealed all the facts,” 
said Carmen. 


"But they can't do that anymore,” Ciel chuckled, shaking the glass. "If 
they continue to stay silent, the Dwarf Guild will start protesting." 


"Dwarves?" 


Eugene's eyes widened in surprise at the sudden turn of topics. 


Chapter 341 
Shimuin (4) 


Shimuin was the country with the largest population of dwarves on 
the continent. The expert artisans of the race were skilled and 
meticulous in their craft, and they despised living in bustling human 
cities like any other race. 


Thus, the Shimuin royal family gifted an entire island to the dwarves 
as a dominion. In reality, it was to prevent other countries from 
snatching away the dwarves and to ensure the dwarves stayed in 
Shimuin. Whatever the reasons, the decision ended up satisfying both 
parties. 


The Hammer Island, a paradise exclusively developed for dwarves, 
was an island chosen by the dwarves themselves and had been 
tailored to their preferences for centuries. 


Every month, vast amounts of resources, such as beer, minerals, and 
blueprints for commissioned equipment, were transported to Hammer 
Island. The skilled dwarves on the island crafted the requested 
equipment to perfection and sent them back on the transport ships. 


Normally, trade with dwarves happened in such a fashion. However, 
in rare, truly important cases, dwarves themselves boarded the ships 
and came to the mainland. 


A fortnight ago, the finest dwarven artisans, those who could be 
considered master craftsmen, boarded a ship departing from Hammer 
Island to Shedor Island. 


The Violent Tide Knights, representing Shimuin, led by Ortus Hyman, 
were all equipped with top-grade Exids. Exids boasted excellent 
performance and abilities, but they also required regular maintenance. 


"Ten dwarven artisans and ten apprentices were aboard the transport 


ship. Only a total of twenty, but they could be considered the essence 
of all the techniques on Hammer Island. Also, umm, various goods 
crafted by the dwarves were on board as well," said Ciel as she 
explained the situation. 


The journey from Hammer Island to Shedor Island required a four-day 
voyage. However, they had lost communication with the transport 
ship two days after departure, and the ship had not arrived yet. 


The value of even a single dwarf artisan was priceless and couldn't be 
measured in terms of money. Dwarves with extraordinary skills were 
indeed like geese laying golden eggs. 


With ten such dwarves and apprentices, along with the various 
products from Hammer Island, the ship had been thoroughly 
protected. A unit of the Violent Tide Knights had been present, along 
with their commander, who was ranked fourth in Shimuin, as well as 
dozens of high-ranking wizards, including those of the Sixth Circle, 
and hundreds of ordinary soldiers. 


In the first place, the presence of a ship bearing the national flag of 
Shimuin alone should have deterred any pirate ships. 


"The Empress has really crossed the line," Carmen said while opening 
and closing the lighter's lid. 


"With the involvement of the dwarf race, Shimuin can no longer 
tolerate the Empress' raids. The royal family was pretty desperate for 
the dwarves to stay in Shimuin, enough to give them an entire island 
under their own control.” 


"Dwarves are a cost-effective race," Sienna muttered. 


Everyone turned to look at her in surprise. She just smirked in 
response. 


"Why do you all look at me like that? Oh, do young folks these days 
not know much about dwarves?" she asked, half-surprised. 


"No... we do know." 


"Look, dwarves, in essence, are a bunch of ugly landlubbers who 
prefer not to roam the world. Their faces are covered in dirt, and their 
bodies reek of sweat and stale beer mixed with the smell of tobacco. 
Their beards are tangled and unkempt. Home to all sorts of bugs." 


Sienna sighed and pinched her nose as if she were imagining the 
stench. 


She continued, "But their craftsmanship is unquestionably impressive. 
Half-baked dwarven goods can rival those meticulously crafted by 
master human artisans. Moreover, dwarves have little materialistic 
desire. They are reluctant to sell their skills for money. They live 
carefreely, either feasting on endless beer or creating masterpieces if 
given materials that excite them. That's why dwarves are a cost- 
effective race." 


" 


"Um... umm. 


"In other words, this kingdom is making the most out of dwarves. 
They gifted them a small, distant island as a dominion? It might be a 
beautiful vacation spot with clear skies and picturesque seas. But it 
wouldn’t be an enormous loss for the kingdom, as the clients would 
provide the materials for the production requests. Moreover, they 
could charge hefty commissions. As I said, dwarves are not money- 
hungry, so Shimuin could take a huge cut of the commission in 
exchange for things like barrels of beer or whatever...” 


Sienna continued with her remarks about dwarves. Her words were 
laced with disdain. Everyone stared at her, their mouths agape. It 
couldn't be helped. Although Sienna was human, she grew up among 
elves, and elves and dwarves were two completely opposite races with 
a long history of discord. 


"Who did you hear those words from, Lady Sienna?" 


"Huh? My older brother told me. Also, I did see dwarves a couple of 
times three hundred years ago. What I said wasn't entirely wrong, you 
know? I still remember. I requested a few daggers from them, and 
they complained about why a lousy wizard would be swinging a 
sword...” 


Sienna recalled distant memories. Her face expressed a nostalgic 
sentiment. Of course, Hamel was by her side back then, and Eugene 
knew the whole story very well. 


In the end, the dwarf took a solid beating from Sienna, who had not 
used her magic and begrudgingly endured the inconvenience to craft 
her a set of daggers. He had received three barrels of beer as payment. 


"Um... well, it’s not to that extent for the dwarves these days," Ciel 
said tentatively, trying to shake off her shock. She could not believe 
she had heard such a strong racial prejudice from the Wise Sienna. 
"Most dwarves do live on Hammer Island, but that doesn't mean there 
are no dwarves on Shedor Island." 


There was a Dwarf Guild on Shedor Island. They were responsible for 
the primary inspection of requests heading to Hammer Island. Unlike 
the dwarves on Hammer Island, these were young dwarves who had 
somewhat accepted the city life. 


"The elders of their race were abducted en masse, so the Dwarf Guild 
is naturally up in arms. They have already declared a strike against all 
orders from the royal family. If the royal family doesn't rescue the 
artisans, they'll continue the strike against all customer requests and 
hold protests," Ciel explained the dwarves’ current situation. 


The threat of Iris' raids had already grown beyond salvageable 
measures. The fault lay with Shimuin. The kingdom had relinquished 
its chance to restrain Iris. 


"In other words, Eugene, if you intend to kill the Empress, now is the 
opportune moment," Ciel said while turning to look at Carmen. “In 
any case, Sir Ortus has been requesting help from Lady Carmen 
recently.” 


"Help?" asked Eugene. 


"It's quite obvious. He's asking Lady Carmen to join the expeditionary 
force against the Empress. Though she may be a foreigner, she is still 
considered one of the strongest on the continent," said Ciel. 


"I haven't given my answer yet,” Carmen commented with a shrug, 


placing the cigar back into her mouth. 


Unlike Eugene, who acted as he pleased, Carmen surprisingly had 
such social norms ingrained in her. She knew the significance of her 
existence in the Lionheart family. If she were to face a formidable 
dark elf like Iris, Carmen had to risk her life, so naturally, she needed 
to consult with the family before committing to such a battle. 


If not for meeting Eugene today, Carmen would have already written a 
letter to her younger brother and the Chief Elder of the family, Klein, 
and the head of the Lionheart family, Gilead, to discuss participating 
in the expedition. She might have even left behind a will for Ciel, just 
in case. 


“T thought it wasn’t something I could decide on my own, even though 
I had enough justification. However... you could be called the great 
founder’s successor. You, the Hero, the Blood Lion, the Dragon Slayer 


0 


"Isn’t one or two titles enough?" Eugene asked. 


"All three describe you, Eugene Lionheart — the successor of the Great 
Vermouth. If you truly desire the Empress' death, the Lionheart clan 
will unconditionally follow your will," Carmen declared firmly. 


The Great Vermouth, the legendary Hero from three hundred years 
ago, was the founder of the Lionheart family. 


If Eugene Lionheart, the Hero comparable to the great Vermouth, 
wanted Iris' demise, then the Lionheart clan would undoubtedly 
comply with his wishes. 


"Well then, Eugene Lionheart. I will arrange a meeting with Ortus as 
you wish. According to my sources, Ortus is not... entirely clean, but 
he is not someone who would ally with the Empress,” said Carmen. 


"Hmm...” 


Eugene pondered for a moment. 


Initially, he planned to approach Iris under the guise of a merchant or 
trade vessel. However, Iris had openly threatened the kingdom's 
authority, and the expeditionary force was soon to set sail. 


"No. In that case, there seems to be no need for me to meet with Sir 
Ortus,” said Eugene. 


Eugene made his decision. 
Why did Iris' attitude suddenly change? 


Three hundred years ago, after the fall of the Demon King of Fury, Iris 
had become fixated on one goal. The dark elf was one who could truly 
be considered the epitome of a deep-seated delusion. 


Father. 


Her goal was the resurrection of the Demon King of Fury. Despite not 
sharing a single drop of blood, Iris sincerely regarded the Demon King 
of Fury as her father. 


What was ludicrous was that the Demon King of Fury had been the 
same. The Demon King of Fury had four children. Despite committing 
terrible atrocities, the Demon King of Fury had loved his children, 
including Iris. And his children loved him back. Even Eugene couldn't 
understand why it happened at the time. 


Among the children of Fury, Kamash, the chief of giants, and Sein, the 
vampire lord, had fallen in the war for their father’s cause. 


The remaining two children, Oberon, chief of the beastfolk, and Iris, 
princess of the dark elves, had been headed for the same fate. Yet, 
their father, the Demon King of Fury, had sacrificed himself to allow 
their escape. The inexplicable act had bestowed madness upon Iris’ 
heart. 


Three hundred years passed in a peaceful era without wars, a time 
when the Demon Kings no longer ravaged the lands. 


However, in the depths of Iris' mind, the dream of Fury being reborn 


lingered. Since it was impossible to resurrect her father, she sought to 
become the new Demon King of Fury. 


The conflict with Noir Giabella had been driven by such ambitions. 
But after being defeated and stripped of everything, she found solace 
in this vast sea, longing for a realm she could rule with her feet firmly 
planted. 


Iris had likely judged that she had gathered sufficient power, meaning 
she was seeking territory, land on which she could stand and rule. 


What else did she require to achieve her goal? 


Even the Demon King was still a king; to rule, a king needed not just a 
title but a domain and subjects. In her pursuit, Iris boldly tempted 
Shimuin to send a crusade against her. 


With no more disguises to hide behind, she sought to provoke Shimuin 
into action, knowing that it could no longer conceal the truth. 


However, this remained an issue only within Shimuin's realm. Despite 
being called the Empress, Iris was still a pirate. A nation proud of 
being the "Kingdom of Knights" would hesitate to seek aid against 
mere pirates. 


"Even if you send an expedition, Iris won't run away. Her confidence 
lies in the belief that she can annihilate any number of foes," Carmen 
said. She understood Iris' confidence and determination. 


She might capture and enslave the expeditionary forces or even turn 
the tables and invade Shimuin’s main island. 


"I do not doubt Sir Ortus’ abilities, but if a full-scale expedition is 
assembled, the number of participants will be overwhelming. It will be 
better to enter unnoticed. The situation is permitting it, after all,” 
explained Eugene. 


If the news of Eugene, the Hero, Kristina, the Saint, and the Wise 
Sienna joining the expedition became public, Iris might alter her 
attitude and evade any direct confrontation. 


"I see," Carmen acknowledged the point. 


The full scale of the expedition was still unknown, but it would 
undoubtedly involve Shimuin's naval fleet, along with the Violent Tide 
Knights in full force. Ambitious warriors aspiring for fame in Shimuin 
and mercenaries drawn by the scent of money would also join the 
cause. 


"I want to go too," said Ciel, who had been listening quietly. "I am 
ranked 7th among the gladiators. Surely, you don't think my 
qualifications are inadequate?" 


"Ciel," Carmen called out. 


"Lady Carmen, you told me that some things can only be experienced 
and understood in real combat. Honestly, the battles in this coliseum 
are more like shows than actual battles. I wondered if things would be 
different at a higher level, but it seems not,” Ciel interjected. 


Ciel was determined not to fall behind. 


"Moreover, my brother... he fought in a war with Eugene, didn't he?" 
Ciel questioned. 


"You silly girl, that was in the forest, and this time, it's the sea," 
Eugene retorted. 


"What's the difference?" Ciel gazed at Eugene with bewilderment. 


"Cyan accompanied me in the fight. So what? Cyan’s done it, so does 
that mean you have to as well?" Eugene asked. 


“So I can’t?” Ciel answered with a question of her own. 


"N—" Eugene was about to answer but was stopped by Ciel’s 
determined gaze. It was much like the icy gaze he had seen from her 
in the northern snowfields. Although not as tearful as back then, her 
resolute eyes remained just as fierce. 


"Sir Eugene," a voice spoke from the side. 


It was Anise. She tilted her head slightly towards Eugene and said, "It's 
Ciel's choice." 


"Hmm...” 


"Well, what's the problem? Hardships are part of life and to be taken 
when young," Sienna chimed in, patting Eugene's back with a chuckle. 
"This brings back old memories. Ciel, right? You said you're twenty- 
one years old?" 


"Yes," 


"Let's see, you'll turn twenty-two in a month, right? Well, I set sail 
across the sea at your age. That's right, at your age, I ventured into 
Helmuth, and oh boy, how much suffering I endured...” 


Sienna shivered as she recalled those terrible times. "But those days 
made me the Wise Sienna I am now. Ah, don't worry too much. You're 
Vermouth's descendant and the sibling of my successor, Eugene 
Lionheart. I may not care about others, but I'll look out for you." 


Despite almost losing her life to Vermouth, Sienna still trusted and 
considered him a friend. As a result, she found the young descendants, 
especially the twins who were not yet fully mature, incredibly 
endearing. She wanted to feed and care for them. 


However, Cyan found Sienna's attention and care burdensome and 
elusive, often leading him to run away. On the other hand, Ciel had a 
different temperament. She smiled broadly at Sienna and nodded. 


"Yes, thank you, Lady Sienna,” said Ciel. 


"No need for such formalities. Get comfortable. Why don’t you call me 
Sis as well?" responded Sienna. 


"No, that wouldn't be appropriate." 


Naturally, Ciel didn’t think she could address Sienna in such a crude 
manner. 


"What do you mean you'll be looking out for her?” asked Eugene. 


"What else, my successor? It means I'll protect her from that wretched 
Iris. Don't tell me you're jealous, my successor! I'll make sure to—" 
said Sienna. 


"Geez, we don’t even know if we’ll be able to use magic there. How 
can you say such things with confidence...?” Eugene interrupted. 


"My successor! Even the Demon King of Incarceration couldn't 
suppress all my magic. Do you think the Solgalta Sea could, if even he 
couldn't do it? Suppress the Wise Sienna? It might be a little 
inconvenient, but you think it's possible to take magic away from the 
Wise Sienna?" 


Sienna scoffed and puffed out her chest. 


"Remember this well, for this Wise Sienna is magic, and magic is the 
Wise Sienna," she proclaimed. 


"Heh...” 


Eugene could only stammer, shaking his head without finding a 
suitable response. 


Chapter 342 
Ciel Lionheart (1) 


Firstly, she dismissed the guards and servants of the mansion. Though 
it was a sudden move, they were promised generous severance. As 
such, they accepted their layoffs without much ado. 


Having emerged victorious in yesterday's match, Ciel had racked up 
enough points to challenge higher-ranking gladiators. As such, she 
publicly announced that she would train in a secret place for the 
upcoming ranking tournament. 


Of course, Ciel had no intention of preparing for the ranking 
tournament. There was no way it would take place anyway. Though 
not yet known to the world, it wouldn’t be long before the formal 
announcement of the Pirate Empress’ subjugation was made public, 
with the Dwarf Guild actively pressuring for it. 


Most likely, other top-ranked gladiators would participate in the 
expedition as well. 


Ranked first was Ortus, the Commander of the Violent Tide Knights. 
As the strongest and most exceptional knight in Shimuin, Ortus would 
have no choice but to lead the expedition, whether he liked it or not. 


Ranked second was not a knight but a mercenary, Ivic Slad, the leader 
of the Slad Mercenaries. He was known as the Mercenary King. There 
was no way such a formidable figure, who actively sought out wars, 
would miss such a large-scale event. 


From what Ciel gathered, none of the high-ranking gladiators, 
including the six ranked above her, were reluctant to participate in 
the expedition. Everyone would be present except for the one ranked 
fourth — who was speculated to be dead or kidnapped by Iris. 


"Phew." Ciel wiped the sweat off her forehead. 


She had never turned down training, not even when she was with the 
Lionheart clan in the Black Lion Castle. However, the new curriculum 
she had developed since joining Shimuin was undoubtedly far more 
rigorous than her previous training. 


Even Carmen, who had adjusted the curriculum, seemed taken aback, 
and Dezra, who had started with her, had left trembling after failing 
to last for more than four days. 


However, for nearly a year now, Ciel hadn't once shied away from the 
demanding training. The training grounds of the mansion weren't that 
harsh an environment and allowed her to gradually increase the 
intensity while squeezing every bit of strength and spirit. 


Possibility... ' 


With her body and spirit immersed in training, her mind wandered 
with many thoughts. 


She thought it was highly likely that the expedition would lead to the 
death of the Pirate Empress. 


She honestly didn't see much chance if the expedition were composed 
solely of Shimuin's warriors. However, with Carmen, Eugene, Kristina, 
and even the Wise Sienna joining the expedition, the expeditionary 
forces were elevated to another level. 


‘But what about me?' 


Ciel released the sword she was holding, exposing her rough palms. 
She used those hands to gently wipe her body, which was dripping 
sweat like rain. She didn't want to think of herself as insignificant or 
small. 


But right now, she couldn't help but think that way. 
Ciel Lionheart. 


She was a descendant of the renowned Lionheart lineage. She was the 
disciple of the Silver Lion, Carmen Lionheart, and the youngest Black 


Lion. Likewise, she was also the youngest of the Twelve Finest of 
Shimuin. 


However, the moniker “youngest” inherently reflected the possibility 
of her being immature or inexperienced. Ciel didn't deny this fact. She 
was still twenty-one years old and hadn't accumulated enough 
experience. 


‘Could I be of help?’ 


That thought had plagued Ciel since dawn. She wished not to dwell 
upon such ponderings, and if possible, she wanted to look away, to 
ignore the burgeoning thoughts. But she couldn't. No matter how 
much she tried to dismiss the doubts, they kept coming with full force. 


‘Can I really go with them?’ 


It was Ciel who had first declared her wish to accompany them. And 
she had no intention to retract them now. After all, merely following 
was something anyone could do. As for the dangers? If one stayed 
concealed well enough, perils could be evaded. But Ciel's desire wasn't 
so simple. She wished to stand alongside Eugene. Just as her elder 
brother, Cyan, had done, Ciel wanted to brave wars and face perils 
with Eugene. 


She had received a letter from her brother. It had been filled with 
tales from the Samar Forest, but more than her brother's exploits, the 
letter mentioned Eugene's prowess and strength. 


Ciel envied her brother. In the end, Cyan fought alongside Eugene, 
achieving victory and growing into a formidable warrior. Through 
this, he showcased his achievements to Eugene and received 
recognition. 


For as long as she could remember, or perhaps since the very 
beginning, this had been the relationship between Eugene and the 
twins. Though the three of them were of the same age and siblings, 
they had never stood on equal footing. It had been natural for Cyan 
and Ciel to follow behind Eugene and seek his acknowledgment for 
their hard-won achievements. 


—You’ve improved quite a bit. 


Ciel had never taken offense to that remark. On the contrary, hearing 
it felt good as if the vast chasm between them lessened with each 
word of praise. 


But such were the tales of their youth. A child's ambitions differed 
from those of an adult, both in magnitude and direction. Ciel was no 
longer the same child. 


In that barren, snow-covered land, when she had bawled her eyes out, 
Ciel had come to realize that she was no longer the little girl who 
would simply beam with joy from Eugene's praise. 


"Useless thoughts." 


A voice called from above. Ciel looked up while wiping the sweat 
from her palms. If it were in Kiehl, the last month of the year would 
greet them with snow or biting cold winds. But in Shimuin, even 
December was marked by a scorching sun. 


Under the brilliant sky, her vision slightly narrowed against the harsh 
sunlight. She caught sight of Eugene. He was leaning halfway out of a 
window while observing her. 


"I can sense your distractions,” said Eugene. 
"What on earth are you on about?" asked Ciel. 


"Are you pretending not to know, or do you genuinely not know? If it's 
the latter, I'd be quite disappointed." His voice was filled with 
mischief. 


Pouting, Ciel used her foot to kick up the sword from the ground. 
"Just lost in thought for a moment," she grumbled while catching her 
sword mid-air. Eugene grinned, leaning even further out from the 
window. 


“Can you afford to show yourself like this?” asked Ciel. 


“What's the problem with it?” said Eugene. 


“You wanted to stay hidden, remember? Though I fired all the guards 
and servants, my mansion is still under the watchful eyes of the 
paparazzi, isn’t it?” reminded Ciel. 


“Don’t worry about it,” said Eugene. 


Sienna had already set up various spells throughout the mansion and 
its periphery from the morning. Even the famed tower heads of Aroth 
wouldn't be able to peer inside the mansion’s walls. 


“This magic sure is handy, isn’t it?” commented Ciel. 
“Why? Regret not learning it yourself?” 


“Too late now. At least I’ve honed my sword skills. If I'd dabbled in 
magic and wasn't destined for it, I'd have been worse off.” 


Ciel smirked while lifting her shirt to reveal a chiseled abdomen to 
Eugene, who quickly turned his head, caught off guard. It wasn’t 
weird for Ciel to wipe off her sweat using her shirt. But right now, she 
was clearly doing so with a specific intention. 


Ciel felt a cheeky sense of satisfaction when she noticed Eugene’s 
momentary embarrassment. 


“Acting like this at your age?” said Eugene. 


“What’s the problem? You never cared when we were younger,” 
retorted Ciel. 


“When did I ever? Reveal your skin like that after sweating, and you'll 
catch a cold,” said Eugene. 


“A cold? In this heat?” said Ciel. 


“Summer colds are usually the worst,” Eugene grumbled before 
tossing a dry towel to Ciel, who caught it effortlessly, all while 


gripping her shirt with her teeth. 


“Are you trying to show off your abs?” asked Eugene. His half-averted 
gaze caught Ciel’s abs glistening from the sweat, and he remarked, 
“Sorry, but my abs look better than yours.” 


“What? I'm not trying to show off. It's just hot, alright?” cried Ciel. 


That wasn't entirely true. Ciel found amusement in Eugene's attempts 
to avoid her gaze and wanted to continue eliciting reactions. Eugene 
had seen enough of Ciel's playful antics since they were kids. But to 
use one's body for such jests at this age... 


“Where did you learn such lousy things from?” Eugene grumbled 
before pointing a finger at Ciel. A swift gust of wind burst from 
Eugene's fingertip, then swirled around Ciel. The lingering sweat 
evaporated, and the shirt Ciel had bitten onto found its way back to its 
proper place. 


After confirming her bare skin was no longer visible, Eugene locked 
eyes with Ciel. 


“Keep exposing yourself like that, and no one will want to marry you,” 
he said. 


“What do you mean?” 


“Tt's about time you thought about settling down. I heard Cyan will be 
returning to Ruhr soon,” continued Eugene. 


“What? He's planning to marry the young princess of Ruhr?” Ciel 
responded in sheer disbelief. 


The princess, Ayla Ruhr, was the daughter of the Beast King Aman 
Ruhr. Ciel had encountered her once before she departed from Ruhr. 
Thankfully, Princess Ayla didn’t resemble her fierce ancestor Molon or 
her father, the Beast King, and was graced with a unique charm and 
beauty. 


She was lovely and endearing. 


She was a lovely and endearing girl of just eleven years. 


"It's not an immediate marriage," Eugene mentioned. "I've heard 
they're just getting betrothed for now. They'll marry when Princess 
Ayla turns seventeen." 


"To think I'll have a sister-in-law ten years younger than me...," Ciel 
mused. 


"But they say she has a kind disposition, right?" 
"I was also kind at eleven years old," Ciel smirked. 


Eugene recalled the younger Ciel and playfully countered, "I don't 
particularly remember you being that way." 


"At least she's better than the princess of Shimuin, right?" 


Princess Scalia of Shimuin had once been a potential marriage partner 
for Cyan. However, the engagement had been called off when Cyan 
vehemently expressed his disapproval of her. 


"Indeed, she's a better choice than that half-mad princess," Eugene 
agreed readily. 


Ciel felt the same aversion towards Scalia. She remembered the scenes 
of Scalia mercilessly slaughtering mercenaries in the snowy plains. 
They had been encouraged by the nightmares induced by the Queen of 
the Night Demons, the resultant insomnia and stress... But none of it 
could justify the massacres she committed. 


Moreover, Ciel couldn't confidently say that Scalia didn't revel in such 
bloodshed. Scalia’s demeanor while hunting for food in the snow- 
covered plains had not seemed ordinary to her. 


"Betrothal, huh?" 


Setting aside the age of the young princess, the very idea of her older 
twin brother, whom she had grown up with, getting betrothed felt odd 
to Ciel. 


"Ahem." 


Walking over to the window, Ciel draped the towel she received from 
Eugene around her neck before flashing a smile, "Speaking of which, 
there were some marriage propositions for me as well." 


"What?" 


"Oh, nothing formal within the family. As I said, it was something akin 
to a marriage proposition. Just a light suggestion, you might say...” 
Ciel was curious about Eugene's reaction and continued with a 
mischievous tone while leaning by the window. "Ahem, you actually 
know him. Well, you're acquainted." 


"Who?" 


"Dior Hyman, the son of Sir Ortus. He’s twenty-three. He might not 
have a high-ranking position, but that's only because he doesn't 
partake in the battles. In reality, he's quite renowned for his skills," 
Ciel said casually. 


Say something, show some reaction. Ciel feigned nonchalance but 
observed Eugene keenly as she pushed further, "Sir Ortus suggested it 
several times. He has suggested that Dior and I have dinner together. 
The reason is quite apparent, isn't it?" 


Eugene sighed, "Well...” 


"Actually, it’s not just Sir Ortus. While in Shimuin, I received several 
such propositions. Well... although I never accepted any proposals, 
many have pestered me with requests to meet their accomplished 
sons. " 


It seemed they had aged without noticing. 


Eugene felt a complex swirl of emotions as he gazed down at Ciel. Ciel 
was unable to discern exactly what sentiment was hidden behind his 
expression. 


'Did I say something unnecessary?' 


Ciel shook her head while clearing her throat. "Well... I haven't 
thought about marriage at all. But...” 


How about you? 


She wanted to ask but found herself voiceless. It wasn’t an out-of-place 
question. It was merely a simple inquiry in line with their current 
conversation. 


‘I don’t want to hear his answer,’ Ciel realized suddenly. 


The fear loomed over her. The image from the night before constantly 
replayed in her mind. 


She remembered how physically close Saint Kristina and the Wise 
Sienna had been to Eugene. What exactly did it mean? Were they 
allowed to do that? She neither knew nor wished to know. She feared 
the truth. 


Ciel hesitated, then composed her expression before looking up. "If 
you're free, come down here,” she said. 


There was no need to press him for an answer. She’d always been 
perceptive, so she would come to know the truth before long. 


Smiling as though nothing was amiss, Ciel said, "Aren't you feeling 
stuffy staying in the room?" 


"I was just about getting bored," responded Eugene. 


"Then why didn’t you go out with Lady Sienna and Lady Kristina?" 
asked Ciel. 


"Why would I follow the girls shopping?" 


"Well, you could help carry their purchases." Ciel grinned at Eugene 
while rolling up her sweat-soaked sleeve before continuing, "Aha... 
You avoided it, thinking you might be swayed by them?" 


"Not at all,” responded Eugene. 
"Sure, sure. Regarding last night’s discussion, I think it’s a good idea." 


"Stop your nonsense," Eugene said with a solemn expression. His 
shoulders trembled momentarily. "You expect me to crossdress? Do 
you think that makes any sense at all?" 


It was a topic from their conversation the previous evening. 


Eugene, Sienna, and Kristina decided not to formally join the 
expedition but to join through Carmen and Ciel. While entering the 
expeditionary forces required a rigorous check for ordinary warriors, 
Carmen could easily bypass it. 


Whether as free knights, mercenaries, or retainers, Eugene's group 
would join Carmen and Ciel for the punitive expedition. However, 
there was a minor issue — Eugene was the only man in the group. 


"If youre hiding your identity, why not do it thoroughly? Who would 
suspect the illustrious Eugene Lionheart, the Hero, to join the 
expedition while disguised as a woman?" said Ciel. 


"Anyone in their right mind wouldn’t!" Eugene exclaimed. 


"Exactly! Even the Pirate Empress wouldn't suspect it. Just imagine; 
you in disguise as a woman and suddenly revealing yourself in front of 
the Empress, drawing the Holy Sword—" Ciel burst into laughter when 
she visualized the image. “If I were the Pirate Queen, I would be so 
stunned that I wouldn't even have the time to flee." 


Eugene pressed his lips together, unable to muster a reply. 


Reluctant as he was to admit it — there was a semblance of truth in 
Ciel's words... But still, cross-dressing? Wasn't that a step too far? 


"There's a myth from the north," Ciel began, "of a fierce god whose 
hammer was stolen by a giant. To retrieve it, the god cross-dressed 
and infiltrated the giant's lair, masquerading as the giant's bride." 


"What about it?" Eugene countered. 


"Even that valiant and wild god dressed as a woman for his cause. 
What prevents a mere mortal like you from doing the same? Think 
about it, Eugene. Cross-dressing might just be the manliest act that 
only a man can perform." 


"Quit your nonsense. No matter how I think of it, I don’t see a need to 
cross-dress. I could disguise myself as a mercenary, or if push comes to 
shove, just stow away." 


"To join the expeditionary force as a mercenary, you'd need a ranking. 
Even with Lady Carmen's influence, it's a hard thing to meddle with. 
That's why Lady Sienna and Saint Kristina chose to board the ship as 
Lady Carmen's attendants." 


"If it's about ranking, register me as a gladiator now. Just give mea 
few days, and I guarantee my name will be among the top hundred," 
Eugene spoke through gritted teeth. "And as for you, Ciel, always 
teasing me... Do you really wish to see me crossdressed that badly?" 


"Yes, I'd love to see it." 
"Have you lost your mind?" 


"Why? You might pull it off quite well. Granted, your stature and 
muscles could be an issue, but your face... Well, it's rather pretty, isn't 
it?! 


"Enough with the nonsense. Draw the Phantom Rain Sword." 


Eugene was done discussing the topic of cross-dressing. Undoing the 
cuffs and rolling up his sleeves, he beckoned Ciel closer. 


"I noticed from our duel yesterday and your training today that your 
swordsmanship has improved. Let's spar. It's been a while." 


Chapter 343 
Ciel Lionheart (2) 


The weapon Ciel chose from the family treasure vault was the 
Phantom Rain Sword Javel. 


Although Javel was a sword, it could also be wielded like a whip. Its 
attacks were light yet swift and sharp. As intricate as its features were, 
mastering it proved challenging. But, in the hands of a true master, it 
allowed for unpredictable attacks infused with various techniques. 


Even to Eugene, Javel's attributes seemed to align perfectly with Ciel. 
From a young age, Ciel had shown an interest in lightweight and swift 
swords, delighting in striking down enemies by aiming at their 
weaknesses with precision. 


"You didn't use it in the Coliseum?" Eugene remarked. 


"Well, one typically saves their ultimate move, don't they?" Ciel 
responded with a smirk. 


Indeed, Ciel had never drawn Javel in competition. It wasn't a matter 
of underestimating her opponents, but objectively, she'd never met an 
adversary worthy enough to warrant the blade's use. Had there been 
such a foe, Ciel would have imagined it would be someone ranked 
within the top five. 


"We've sparred countless times since our youth," Ciel muttered, 
drawing the Javel from its scabbard. "When I think about it, I've never 
managed to wound you," she added. 


"Likewise," Eugene replied with a smirk. 


"Yeah, but you did that on purpose. You've always won without 
injuring me,” said Ciel. 


While not as often as their bouts at the family manor, Ciel had crossed 
blades with Eugene numerous times. They had often trained with each 
other in the snowy plains leading to the Knight March. 


A victory? Ciel had none. She had never managed to inflict any injuries 
on Eugene. Duels with Eugene always ended the same way. No matter 
the tactic Ciel chose, she was inevitably destined for defeat. Eugene's 
blade always halted right in front of her throat before she knew it. 


At those moments, there was but one thing Ciel could say. 


—I lost. 


Each time, upon acknowledging her defeat, Eugene would sheathe his 
blade and flash Ciel a cheeky grin. 


‘This time,’ Ciel thought, ‘I want to see a different expression.’ 


She didn’t want to see a smile belonging to someone praising a child, 
but a genuine surprise. She wanted to push Eugene, even if just a bit. 


‘If you think about it, I'm his elder sister, right?’ 


For by birth, Ciel was born a few months before Eugene. Of course, 
Ciel never truly considered herself Eugene's elder. It was just that she 
detested being treated like a child by Eugene. 


Yes, being treated like a child was tiresome. Even during their snot- 
nosed days, Eugene acted all grown-up, treating Ciel as if she were the 
younger one. While it had not bothered her in their youth, Ciel started 
resenting that patronizing demeanor once she matured. 


‘A shift.’ 


Eugene sensed an emotional disturbance from the tip of Ciel's blade. 
Was it nervousness from their long hiatus? No, this wasn't mere 


agitation from anticipation. 
‘It’s ambition,’ Eugene realized. 


Longing to show more... Or was it the yearning for acknowledgment? 
Once upon a time, Eugene, too, understood such feelings. In days long 
past, during his time as Hamel, his blade had trembled under the 
weight of such emotions. For Hamel, the focus of these sentiments had 
been Vermouth. He yearned for Vermouth's acknowledgment, wishing 
to astonish him. 


For several years after becoming Vermouth’s comrade, such emotions 
tormented Hamel. Reflecting upon it, those feelings had been essential 
for Hamel, guiding him to grow stronger. 


The reason he could be so engrossed was that Vermouth was a 
formidable adversary, someone to be surpassed. Vermouth had 
crushed Hamel's spirits many times, but he was also the object of 
Hamel's envy and admiration. 


A chuckle unknowingly escaped Eugene’s lips. 


Was it because they were twins? Cyan had harbored such feelings 
toward Eugene, and Ciel was no different. In fact, could it be that 
Ciel's craving for recognition was even more profound than that of 
Cyan or even Hamel? 


“Phew...” 


The tremor at the tip of the blade vanished. Ciel could not believe she 
had allowed her blade to quiver from a mere desire for 
acknowledgment. 


'With this, it's no wonder he treats me like a child,’ Ciel rebuked herself. 
Desire or not, Ciel's breathing steadied. 
Should I take it easy? 


It was a fleeting thought, but Eugene squashed it down immediately, 


‘No.’ 


Such consideration might be perceived as a grave insult by the other. 
Eugene knew this all too well. On reflection, Vermouth had been quite 
the bastard. His so-called considerations were nothing but humiliation 
for Hamel. 


—With a bit more effort, you can do much better. 


Not long after they became comrades, Vermouth uttered these words 
to him. They might have been intended as words of comfort for the 
defeated, but Hamel did not take them as such. 


That arrogant brat. How dare you speak such words? How good do you 
think you are? 


Someday. 


Definitely. 


‘Well, in the end, those words did help me,’ Eugene acknowledged 
mentally. 


He had swung his blade even more furiously. The words had fueled 
his desire, though it was mostly due to Hamel's prideful nature. 


Instead of stepping back, Eugene took a step forward. At this action, 
Ciel smiled brightly. Her sword transformed into a whip. Multiple split 
blades flew towards Eugene’s neck, following a curved trajectory. 


It was an attack so fierce it couldn’t merely be deemed a duel. 
However, Eugene was pleased to see Ciel wielding her blade with such 
determination. There was no hesitation in the strike, no childlike 
feints. 


The trajectory of the blade shifted as he evaded the attack, targeting 
Eugene’s neck once more. 


Clang! 


Blade met blade. Moments ago, Eugene had been unarmed, yet now, 
he held a sword. 


Though he had repelled the initial onslaught, the assault did not 
cease. Blades swirled toward Eugene like a storm. With subtle shifts of 
his sword, Eugene deftly deflected each strike. Ciel observed Eugene's 
movements with wide, startled eyes. Her initial plan had been to 
slowly wear Eugene down, but she quickly realized the futility of such 
an attempt. 


‘He’s on a different caliber.’ 
She had known this fundamental truth for some time now. 


But was the gap truly this vast? Ciel took pride in her dueling prowess, 
but when she faced Eugene, she found she couldn't even begin to read 
or anticipate his moves. That unassuming man wielded his sword as if 
calculating every outcome. 


Ciel thought perhaps a weakness might show up if she kept up the 
pressure. But even as she increased the intensity of her attacks, it 
proved fruitless. Even at her fastest, Eugene's blade remained precise, 
cutting through the rhythm of Ciel's strikes at critical moments and 
disrupting her flow. 


Clang. Clang. Clang. 
The sound of clashing metal echoed in Ciel's ears. 


The rhythm of her offense was broken, the momentum stolen. And by 
the time she realized it, the tides of the duel had turned. 


Just moments before, Ciel's aggressive strikes had pressed Eugene, but 
now, she found herself no longer able to advance. She had no choice 
but to reluctantly step back. To stubbornly move forward or stand her 
ground was no longer a viable option. 


Facing Eugene, Ciel felt as if she stood before an insurmountable wall. 
She yearned to scale it, to stand toe-to-toe, but that towering barrier 
wouldn't allow it. 


‘I hate this.’ 


She despised being overshadowed, having to look up, and watching 
from afar — a sentiment that haunted her sleepless nights. 


Biting her lower lip, Ciel reminded herself this was merely a duel. She 
hadn't expected to defeat Eugene or even inflict a minor wound after 
only a year of training. But still, she didn't want to lose the same way 
she used to. 


That would mean she hadn't changed since her younger days. 


Even now, she was being pushed back, with that towering wall ever 
looming, looking down on her. 


Biting her lower lip again, Ciel relinquished the idea of finding any 
logical advantage with his blade. From the moment she was forced on 
the defensive, nay, from the moment she drew her blade, she had 
already lost. 


If she didn't wish to accept defeat with a sense of resignation, she only 
had one option: to thrash with all her might. 


With a loud clash, Ciel's elongated blade tangled with Eugene's. In that 
instant, Ciel threw away her sword hilt and lunged at Eugene with 
bare hands. 


‘What the hell?’ 


Eugene was momentarily taken aback. He hadn't expected Ciel to 
abandon her weapon and charge at him unarmed. 


Ciel's primary weapon was the sword. Yet, that didn't mean she was 
ignorant of wielding other arms. Born of the Lionheart lineage, it had 
been expected for her to master the use of most weaponry from a 
tender age. However, Ciel's most adept skill, following the sword, 
wasn’t with another weapon. 


Instead, she was most adept at using her fists and legs. 


This was an influence of her mentor, Carmen Lionheart. Carmen had 
taught Ciel to fight with her body, and Ciel’s fists and legs were as 
sharp as a blade. 


A clenched fist flew towards Eugene's face. Eugene was caught off 
guard for a fleeting moment. He, too, relinquished his sword as the fist 
came into view. However, it wasn't only Ciel who was confident in 
hand-to-hand combat. Eugene had been as familiar with martial arts 
as with weapons from his previous life. 


Whish! 


Ciel's left punch brushed past Eugene's ear. Simultaneously, Ciel's right 
hand twisted in the air, targeting Eugene's chin. Eugene's left arm 
collided with Ciel's right, but in response, Ciel forcefully pushed her 
right arm and entangled it with Eugene's left. 


Thud! 


Ciel attempted another punch with her left, but it, too, was caught by 
Eugene's right hand. Their hands locked together. Ciel thrust forward, 
leaning into Eugene with all her might. 


Should the two engage in a test of raw strength, it would be 
impossible for Ciel to prevail over Eugene. Pushing forcefully could 
lead to Ciel's injury. 


Eugene was well aware of this fact. Hence, instead of engaging in a 
power struggle, he stepped back as Ciel pushed forward. 


In a fleeting moment, Ciel's waist twisted, and her sweeping kick 
landed on Eugene's thigh. It was a blow strong enough to shatter a 
sturdy oak, yet Eugene remained unyielding. 


Bam! 
Instead, it was Eugene's counter that sent Ciel flying. 


‘Did I kick too hard?’ 


For a moment, such a thought crossed his mind. The forceful kick 
squarely struck Ciel's midsection. Sent airborne, Ciel crashed 
ungracefully to the dusty floor. 


"Ugh...!" Ciel groaned in pain while gripping her midriff. 
With an apologetic expression, Eugene approached Ciel. "Let’s...” 


In the past, their duels would've ended by now. However, Ciel had no 
such intention today. 


Her belly ached as if her muscles were being torn and her insides were 
contorting. 


"Ahhh!" 


Ciel screamed, not only in pain but also in frustration, clawing at the 
ground as she charged at Eugene. 


Crash! 


The two collided. Ciel wrapped her hands around Eugene's waist, 
leveraging her weight and mana to push Eugene back. 


Crash! 
Eugene fell backward. 


Ciel knew Eugene had purposely allowed himself to be toppled. She 
didn't ponder upon it but mounted the fallen Eugene. She pinned 
Eugene’s waist with her knees, readying her fists above his head. 


Yet, the rain of punches was stopped in their tracks by Eugene's hands. 
Eyes wide, Eugene looked up at Ciel. Gasping for breath, Ciel gritted 
her teeth, trying to force her punches down. However, Eugene's 
strength proved too immense. 


"So uncharacteristic of you," Eugene uttered simply. 


Ciel barely managed to part her tightly pursed lips, "What exactly do 
you perceive as 'characteristic' of me?" 


"What?" 


"Do you expect me to just give up during our duel and laughingly say, 
‘Ah, I've lost again,' as if it's the most natural thing? Is that what's ‘like 
me'?" 


Eugene didn’t know how to respond to this outburst. 


"Should I just smile like a fool when you offer your hand to pull me 
up? Or when you pat my head, should I feel good if you comment on 
how much I've improved?" 


"Why are you acting like this?" Eugene asked, confused. 


"Why, you ask?" With a twisted smirk, Ciel continued, "To you, it 
seems I'm still just a child." 


"Ciel." 


"I hate that. I'm not a child anymore. But why do you still treat me 
like one? We're the same age! Why do you always treat me as if I'm 
just a brat?" 


"I've never done that," came Eugene’s swift denial. 
"Lies!" Ciel roared. 


Though Eugene no longer held Ciel's wrists tightly, Ciel didn't pull 
away. Instead, she pressed herself closer to Eugene. 


Their faces were inches apart when Ciel whispered fiercely, "Look at 
me, Eugene Lionheart. Don't see me as a child; just see me." 


"Ciel." Eugene's gaze shifted, filled with unease. "Did I hurt your 
pride?" 


"Yes." 

"Do you despise being treated like a child?" 
"Yes." 

"Alright, I understand." 


Slowly, Eugene began to rise off the ground, even with Ciel's legs 
gripping his waist and trying to pin him down with all their might. 
Yet, that couldn't restrain Eugene. 


As he stood up fully, Ciel still clung to him, a hollow chuckle escaping 
her lips before she murmured, "Would it kill you to just take one hit 
from me?" 


"No," came Eugene’s blunt reply. 
"Why?" Ciel asked. 
"You asked not to be treated like a child, remember?" 


Caught off guard by the retort, Ciel couldn't help but laugh. "That's not 
what I meant by it," she chuckled. 


She had yearned to be seen as an equal, not as a child, but as a 
woman. 


"I understand," Eugene said with a bitter smirk. 


Ciel's gaze turned vacant at his words. For a moment, she hesitated, 
then her shoulders sagged in defeat. 


"Bastard." 
Thud! 


Ciel crashed onto the ground, and Eugene hastily pulled her up. 


"Wow...” 


An exclamation came from a corner. Turning his head, Eugene noticed 
Sienna and Kristina, who had returned and were watching the 
exchange. 


"It hurts more to watch," Kristina remarked, recalling how Eugene had 
thrown Ciel to the ground. Sienna shuddered at the sight. 


"Isn't that a bit too harsh, Hamel?" Anise approached with narrowed 
eyes. 


"By your own words, I might lack finesse. But that was a duel, and 
Ciel didn't think of admitting defeat. So—'" Eugene started defending 
his actions before being interrupted. 


"When she asked you to not treat her like a child, I don’t think she 
meant it this way,” said Anise. 


"I said I know," Eugene sighed heavily, casting a glance at the 
unconscious Ciel. "What should I do now?" 


"Why are you asking me?" Anise shot back while reaching out to Ciel. 
Though she'd been thrown harshly, thanks to her naturally resilient 
body, Ciel wasn't severely injured. 


"Let's lay her down for now,” suggested Anise. 


"Umm, I might be out of the loop here, but when she said not to treat 
her like a child, did she mean... you know?" Sienna cautiously 
inquired. While creeping up toward Eugene, she continued, "You can't 
be serious? They're siblings, right? Oh wait, he was adopted. But is 
that even possible? S-should you be doing something like that?" 


"Why are you asking me?" Eugene retorted. 
"Who else am I supposed to ask, you idiot!" shouted Sienna. 


"Why are you swearing at me? Huh? What did I do wrong?" 


Eugene was genuinely offended. Ciel had always been mischievous 
since their time together as children. However, he sensed the sincerity 
behind her actions as time passed. 


Unlike the Anise of his past life, Ciel was more straightforward. Even 
if Eugene was oblivious to such matters, he couldn't remain ignorant 
of Ciel's feelings and intentions. 


He thought she was just young, assuming her emotions were fleeting. 


Yet, after witnessing her recent behavior and words... he realized he 
was wrong. As one matures, feelings naturally evolve or fade. 


However, Ciel's feelings seemed to have developed more than he had 
previously thought. 


"That damn Vermouth." 


If only he had reincarnated into a less attractive body, none of this 
would have happened...... Eugene was frustrated. He couldn’t help 
but curse Vermouth, who wasn't even present, as he turned away. 


Chapter 344 
Ciel Lionheart (3) 


“Even so, wasn't that going too far?” Dezra asked, exasperated. 


From dawn, her day had been bustling. Though she rarely participated 
in combat and held a low rank, Dezra was also a gladiator registered 
with Shimuin. In four days, a battle that seemed an assured victory 
awaited her. She typically would have attended it, but having agreed 
to join the Pirate Empress’ subjugation, she had to rearrange her 
match schedule. 


That was why she and Carmen visited the Mador Coliseum’s owner at 
the crack of dawn to cancel the scheduled duel. 


However, by afternoon, when she returned to her mansion, she wasn’t 
sure what had transpired in her absence? Dezra glared at Eugene, 
genuinely flabbergasted and angry. 


“You know of Lady Ciel's nickname, right? It’s the White Rose. The 
White Rose! Even after more than thirty battles, not a scratch nor even 
a speck of dust tarnished the immaculate White Rose!” Dezra shouted. 


“Uh... well...” 


“Umm, what? What’s with the hesitation? Speak, Eugene Lionheart! 
Even if you and Lady Ciel are siblings, even if it was a mere spar, how 
could you hurl the White Rose to the ground? And on her back, no 
less!” 


“UM 2 


“An ordinary person would have died from such a fall. If not death, 
their spine would have shattered, leaving them confined to the bed for 
life—” 


“Hold on,” Eugene interrupted Dezra with a grave expression. While 
he acknowledged the bulk of her claims, something simply didn't sit 
right with him. 


“Why do you address Ciel with honorifics yet speak informally to 
me?” he asked. 


He wasn’t trying to change the topic but instead was genuinely 
curious. 


Dezra paused momentarily in her fervent attempt to make her point. 
In that brief instant, her thoughts raced back to nearly a decade ago, 
back to the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony, where she first met 
Eugene Lionheart. She remembered speaking informally back then as 
well... 


Dezra cleared her throat awkwardly while averting Eugene’s gaze. “I 
apologize... sir.” 


“Very well,” Eugene accepted her form of address. 


“But this is a completely different topic. You still did wrong, didn't 
you, Sir... Eugene? Why did you throw Lady Ciel to the ground?” 
Dezra asked. 


“Ciel wanted it,” answered Eugene. 


“Talk some sense! Who in their right mind would wish to be thrown to 
the ground...?” 


Before Dezra could finish, she was interrupted by a stifled chuckle 
from Sienna, who had been quietly listening to their conversation 
from the sofa. Caught in the act, she hurriedly covered her mouth 
with both hands. 


Utterly baffled, Dezra stared at Sienna. Though she wished to ask why 
Sienna laughed, considering her reputation as the Wise Sienna, she 
couldn't easily bring herself to inquire. She merely assumed there 
must be a reasonable explanation. 


—What’s with calling her Rai? Is it the ‘Rai’ in ‘rai-tarded. [1] 


Meanwhile Sienna was immersed in something else entirely and was 
desperately trying to ignore Eugene’s comment about the play on the 
words from replaying in her head. 


Coming to Sienna’s rescue, Carmen began to address Dezra’s 
unfinished question from across the settee, "She was simply averse to 
pitiful sympathy.” Next to her lay Ciel, now cleaned of the dust from 
her fall. Carmen gazed momentarily at the face of her disciple before 
asking, "How long do you plan to stay lying down?" 


Ciel had come to her senses a while ago. Of everyone in the room, 
only Dezra had failed to notice this. The scrapes from her impact on 
the ground had been tended to by Kristina, so she had no physical 
injuries remaining. However, Ciel felt a gnawing pain deep within. 


It was especially prominent in the depth of her chest. Ciel discreetly 
bit the inside of her lip in response to the unmistakable pain. 


"I was reflecting on it.” Saying so, Ciel opened her eyes and sat up. 
"Although it seemed pointless. After being routed like that, there was 
little to glean from reflection." 


"I don’t like the phrase 'it was pointless," Carmen said with a slight 
bow of her head. "Every defeat carries meaning. Even if one is utterly 
bested, they must find meaning in that defeat." 


"Hmm, hearing you say that... I guess it wasn't entirely meaningless,” 
admitted Ciel. 


"Did you learn something?" asked Carmen. 


“Yes. I learned that even if it’s just bare ground, landing on one's back 
can be excruciatingly painful, enough to die." Ciel shrugged with a 
playful smirk and continued, "But now, I feel no pain at all. Is it 
thanks to the Saint?" 


Ciel's eyes met Kristina's, her face impassive. Ciel wore the same 
playful grin she frequently displayed. But both Kristina and Anise 
quickly saw through the facade. Expressions were no different from 


masks, and the Saint of Yuras had always been adept at changing 
theirs. 


"It wasn't a grave injury to begin with," Kristina said while donning a 
mask of her own. She thought it necessary. If she revealed her true 
feelings and looked upon Ciel with evident “sympathy,” it was 
possible that something might shatter in the prideful young 
noblewoman. 


[Even thinking that is sympathy,] Anise pointed out with a bitter tone, 
yet Kristina did not change her chosen facade. 


"I’ve treated you, but does it hurt anywhere, or do you feel 
uncomfortable at all?" asked Kristina. 


"There are a few things, but I don’t think it’s something treatable, even 
for you, Saint Rogeris,” Ciel answered before averting her gaze and 
sweeping it across the room. 


First, she looked at Sienna across the room. Then, Ciel shifted her gaze 
away from the couch towards Dezra near the window. The naive and 
good-hearted Dezra looked as if she were about to cry, even without 
knowing the reason why. 


"I have a request." Finally, Ciel’s gaze settled on Eugene. Staring 
intently at him, she continued, "Lady Carmen, I apologize, but could 
you leave the room? Dezra, you as well." 


Carmen cherished Ciel as a pupil. Though Ciel was her great-niece by 
lineage, her feelings for her disciple were much deeper than those of a 
distant relative. Carmen silently rose from her seat without 
questioning her. 


“Ah... Yes.” Dezra obeyed as well. Although she wasn’t the wittiest 
girl, she could feel that this wasn’t the moment to question Ciel. 


“Then we will also...” Kristina retreated while glancing at Sienna, who 
rose from the couch, realizing the seriousness of the situation. 


“No.” However, Ciel grabbed onto Kristina’s wrist. Her golden eyes 
were fixated on Sienna as she said, “The two of you must stay here.” 


“What?” 
“Uh... why?” 


“Because you have to,” said Ciel firmly. Her heart was aching, and her 
emotions were shaky. However, Ciel’s voice did not betray her true 
state. Ciel was pushing herself to the extreme because she felt it was 
necessary. 


Eugene allowed the situation to play out just as Ciel was directing it. 
After all, he was responsible for the current state of things, and he 
wasn’t a coward who would turn his back and run due to the results of 
his actions. 


After Carmen and Dezra left the room, Eugene stared at Ciel before 
speaking, “Ciel—” 


“T’m going to talk.” Ciel interrupted him the moment he spoke her 
name. “I, I have many things I want to ask you. Eugene... Eugene 
Lionheart. However, what I’m going to say now is, well, ’m going to 
say it many times... Well, here’s the first.” 


She couldn’t articulate her words as she wished. She didn’t want to act 
like this, but it wasn’t going as planned. Ciel pressed on her aching 
heart and took a deep breath. 


“When was it?” That was her first question. “When did you come to 
know my feelings?” she asked. 


There was no way to beat around the bush. Ciel stared straight at 
Eugene, who was standing by the window. 


“Since a long time ago,” said Eugene, looking her straight in the eyes. 
“Long time ago? When? When exactly?” Ciel asked. 
“After I was adopted into the main family,” answered Eugene. 


Ciel had been thirteen, and how well could a 13-year-old girl hide her 
feelings? Perhaps Ciel had assumed she had hidden her feelings well, 


masking them behind her jokes. 


But it had not reflected on Eugene as such. Although he had also been 
thirteen at the time, he had experiences and memories from his past 
life. 


“Ts that so?” Ciel nodded with a hollow laugh. 


It had been eight years. When Cyan, Ciel, and Eugene were thirteen, 
they had gone through the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony, and 
Eugene had been adopted into the main family after being recognized 
for his skills. 


Her mother, Ancilla, was wise and calculating. Instead of making an 
enemy out of the 13-year-old genius, she hoped her children could 
truly become Eugene’s siblings. Eugene could not become the family 
head as someone from the collateral line. However, she had never 
been able to rest easily. The thirteen-year-old boy had shown too 
much talent. So, although she could have tried to keep Eugene in 
check, she chose to connect Eugene with the twins through bonds of 
affection. 


—Don’t make an enemy out of Eugene. Build a bond of brotherhood. 
Shape him so he might become your strength. Don’t look down on him for 
being adopted. Treat him as an equal. Play together, train together, and 
create memories. Make sure he doesn’t harbor any ill will towards you. 
Make it so that one day... he might stand by your side and help you. 


The words had been meant for Cyan, but Ciel had also grasped their 
essence. Even before hearing her mother’s words, Ciel was keenly 
interested in Eugene. 


He had been a distant relative from a remote village she'd never heard 
of. Upon his arrival, he had bested her brother on the first day and 
emerged triumphant in the Blood Continuation Ceremony. To the 
ever-curious Ciel, Eugene was simply too fascinating to ignore. 


She yearned to grow closer, to become siblings in truth. There were 
plenty of reasons to do so. From Ciel's perspective, the choice had 
been simple. She'd casually approach, strike up a conversation, and if 
she sensed any reluctance, she'd press even harder. Raised 


unrestrained within the clan, the sudden appearance of a new sibling 
was a novel concept for her. 


Siblings? At thirteen, that very word felt alien to her. 


Yes, back then, it was merely a peculiar feeling. That unexplainable 
sensation, which she couldn't quite articulate at that young age, later 
morphed into a more negative sentiment as adolescence came. 


Siblings? The notion was absurd. Cyan, her twin, shared both parents. 
Even Eward, her half-brother, shared half her blood. 


But what about Eugene Lionheart? He was an outsider — that's how she 
wanted to perceive him. That’s how she had to perceive him. He 
wasn't a brother but a man. Just as she had regarded Eugene that way, 
Ciel Lionheart wished for him to see her the same way. 


"You knew all along," Ciel maintained her mask, not ready to reveal 
the emotions stirring beneath. "Why did you...? No, that's too clichéd 
a question, isn't it? I know what you're going to say, Eugene. How 
could you not? You've always treated me the same whether it's now or 
eight years ago." 


"Ciel," Eugene said quietly. 


"I know. In your eyes, I'm forever the 13-year-old, the cheeky girl who 
thinks she's the cutest thing in the world." 


‘Not yet,’ Ciel told herself. Trembling, she clenched the fists resting on 
her lap. 


"I want to ask something... different. Not too different. The question is 
the same. Eugene, when?" Ciel continued, "When did you start dating 
the Saint, Kristina Rogeris?" 


"Ciel," Eugene called out once again. 


"Don't tell me you're going to deny it? You two... No, haha, wait, you 
folks," spat Ciel. 


The fiery churn within her chest refused to subside. 


No, it no longer remained a mere pain but an intense heat. It felt as 
though flames roared inside her very being. Those flames scorched 
Ciel's heart with their searing embrace, tempting her to release their 
bitter, scathing smoke with her words. 


"Since when?" she repeated. 


"Lady Ciel." Kristina was lost, uncertain of the countenance she should 
bear. 


Both Kristina and Anise knew that their relationship with Eugene only 
existed due to Sienna's mercy and understanding. They were painfully 
aware; hence, the two Saints constantly sought to win over Hamel — 
or rather Eugene's affections. 


The mere thought of Sienna rejecting them in their face was 
horrifying. Though they frequently threw mischievous words and 
smirks at Sienna, it was their way of defending, of protecting 
themselves. 


It was fine to do so since their counterpart was Sienna, as she would 
understand, given their bond from three centuries past. Without such 
an understanding, they'd be forever at Sienna's mercy. 


However, their current opponent was not Sienna Merdein but the 21- 
year-old Ciel Lionheart. While Sienna might view the Saints as a two- 
headed serpent, Kristina and Anise were not literally so. 


"It hasn't been long," Eugene intervened, not letting the Saints reply. 
He settled opposite Ciel and continued, "There were signs of the 
emotions before. I was just too blind to recognize them." 


"Haha," Ciel let out a sarcastic laugh while dropping her gaze. After a 
slight pause, she said, "Yes, I knew. You... no, you all were quite 
obvious. Weren't you, Saint Rogeris? Ever since you came to the 
Lionheart Mansion as a guest, you've looked at Eugene with eyes 
dripping honey." 


"Lady Ciel...," Kristina started. 


But Ciel shot her down, "I can understand that. The Saint and the 
Hero, it isn't an unlikely pairing." 


Who had started it? 
Who fell in love first? 
Who confessed first? 
Who was the first to... 


Ciel pressed her hand over her mouth, silencing further questions. She 
feared the answers that she might hear. She was sure the flames 
within her had burned everything, leaving only ashes behind... 


"But this, I cannot fathom," she exclaimed, her hand still stifling her 
mouth. "Saint Kristina Rogeris. You, I can understand. But the Wise 
Sienna? Lady Sienna, what, what are you?" 


She knew her question was extremely rude, almost insulting. 
However, she could not bear it any longer without seeking clarity. 


"Lady Sienna... You can't. Right? You’re not from the same generation 
as us. You realize that too, don’t you, Lady Sienna? T-This is... It's 
absurd." 


"Uh... um...” 


Sienna could not assume the same demeanor as Kristina or Anise. 
From the moment Ciel began her interrogation, everything felt as 
uncomfortable and torturous as if sitting on a bed of thorns. Sienna 
merely moved her lips without being able to form a reply. 


"Of all people... Why would you, Lady Sienna, do this of all people?" 
Ciel's voice wavered with confusion. "We are the descendants of the 
Great Vermouth. And Lady Sienna, didn’t you love the Stupid Hamel?” 


"H-Hamel was the one who confessed...," Sienna murmured hesitantly. 


"But you shared the same feelings, didn't you? Fairytales might differ 
from true history, but still... this... this shouldn't be. It cannot be, not 
ever," Ciel continued to voice her doubts. 


"What shouldn't be?" Eugene intervened with a deep sigh once again. 
"Emotions don't adhere to absolutes, Ciel." 


"You dare to tell me that?!" Ciel's voice cracked with anger. "Now you 
say emotions aren't absolute? You, who always treated me like a mere 
child, dare to say that!?" 


Dizziness overwhelmed Ciel. Eugene attempted to speak, but Ciel 
swiftly cut him off with a gesture. She didn’t want to hear his 
response. She was afraid. 


"When did it begin?" Ciel pressed, asking the same question. "With 
Lady Sienna? From your first trip to Samar?" 


Eugene just looked at her silently. 


"Why won't you answer? Fine, I won't push. Instead, I'll ask something 
else. Who was first?" Ciel questioned unrelentingly. 


"What do you mean by that?" Eugene responded. 

“Haha, hahaha!” Ciel unconsciously started laughing at this answer. 
Who was it? 

Who fell in love first? 

Who confessed their feelings first? 

Who was first? 

“Between Lady Rogeris and Lady Sienna, who was it?" 


The question seemed to baffle everyone present. A heavy silence 
enveloped the room, during which Ciel laughed bitterly. "Eugene, I 


don't blame you. Honestly, I might be the strange one. After all, we 
are... we are siblings, right? But think about it. When all this began, 
we were only thirteen. Do you understand what I'm getting at? We've 
spent more time as strangers than as siblings." 


Ciel could no longer keep her composure. She could no longer keep 
her hand clamped over her mouth. "Who was it first?" she repeated, 
determined. There were no facades left for her to hide behind. She 
could not. Ciel wobbled to her feet, and though Kristina reached out 
to steady her, Ciel brushed her off fiercely. 


"It was me," Ciel confessed, her vision blurring. "It wasn’t Lady Rogeris 
or Lady Sienna. It was me, Ciel. Eugene, Eugene Lionheart, I was the 
first to see you." 


Tears ran hotly down her cheeks; the burning sensation felt as if 
flames blazed from her eyes. "I was the first, the very first to adore 
you. I, who you always saw as a mere brat! It was I who loved you 
before anyone else." 


Everyone stayed quiet at Ciel’s distressing declaration. 


"But why?" Ciel staggered forward to approach Eugene. "Why can't I? 
Why do you only see me as a child? Why can't I be a woman to you? 
What was I lacking?" 


Unfiltered words spilled from her lips. 


"Don't feed me the nonsense that there wasn’t enough time. I've known 
you since we were kids. Just as you've seen me grow, I've watched 
you, too. I no longer see you as a child, so why can't you see past my 
youth?" 


She felt pitiful. 


"I don't understand what I’m... What I’m missing. Am I ugly? Lacking 
charm? Is it my temperament? Because my personality is crap? If it's 
any of that, I can change." 


"It's not that,” Eugene said firmly. 


"Then what is it? Why can't it be me?" Ciel cried out through her tears. 


The gazes of those around her no longer mattered. She didn't think of 
how she’d face the world after this. She reached out and grasped 
Eugene's shoulders tightly. 


"I-I... told you, I saw you before anyone else. Liked you and loved you 
before any other. It's still the same. I... I...” 


"That's not true,” said Eugene. 


The tears that Ciel shed were painfully clear. Eugene could feel their 
heaviness as they trailed down her face and dropped from her chin. 
The way her hands trembled as she clutched him shook Eugene’s 
heart. 


"It wasn't you who first saw and loved me,” he said. 
"What are you saying...” 

"I am not the Eugene Lionheart you know." 

He didn’t wish to lie to Ciel as she sobbed. 

"Tam Hamel,” he admitted. 

“.,.What?" 


"Hamel, Hamel Dynas. I am the reincarnation of Hamel, who died 
three hundred years ago," Eugene sighed deeply as he confessed. Ciel's 
tear-filled eyes went blank. 


She had to believe him. That's what Eugene hoped for. It pained his 
heart, left it raw and constricted, but he thought this revelation would 
make Ciel understand and retreat. 


"What...?" Ciel's trembling lips parted. "So what about it?" 


1. Rai came up in ch 338 and is a nickname given to Raimira @ 


Chapter 345 
Ciel Lionheart (4) 


Stepping back gracefully might have been a choice. Ciel’s feelings 
belonged to those first borne by a 13-year-old girl. Moreover, there 
was a Saying: First love often remained unfulfilled. 


So, she could've consoled herself, saying it was inevitable, and moved 
on. Ciel knew she was no longer the child she once was. 


There was a transition from being a child to an adult, the process 
called aging. It involved learning through various experiences, the 
time one lived, and the years left ahead. 


Going forward, she might realize how insignificant the emotions she 
harbored as a child were. She could have sought solace in the thought 
of inevitability. If she deemed it a matter not meant to be, despite it 
being her first love, then even if she cherished those feelings... If the 
other built affection with someone not her, then perhaps... 


She didn't want to label such things as victories or defeats. 

But what if she was forced to acknowledge it as a defeat? 

She was still young, and the world was vast. Maybe someday... 
Maybe, just maybe... 

"What...?" 


But Ciel Lionheart didn’t desire such consolation. First loves often 
remain unfulfilled? What nonsense were they talking about? Sure, some 
might bitterly murmur these clichéd, trivial words. 


But Ciel did not think that way. 


Who was to say that the feelings of a 13-year-old were trivial? Why 
did the time ahead matter more than the time past? Did it matter 
more because there was more time left ahead of her? Utter nonsense. 


If anything, the longer life she had to live made relinquishing her 
current feelings impossible. Through her experiences and coming to 
better understand the world, she found conviction in her feelings. 
With age, her emotions had only deepened. As an adult, she deeply 
cherished the feelings she'd held since childhood. 


Thus, she couldn't settle for mere consolation. The emotions she'd 
built from their first encounter made Ciel believe in their destined 
connection. 


First love? That he didn't reciprocate her feelings and love her? 
Choosing someone else over her? 


Defeat? 


Tears streamed as Ciel gritted her teeth. Victory or defeat? Above all, 
Ciel couldn't accept such a notion. 


From the start, Ciel Lionheart had never truly fought, not even once. 
In fact, she had never even truly confronted Eugene. True, Ciel was 
still young, and the world was vast. But there was one thing she was 
sure of. 


In a realm where time felt expansive, she knew that in the many 
decades or centuries she might live, she would never again harbor 
emotions as pure and desperate as those she'd felt when she was but a 
13-year-old girl on the cusp of adolescence. No matter how vast the 
world was, the possibility of encountering someone superior to her 
first love seemed unfathomably slim. 


Pretending to be haughty, engaging in playful mischief, or letting out 
a sly smile offered no aid in moments such as this. If one's feelings 
were pure and desperate, the display had to be equally fervent. 


Please look at me, please don't abandon me. 


Even if it was pitiable and wretched, she had to cling. 


Pitiable and wretched. Was it really? 
Not in the slightest. 


Ciel felt no ounce of shame in the tears she shed or the desperate cries 
she let out. She had no intention of preserving any semblance of 
dignity, nor did she wish to stand idly by while offering a docile smile. 
She had resolved to fight, to thrash and wail in the mire of her 
emotions. 


And she did just that. 

"What about it?" she demanded. 
What did he just say? 
"Reincarnation?" 


It wasn't long after Eugene uttered that word that Ciel responded. 
Merely a few seconds, though it felt like an eternity to them all. 


Kristina, Anise, and Sienna were utterly bewildered. The two Saints 
might not have known everything about Ciel, but they were well 
aware of Miss Lionheart's pride, her haughty demeanor, and her 
mischievous nature. 


To see her weeping and lamenting was enough to leave them in 
disarray... but to bring up reincarnation, not to anyone else, but to 
Ciel? To someone he had known since childhood? 


‘Or maybe it’s...,” Sienna swallowed hard while glancing at Eugene. 

Though she knew little about Ciel, suggesting reincarnation at this 

juncture seemed a wise move. The young lady's heartbreaking cries 
were too painful to bear. 


But if she were to find out that the object of her affections was not her 
lifelong companion but the reincarnation of a hero from three 
hundred years prior, perhaps she'd accept the clichéd "It's inevitable" 
reasoning. After all, it wasn't a lie and couldn’t be helped. 


"You're the reincarnation of Hamel?" Ciel asked. 


Of everyone in the room, the weight of time seemed heaviest on Ciel. 
Hamel's reincarnation, he said. The moment she heard those words, a 
cascade of memories from the age of thirteen flooded her mind. It was 
an almost unbelievable revelation. Yet, strangely, Ciel didn't doubt it. 
The idea of reincarnation alone cleared many uncertainties she held 
about Eugene. 


"So... what of it?" Ciel spat while clutching her chest. 


She bore no skepticism. Eugene Lionheart, whom she had known for 
eight years since she was thirteen, was the reincarnation of a hero 
from three hundred years ago — Hamel. 


"Just because you are that person, does it mean you're not the Eugene 
Lionheart I know?" Her tear-filled inquiry left Eugene visibly stunned. 
Ciel continued, gasping for breath, struggling against Eugene's grasp 
on her wrist. She declared with unwavering certainty, "It matters not 
whether you've been reborn. You are Eugene Lionheart. It was as 
Eugene Lionheart that you came into my life." 


He hesitated, "But—" 


But Ciel cut in, "You once said it wasn’t me who loved you first. No, I 
don’t see it that way. Because to me, you are not Hamel but Eugene." 


It might have been a feeble argument. But Ciel wasn't bothered by 
that. From her earliest memories, she was one to obtain what she 
desired by any means necessary. And at that very moment, or rather, 
throughout the entirety of Ciel Lionheart’s existence, the man before 
her was what she desired the most. 


“SOe. 


She reached out, grasping Eugene's shoulders once more. Tears had 
blurred her vision, and the heartfelt words she had spoken earlier 
made her breathing ragged. Her heart ached, feeling as if it had been 
utterly consumed by flames. All that was left was a pile of ashes. 


SOrca 


She hesitated momentarily as she searched for the right words. 
Humiliation? 

“See me,” she pleaded while lowering her head. 

It definitely wasn’t. 


Eugene was at a loss for words. He didn’t simply see Ciel as a sister. If 
he had to put it in words, she was merely a kid, a child he had known 
since she was little. And that child now pleaded with him to not see 
her as such any longer!? 


“J...” Eugene didn’t know what to say. 


From Ciel’s perspective, Eugene had always been gazing at something 
in the far distance. But the distance she had felt wasn’t limited only to 
his gaze but to him as a whole person. Eugene himself felt distant 
from Ciel. Now, she finally understood why he had treated her and 
her twin as mere children. 


She continued, "I am right here." 


Eugene Lionheart was lost in memories from three hundred years ago. 
He was prioritizing a bond forged in a distant past. 


She forced out in a broken voice, "I’m here with you as well." Her 
voice was hardly elegant; crying had strained it, making it raspy. 


"Coward," Ciel muttered, her eyes red and swollen. She forced a smile, 
"Stop running from the present, Eugene Lionheart. Even if you were 
Hamel in your past life, now... Now, you are Eugene." 


He remained silent, absorbing her words. 


"All you've said feels cruel and cowardly to me. After all, you never 
truly responded to my feelings," Ciel pleaded desperately. 


Eugene closed his eyes, a whirlwind of emotions coming out as a sigh. 


The emotions that didn’t escape weighed heavily on his tongue. He 
realized that saying nothing at that moment and avoiding her gaze 
was indeed the act of a coward. 


“J...” Eugene slowly opened his eyes. His voice wavered, hindered by 
bloodshot eyes brimming with tears. 


Although Ciel's words varied in tone, the emotions laden in each 
phrase always weighed heavy, even piercing, feeling as if they tore 
him apart. 


"I've never looked at you that way before," Eugene said. 
Ciel’s eyes wavered. 


"I might've noticed you looking at me that way, but I've never felt the 
same. Telling me not to flee from the present... Ciel, such words seem 
cruel to me," Eugene whispered. 


Ciel's shoulders quivered, trembling with suppressed emotion. 


Eugene continued, "Because in my past life, I was a fool. I died like 
one... and as if that wasn't enough, I was reborn. I don't even know 
why I was granted another life. But when I learned how the world had 
changed after my reincarnation, do you know what I first thought?" 


Eugene forced a bitter smile and shook his head. 


"It felt like shit," he admitted, pausing for breath. "When I died as 
Hamel, I thought I had settled all my regrets, but that wasn't the truth. 
I was a coward, fleeing from challenges that became insurmountable. 
Now given another life, how can I... turn away from my past?" 


Ciel furiously wiped away her tears. 


"Perhaps my answer seems cowardly to you. But that's who I am. As 
you said, Iam now Eugene, but I am also Hamel. That is why I can’t 
share the same feelings you hold," Eugene replied firmly. 


"I... [don't care," Ciel whispered, tears once more rolling down her 


cheeks. "Even if that's how it has been all this while, starting from 
today, or tomorrow, or even from now on...... 


She couldn't finish her sentence. She covered her mouth with her 
hand, trying desperately to stifle her sobs. Her heart felt shattered, 
emptied of all emotions. Her cries broke free, no matter how hard she 
tried, for her hands were too small to keep them in. 


“Ah... Uwahh...” 
Why? 


Why did it come to this? Why could she not have what she desired the 
most? Why could she not hear the answers she sought? 


Ciel's heart-wrenching sobs echoed through the silent room. Watching 
her, Sienna's eyes, too, began to glisten with tears. Trying to keep her 
own emotions in check, she tilted her head back and attempted to 
divert her thoughts. However, even the legendary Archwizard couldn't 
stop the flood of tears that threatened to spill. 


But Sienna wasn't the only one weeping, for a sea of tears had long 
since formed within Eugene's cloak. 


Raimira was incessantly rubbing her eyes while shedding torrents of 
tears, while Mer bit hard into the hem of her dress. Tears were 
streaming down her face, but she managed to keep her sobs silent. 


“Tt... doesn’t matter," Ciel whispered again. She could do nothing but 
repeat her words. "Even if you've never looked at me that way, even if 
you don't share my feelings, I... I don't care." 


She had braced herself for this moment long ago, thinking she could 
bear it all. 


"But please... please, do not... despise me—" Ciel's voice broke, and 
she couldn't finish her plea. 


Despise? The mere utterance of the word was so unexpected that 
Eugene's eyes widened in shock. 


"Wait, Ciel, what in the world—" Eugene couldn't even finish his 
sentence. 


Crash! 

A shattering noise echoed, causing everyone to startle and look up. 
"Saint Rogeris?" 

Beneath Kristina's feet, the smooth marble floor had cracked. 

Thud, thud, thud! 


As Kristina walked, shards of stone stuck to her shoe soles fell away. 
They left deep, clear footprints as Kristina approached Ciel with long 
strides. 


"What in the—" Ciel, too, was interrupted. 
Slap! 


A fierce slap turned her face to the side. All present were stunned, 
their mouths agape. Eugene, in particular, was so alarmed that he 
grabbed Kristina. 


"Why would you strike a child?!" he shouted. 
"What did you just say?" retorted Kristina. 
"What?" Eugene was baffled. 


"Sir Eugene, repeat your words," Kristina said in a dangerously quiet 
voice. 


"No, why are you hitting a chil—" Sensing danger, Eugene didn’t finish 
his sentence. The tense atmosphere made his body react instinctively. 


Whoosh! 


A sharp slap narrowly missed Eugene's face. 

"Did you dodge?" Kristina asked sternly. 

"Wait—" But Eugene was interrupted before he could say much. 
"Do not avoid it." 


It was unclear whether it was Kristina or Anise. In truth, it didn't 
matter who it was. If he dodged, the retaliation would only be worse. 


Swish! 
Another slap turned Eugene's head to the side. 


"Lady Ciel is not a child," Kristina declared with an eerie glint in her 
eyes. 


[Oh, God above...,] Anise, who had been crying silently, instinctively 
sought the heavens upon witnessing Kristina's unexpected act. 


"And Lady Ciel," Kristina's head snapped around. 


Ciel was staring at Kristina while holding her stinging cheek. She 
could not comprehend why she had been slapped. 


"No. Ciel," Kristina spoke with a soft yet commanding voice, then took 
long steps towards her before asking, "What are you doing now?" 


"What...? What do you mean...?" Ciel asked in a daze. 
"You have insulted me,” declared Kristina. 


Insult? Ciel struggled for a response, her lips merely quivering. No 
defense or counter came to mind. 


Kristina glared at her and continued, "It's blatant arrogance and insult 
resulting from it. You also ignored me. You acted as if your love for 
Eugene now, not the Hamel of the past, was all that mattered." 


"But—" Ciel tried to argue, only to be shot down immediately. 
"If this isn't an insult or neglect towards me, what is it?" said Kristina. 


"Did I... say something wrong? Saint Rogeris, aren't you also looking 
at the Hero, not Eugene? Besides, you believe that Eugene has been 
reborn—" Again, Ciel couldn't finish. A sharp slap met her cheek. 


"You're mistaken. Even though it's not worth arguing, Ciel, your crying 
seems to have clouded your thoughts. Because Eugene looked at me as 
a person, not the Saint. I also look at him not as a hero but as Eugene. 
Reincarnation? I don't bother with such matters. I, Kristina Rogeris, 
love the current Eugene Lionheart." 


"Why...? What did I do wrong that you should strike me!?" Ciel 
shouted while gripping Kristina’s collar. She had already been 
devastated, but the Saint had slapped her twice to add insult to injury. 
"Yes, I may have insulted and ignored you. But...! There's no reason 
for you to hit me...! I... I knew Eugene before you. I was the first...!" 


"You were the one who just watched," Kristina said with a smirk. "Yes, 
you've seen “Eugene Lionheart” since he was a child. But that is all, 
isn’t it? You ask not to be treated as a child, but right now, you're 
crying and throwing a tantrum just like one. Foolish." 


"Saint Rogeris...!" Ciel warned. 


"Of course, as a compassionate Saint, I won't disregard your wish. As 
you've wanted, I won't treat you like a child." Kristina's lips curled up 
into a smile. "So, I mock you as an equal. What did you do while Lady 
Sienna was sealed? What did you do before I met Eugene? Maybe you 
always pushed back your feelings, thinking someday, later. Oh, I see, 
Ciel. You were scared, weren't you? Scared of confessing, in case the 
sibling bond disappeared." 


Ciel's face paled. 


Looking into Ciel’s tear-filled eyes, Kristina whispered, "What did you 
lack? You lacked courage. That's why you're here now, crying and 
clinging. Your arrogance and fear made you lose Eugene." 


At these words, Ciel lost her rationality. In a fit of emotion, she 
slapped Kristina. Although Kristian could have avoided it, she didn't. 
She didn't need to. From the moment Ciel's hand touched her face, 
Kristina was enveloped in a protective light. 


"What...? What...!" Words failed Ciel. 
"What’s wrong? Are you angry?" Kristina asked with a smile. 


Angry? Of course, she was. She was furious to the point of madness. 
What stoked Ciel’s fury even more was the fact that Kristina's words 
were true. Tears spilled down Ciel’s eyes as she took ragged breaths. 


"So, will you give up?" Kristina asked. 
"Sh... Shut up!" Ciel whispered. 


"So you don't want to give up, is that it?" Kristina’s mocking smile 
vanished. Warmth infused her previously icy voice. Of all those 
present here today, she had resonated the most with Ciel’s words. 
"You don't want to lose to a distant past you barely know, do you?" 


Ciel looked at Kristina as she voiced Ciel’s inner thoughts. 


"You yearn for him to see you here and now, don't you?" Kristina 
asked as Ciel’s eyes widened listening to those words. 


"Regardless of who stands by his side, you wish to stay with him, don't 
you?" Kristina continued with another question. 


Ciel could no longer keep her hand on Kristina's collar. Stumbling 
backward, she collapsed onto a couch, finally mumbling, "It's only 
natural...” 


"If that's truly how you feel, merely asking not to be disliked won't 
suffice." Kristina reached out to Ciel. Thinking of the stinging slaps she 
had received earlier, Ciel instinctively took a defensive stance. But 
there was no slap this time. 


"You must make him love you." Kristina clenched her fist in front of 


Ciel with pride. "Not just plead to not be disliked. You must strive to 
make him love you." 


"Saint Rogeris...?" Ciel was perplexed at this sudden declaration. 


"Wrong." With a resolute expression, Kristina shook her head. "Call me 
Sis," 


"What...?" Ciel thought she must have misheard. 


"Call me Sis, Ciel." Kristina then opened her clenched fist and used 
that hand to lift Ciel up. "Let's go to my room." 


"Why?" Ciel asked, still shocked. 
"We have much to discuss," Kristina said simply. 


Without waiting for Ciel's reply, Kristina forcefully dragged her. Ciel’s 
resistance was futile against her uncharacteristically firm grip. Sienna, 
who had been empathizing with Ciel's emotions and crying bitterly, 
was suddenly startled by the sound of a slap and the ensuing reproach. 


Gathering herself, she attempted to follow Kristina and Ciel. 
"Do not come, Lady Sienna,” shot Kristina. 
"Eh...? Why?" Sienna asked bemused. 


"You've known Sir Eugene since his past life, haven't you?" Kristina 
said sarcastically. 


Sienna was met with a piercing gaze. Then what about Anise? Sienna 
wanted to blurt it out, but the stern look of the current Saint forced 
the legendary Archwizard, who had lived for three hundred years, to 
quietly remain seated. 


Chapter 346 
Ciel Lionheart (5) 


No one eavesdropped from outside the door. It might have been a 
different story for Melkith El-Hayah, the White Tower Master. 
However, Carmen and Dezra here possessed the basic understanding 
that one should not pry into another's chamber. 


After ensuring no one was outside, Kristina pulled Ciel by the arm. 
Still dazed and unable to gather her thoughts, Ciel could only allow 
herself to be led. In mere tens of minutes, she had shed more tears 
than she had throughout her entire life. Those minutes felt more 
excruciating and painful than the harsh training she had endured with 
the Black Lion Knights and Carmen. 


She, who had never been slapped in her life, had just received two 
sharp ones. Those facts alone made Ciel's steps falter. Yet, Kristina did 
not offer her support. Instead, she shot a fierce glance at Eugene, who 
had risen to assist Ciel. 


"Stay in the room," she ordered. 
"But I can't just—" Eugene tried to reason. 


"What Ciel needs now is not sympathy but understanding. And I 
assure you, I'm the one here who understands her best," Kristina said 
firmly. 


Eugene was the reincarnation of Hamel from three hundred years ago. 
He couldn't avoid his past. Having lived since ancient times, Sienna 
couldn't fully understand Ciel, who was born and raised in this era. 
But Kristina was different. Even if Anise's spirit had taken residence in 
her body, as someone born and raised in recent years, Kristina was a 
person of this era. 


[Kristina, do you intend to reveal my existence to her?] asked Anise. 


‘Yes, Sister. Do you see an issue with that?’ Kristina confirmed her 
intentions. 


[Not at all. Hamel has revealed his reincarnation. Why would I hide 
the fact that I, a spirit, am attached to you?] Anise adjusted her 
emotions and clicked her tongue. [Ciel is not one to spread rumors, 


anyway. | 

‘I'm sorry,’ Kristina said sincerely. 

[Why apologize all of a sudden?] Anise asked. 

‘I acted on my own without consulting you, Sister,’ said Kristina. 


[Oh, Kristina, you don't need to apologize for that. In fact, I find your 
actions admirable and delightful.] Anise spoke with utter sincerity. 
She had wandered through the Devildom while experiencing various 
hardships. Throughout her life, there had been countless times of grief 
and tears, more so than moments of happiness. Despite the 
tribulations, she had not become numb. The years she spent with her 
comrades in the Devildom had transformed Anise Slywood from a 
mere Saint to a human being. 


[Kristina, your existence, like mine, originates from the first Holy 
Emperor. In the end, the Saint was more of a tool prioritized for its 
value and ability than its personality. Yet, we've transcended that. Just 
as I was saved, you too were redeemed,] Anise consoled. [Your pity 
for Ciel isn't something negative. Compassion leads to extending a 
hand, and salvation is born from that very act.] 


‘I'm not sure if I did the right thing,’ Kristina began before pausing 
hesitantly. 


[If you hadn’t used your hand...,] Anise hesitated for a moment, 
trying to word her thoughts. [Hmm... If you hadn't slapped Ciel, she 
might've continued crying, fallen into despair, and given up. But 
because of your unusual violent act of slapping her and forcing her to 
her feet, she could shake off those feelings of hopelessness. ] 


‘I feel as if I stole Sir Eugene’s role,’ Kristina confessed her inner fears. 


[Good heavens, Kristina! What are you talking about? If Hamel had 
slapped Ciel in that situation, everything would've been over. Kristina, 
you were the only one who could've slapped Ciel then. Sienna, that 
silly girl, was crying alone, overwhelmed by her irrational guilt, and 
I... well, ahem.] Anise decided to stop here conveniently. 


She, too, had wept quietly. Although she'd downplayed it as irrational 
guilt on Sienna’s part, she felt the same. Ciel’s emotions, manifesting 
as tears and sobs, had been profound and immense. 


The door had long been shut. Eugene couldn't sit still and paced 
around the room. Should he have followed her? Shouldn't he have talked 
more with Ciel? 


“This is giving me a headache, so sit down and collect yourself,” 
Sienna sniffled. 


Of course, Eugene didn't do as she said. Even if he couldn’t change his 
course of action, he kept berating himself for being so foolish. No. It 
had to be done. It was better to act decisively than leave things vague, 
especially for Ciel's sake. 


“T can’t,” he said, shaking his head. He considered chasing after them 
as he headed toward the door. 


“Where are you going?” Sienna exclaimed. 
Suddenly, the door vanished due to her magic. 


Eugene, reaching for the doorknob, glared at Sienna with furrowed 
brows. “What are you doing?” 


“What are YOU trying to do?” she retorted. 
“T'm trying to solve... my problem,” Eugene said haltingly. 


“Your problem?” Sienna's eyebrows twitched, and the room's 
temperature plummeted. The cold was so biting it took one's breath 
away. 


Taken aback, Eugene tilted his head, “Why are you doing this?” 


“This isn't just your problem, Eugene Lionheart.” With pride, Sienna 
placed her hand on her chest, then declared, “It's OUR problem.” 


“What are you—” Eugene started to say, only to be interrupted. 


“If you hadn't died so stupidly three hundred years ago and somehow 
survived, none of this would've happened, right?” Sienna asked. 


“J... that...,” stuttered Eugene, feeling as if hit in the gut. 


“That's why it's our problem. Anise and I couldn't prevent your foolish 
death. Maybe, just maybe, if you hadn't died, you could've defeated 
the Demon King of Incarceration and even the Demon King of 
Destruction. Then there wouldn’t have been any need for this 
unknown pact with Vermouth, and we could've saved the world 
perfectly.” 


Do you hear yourself? 


The words struggled to break from the tip of Eugene’s tongue, but he 
refrained from letting them out. Thinking logically, even if Hamel 
hadn't died back then, the battle against the Demon King of 
Incarceration would likely have ended in defeat. Going into battle 
with a body barely different from a corpse would have only hindered 
the group. 


However, the apparition of Vermouth had spoken in that dark 
chamber. If Hamel hadn't died and had ascended to the peak of Babel 
with all of them, there would've been no need to battle the Demon 
King. 


He didn’t know exactly what, but he knew that Vermouth’s plan had 
been disrupted due to Hamel’s death — his suicide. 


Thus, he kept his lips sealed. 


"Had you not died then — well, it sounds overly optimistic, but 
everything might have turned out okay. You... you and I... uh...” 


‘Lady Sienna, muster your courage. After all you've done and said in front 
of Lady Ancilla, why are you now concerned about keeping up your 
appearance and feeling embarrassed?’ Mer's intentions resonated with 
Sienna, but Mer’s words only worked to seal Sienna’s words. 


"It... it might have turned out fine!" Sienna stammered weakly. 
You and I might've married long ago and lived happily ever after. 


Words she couldn't voice scattered in her mind. The freezing 
temperature that had gripped the room seemed to return to normal. 


"And... well, even though you died, if Anise and I... If Molon were 
stronger... we might've defeated the Demon King of Incarceration. If 
we had managed to wrap things up nicely, you might have 
reincarnated to live without any complications,” said Sienna. 


"If everything had ended three hundred years ago, I wouldn't have 
reincarnated,” Eugene reminded her. 


"That's not necessarily true,” retorted Sienna. She pursed her lips and 
turned her head. "Even if we saved the world, a world without you is 
unacceptable. That's how I felt. The others probably felt the same. 
They say every being dies and is reborn in a cycle." 


"I wouldn’t have had any memories from my past life,” said Eugene. 


"Why do you always have to retort to my words? It's because you're so 
damn crooked. Anyway, this isn't just your problem. It's a very... a 
very complex issue intertwined with various causes and effects," she 
said once again. 


Sienna truly believed this. 


If Hamel hadn't died, he would've never reincarnated as Eugene. 
Would Ciel have even fallen for Eugene? Even if he did reincarnate as 
Eugene, what if all the Demon Kings had been defeated? If Anise had 
risen to heaven without staying behind and Sienna had died three 
hundred years ago... 


"Ugh...," Sienna whimpered. 


It wasn't a pleasant thought, but if that had been the case, perhaps 
Eugene would have accepted Ciel. 


It's because I'm too perfect,’ Sienna thought. 


She was so perfect that even after three hundred years, she hadn't 
died. Even with a gaping hole in her chest, she had survived. Add on 
her striking looks and impeccable personality; in comparison, any 
average woman wouldn't even catch Eugene's eye. 


Of course, Anise and Kristina were the absolute exceptions... 
"Tam... well, fine,” said Sienna. 

"That’s random. What's fine?" asked Eugene. 

"I'm fine with you keeping Ciel around,” said Sienna. 


The visage of Ancilla flickered in Eugene’s mind. "Are you out of your 
wits?" he asked. Though Sienna spoke earnestly, Eugene couldn't take 
it that way. Accept her by his side? "Ciel isn't some object!" said Eugene, 
sounding upset. 


"That's not what I meant. Just, you don't need to forcefully push her 
away on my account,” Sienna clarified. 


"I'm not pushing her away. To me, she's... um, like... no, she is 
family,” Eugene explained. 


"But your parents aren't the same,” Sienna retorted. 


"Do families need to share parents? I've never thought so. What, so 
should I lie to her?" Eugene asked, sounding angry. 


"There’s no need for that. Just don't push her away," said Sienna. 


"When did I ever? Just—" Eugene let out a deep sigh and hung his 


head. 


He did care for Ciel. However, it was never a romantic affection. 
While Ciel might have yearned for such emotions, Eugene couldn't 
reciprocate. Thus, he had to firmly decline. 


"You're overthinking it,” Sienna pouted and hugged her knees. "For the 
happiness I envisioned, you have to be there. No matter who else is, as 
long as you, Eugene, are by my side, I'm fine. So, don't stand there, 
come sit." 


Eugene sighed deeply again and returned to the couch. He obeyed her 
wish and sat down. Sienna looked at Eugene with a broad smile, then 
said, "Kristina really knows how to slap, doesn't she? Still not quite 
like Anise's handiwork." 


"Why are you talking about how it feels? I'm the one who got 
slapped," Eugene complained. 


"Just between us, isn't Kristina a bit terrifying? Lately, she seems even 
scarier than Anise. Smiling while stabbing someone in the heart... 
Phew, why do I even mention it? She looks at you with those dripping 
honey eyes, trying to lure you like a fox," Sienna wasn’t polite in her 
complaints. 


"Ahem...” Eugene just cleared his throat, not knowing what to say. 


"I wonder what Kristina intends to do with Ciel. Maybe she's making 
her kneel and beg? Or maybe she's having her lie down and grovel?" 
Sienna continued her badmouthing. 


"Sienna, what do you think of Kristina...?" Eugene finally asked, 
feeling the need to defend Kristina. 


"You don't know because you're naive. Girls like Kristina usually act 
like ghosts to those younger and weaker than them. And Kristina 
actually has a ghost attached to her!" Sienna continued, unshaken. 


"She acts ghostly to older ones like you, too...," reminded Eugene. 


Older? Sienna slapped Eugene's thigh in response to his comment. 


He had it coming. Eugene took the hit with humility. 


Ciel neither kneeled nor groveled. 


Ciel was seated in a room illuminated by a gentle light. She stared 
blankly, unable to even blink as she looked at Kristina opposite her. 


"Saint Rogeri—" Ciel began. 
"Sis," Kristina corrected her. 


"S-sis... inside Sis... The Faithful Anise is residing inside Sis?" Ciel 
confirmed. 


"Yes, that's right. Iam Anise Slywood." 


There was a slight change in demeanor. Anise gave a gentle smile. The 
pitch of her voice was different, her accent was subtly different, and 
above all, there was a slight change in the shape of her smile. While 
the difference wasn't so stark to be immediately distinguishable, 
knowing the truth and watching closely made it somewhat 
discernible. 


"That's impossible...," Ciel mumbled. 

"Two figures from three hundred years ago still live," Anise stated. 
The Wise Sienna and the Brave Molon. 

"The deceased was reincarnated," Anise said. 

The Stupid Hamel. 


"Why deny ghosts now? If anything, such beings should be common,” 
continued Anise. 


"But... spirits are like the undead, aren't they? Saint Anise...," said 
Ciel. 


"Ahaha, I am only saying ghost as a metaphor. Strictly speaking, I 
didn't become a ghost after death. I became an angel,” said Anise. 


"An angel...?" Ciel questioned. 


"Yes, thanks to the mercy of the Light." Anise smiled solemnly while 
drawing the holy symbol. "Ciel Lionheart, please do not 
misunderstand Kristina's feelings because of my existence." 


Ciel was still processing the sudden influx of information. 


"The meeting between Kristina and Hamel... No, between her and 
Eugene was... destiny, inevitable. The Saint and the Hero had to meet. 
But at the time, Kristina was unaware of my presence, and Eugene 
didn't know I was inside her,” explained Anise. 


"It's said that the two of you look very similar." Ciel was no longer 
crying. She stared straight at Anise with reddened eyes. "Even if Saint 
Rogeris wasn't aware, Eugene would have been, right?" asked Ciel. 


"You don't plan to call her Sis, do you?" commented Anise. 
Ciel only responded with silence. 


SEM 33. I can't deny what you say. Hamel... ahaha, forgive me. I'm 
just used to calling him Hamel,” stated Anise. 


"Are you showing off in front of me?" questioned Ciel. 


"Oh dear, not at all,” Anise whispered with a faint twinkle in her eyes. 
"Showing off is an act to fill one's ego. An exaggerated brag to show 
others. Why would I, who's been around for three hundred years, do 
such petty things to someone as young as you? What would I do such 
petty shit?" 


"Petty shit...?" Ciel asked with widened eyes. 


"Do you think that's not something the Saint should say? But what can 
you do about the truth? Ciel Lionheart, I have no need to show off to 
you. After all, I've known Hamel since three hundred years ago. I've 
been by Hamel's side for three hundred years. I've loved Hamel for 
three hundred years. I had such a strong attachment that it wouldn't 
let me find peace even in death." Anise tilted her head with a soft 
chuckle, "All I know is Hamel." 


"Did you bring me here to tell me such things...?" Ciel asked defiantly. 


"No, I just wanted to make my stance clear. And to ensure you don't 
misunderstand. This isn't about Kristina, but me, Anise. All I know is 
Hamel," said Anise. 


Ciel wasn’t sure how to respond to this declaration. 


"All I know is Eugene Lionheart." Anise’s demeanor and expression 
shifted subtly. Anise stepped back, making way for Kristina. "Though 
it’s undeniable that Sir Eugene is Sir Hamel, Ciel, I, Kristina Rogeris, 
see only Sir Eugene. My salvation came not from the Hamel of three 
hundred years ago, but from Eugene we know now." 


"Do you think... you're more special than me?" questioned Ciel. 


"Don't be so defensive." Kristina shook her head. "As I mentioned 
earlier, I understand you. Just as you harbor affection for Eugene, so 
do I." 


"So, what do you want? Because we're alike, should we laugh heartily 
and be close friends?" Ciel asked mockingly. 


"Yes." Kristina’s response was swift and direct. 
Ciel laughed with a raspy voice. "That's absurd." 
"Are you confident?" Kristina asked. 

"What... do you mean?" Ciel asked uncertainly. 


"Are you confident, Ciel Lionheart? If we don't get along well, do you 


suggest we fight, clawing and biting at each other, criticizing and 
pushing one another away? Or will you discreetly approach with a 
hidden knife, intending to stab me?" Kristina asked. 


"Well...," Ciel hesitated. 


"Is your pride hurt now, after all this? What were those tears you shed 
earlier? Did you not cling, crying out why you couldn't be the one?" 
Kristina pressed. 


Ciel bit her lip, unable to find words in response. 


Though Kristina spoke such words, could they truly get along? Ciel 
couldn't imagine such a scenario. From her youth, she remembered 
scenes of her mother, an outsider at home, constantly challenged by 
the first wife, Tanis. She remembered the trials her mother faced and 
how she eventually overcame them, winning over even the family 
knights to rise as a prominent figure. 


Ciel had similar ambitions. Somehow, she'd gain Eugene's attention 
and love, eventually surpassing the old wizard with purple hair and 
the sinister Saint with the oversized, fatty chest. 


"I like you," Kristina whispered while gently stroking her lips as she 
took a moment to organize her words to convey her thoughts better. 
"Lady Sienna and Anise share mutual experiences and emotions. 
Thankfully, Lady Sienna accepted me, and Lady Anise regards me as a 
sister. However, my essence is inherently different from theirs. I didn't 
live three hundred years ago, and I don't know Sir Hamel." 


Ciel was at a loss for words. 


"But I do know Sir Eugene. Just as you do, Ciel Lionheart. That's why I 
like you. I understand and empathize with you," Kristina said clearly. 


"You treat me like a child," Ciel chuckled bitterly. 
"No, I see you as my equal," Kristina corrected. 


"Really?" came Ciel’s childish response. 


"Why would I lie?" Kristina grinned. 


For a moment, gazing at her radiant smile, illuminated by the soft 
room lights and her shimmering golden hair, her blue eyes twinkling 
like gems, Ciel truly saw the Saint in Kristina. A tear she had been 
holding back ran down her cheek. Caught off guard, Ciel quickly 
wiped it away. 


"Do you want comfort?" Kristina asked. 
"I don't... need it," Ciel refused immediately. 


"Then cry until you feel better. It'll ensure you won't cry tomorrow." 
Kristina then smirked, "Or maybe not. Crying today doesn't guarantee 
not crying tomorrow. But at least try not to show your tears to Sir 
Eugene tomorrow. You know as well as I...” 


"That boy has a tender heart despite his brashness and constant 
swearing...," said Anise. 


"Isn't that part of why you love him?" asked Kristina with a smile. 
Ciel was quiet, trying to hold in her tears. 


"I feel the same. As does Lady Anise, and likely Lady Sienna too," 
Kristina voiced everyone’s thoughts. 


Ciel closed her lips tightly and lowered her head. 


"Sleep in my room tonight. Crying alone feels lonely and sad." Saying 
so, Kristina picked up the holy scripture from the table, no longer 
looking at Ciel, and opened it on her lap. 


Amidst this considerate neglect, Ciel cried softly. 


Chapter 347 
Ciel Lionheart (6) 


Would it happen again as it had done before in Aroth? 


Eugene feared it might. He remembered that night when Sienna, 
Anise, and Kristina, drunk as skunks, forced their way into his room. 
Eugene had feigned sleep, trembling under his blanket in fear. 


The devils reeking of alcohol had laughed as they ripped away 
Eugene's blanket and landed a punch on his side. Their intent to mock 
and hurt had been crystal clear as they broke through his resistance 
and teased him... 


What if it happened again this time? Thankfully, Sienna had refrained 
from drinking and had returned to her room. But Anise had always 
been the most unpredictable with alcohol, a reputation she'd earned 
for over three hundred years. 


What if Anise drank and Kristina got drunk, and even Ciel, who was 
with them, also became intoxicated? And if Sienna joined midway and 
they all drank like there was no tomorrow. What if they then stormed 
into his room? 


Eugene stayed awake all night, consumed by such worries. 


But, fortunately, dawn passed without incident. Eugene hadn’t even 
laid on his bed and sat by the window, lost in thought and was roused 
by the chirping of morning birds. Relief washed over him as he gazed 
out at the sunrise over the eastern sea, not too far away. 


"Phew...” He exhaled a deep sigh. 


A new day had begun. Despite his long contemplation during the pre- 
dawn hours, the weight in his chest was still there. As he aimlessly 
gazed outside, he suddenly jolted back in surprise. 


Ciel had appeared on the training grounds in her workout clothes. 
Eugene couldn't make out Ciel’s expression from his vantage point, but 
she didn't seem dejected, and her steps were steady. 


Should he open the window? Or go down to see her? Or should he just 
ignore her? While Eugene was hesitating, Ciel turned her head. 


Eugene could finally see her face. It wasn't exactly fresh; her eyes 
were red, possibly from crying all night. But her eyes were clear, and 
her expression was not faint. Ciel stared at Eugene, smirked, and then 
silently mouthed a word: Idiot. 


As she stuck out her playful pink tongue, she gestured for Eugene to 
come down. After a brief hesitation, Eugene jumped from the window. 


"Uh... Did you... sleep well?" he asked. 


"Now I understand," Ciel chuckled while crossing her arms. "Ever since 
you were young, you've repeatedly mentioned how you admired Sir 
Hamel more than Sir Vermouth, your very ancestor." 


At these words, Eugene swallowed hard. This was the very reason he 
never wanted to reveal the truth about his reincarnation to others, 
especially his family. The immense fear he harbored was closing in. 


"Whenever my brother or I said even a small negative thing about Sir 
Hamel, you would instantly defend him,” Ciel continued. 


"Uh... well...," Eugene tried to form some form of defense. 


"Moreover, you're close to Captain Genos of the Black Lion Knights," 
Ciel kept listing his actions so far. 


Eugene couldn't find words to speak. Only the cold sweat forming on 
his brows reflected his thoughts. Ciel seemed to enjoy Eugene's 
reaction and chuckled mischievously. 


"Sir Genos knows, doesn’t he?" asked Ciel. 


"Uh... No... No?" Eugene denied weakly. 


"Why bother with such obvious lies? If I hadn't known your true 
identity, I wouldn't have thought much of it. But now that I know 
you're Sir Hamel, things feel very different. Thinking about it, Sir 
Genos struggled quite a bit dealing with you when you were much 
younger." 


"That... I mean—" By now, Eugene was struggling to form a coherent 
sentence. 


"Don't worry. I won't blame you for telling Sir Genos something you 
didn't tell me," said Ciel. 


She cried all through the early hours. Kristina and Anise had waited 
patiently until Ciel stopped her tears. They didn't share more words 
that night. Had Ciel wished for conversation or consolation, the Saints 
would have gladly obliged. But Ciel didn't desire for such. Just having 
them by her side during a sorrowful night had been sufficient. 


She had pondered deeply. 


"It must be quite embarrassing, right?" Ciel said with a laugh, "So, 
you've been gilding your face for eight years without anyone 
knowing?" 


“Wh—" 


Before Eugene could say anything, Ciel continued, "Moreover, in front 
of kids who didn’t know any better." 


Anyone else might have been silenced by embarrassment, but Eugene 
couldn't. Looking seriously at Ciel, Eugene replied, "Gilding? I don't 
see it that way. History hasn't evaluated Sir Hamel... I mean, me, 
correctly...” 


As his words trailed on, Ciel couldn't help but laugh, giving a playful 
slap on Eugene's shoulder. "Yes, yes, Sir Stupid Hamel. I understand 
what you're trying to say. So, Sir Hamel didn't like the idea of being 
undervalued by future generations?" 


"Ahem...” Hamel coughed awkwardly. 


"But this is a bit off. I can understand one gilding themselves, but you, 
Sir Hamel... you've had all the memories of your past life since birth, 
right?" Ciel leaned in as she whispered. The closer she got, the more it 
felt like a sharp blade pierced Eugene's heart. Eugene staggered while 
holding his aching chest. That’s when Ciel asked, "Does that mean... 
as a newborn, Sir Hamel cried like a regular baby, even though he 
wasn't one?" 


"That... was beyond my control...," Eugene finally managed to say 
something. 


"Crawling on your knees, then taking baby steps?" Ciel continued with 
the mocking. 


"Regardless... of having memories of my past life, moving a newborn's 
body is not easy...," said Eugene. 


Ciel next asked, "Did you... wear diapers and—" 


"I didn't do that!" Interrupting her, Eugene exclaimed, slightly 
panicked. 


He definitely hadn't, right? He couldn't remember. Memories of those 
times were buried deep within. Face flushed, Eugene took deep 
breaths to calm himself. 


"What should I call you?" Ciel asked, staring intently at Eugene. 
"Eugene Lionheart? Or Hamel Dynas?" 


"Do I need to answer that?" Eugene sighed deeply while meeting Ciel's 
gaze. 


Her eyes were rimmed red, but they held the same clear 
determination as before. Ciel wasn't truly seeking an answer from him 
at that moment. 


"Call me as you wish, Ciel," said Eugene. 


"Alright, Eugene." 


Even if Eugene had asked to be called 'Hamel,' Ciel would not have 
obliged. Regardless of past lives or reincarnations, to Ciel, Eugene was 
simply Eugene. 


"What should we do moving forward?" Ciel's focus drifted, and with a 
gentle twirl, she began to walk gracefully. "I embarrassed myself 
greatly yesterday. From today onward, I aim not to do so." 


Eugene listened silently as Ciel said everything weighing on her heart. 


"It doesn't mean I'm giving up or discarding my feelings for you. 
They're irreplaceable,” she admitted. 


"Is that so...” Eugene said lightly. 
"It doesn't matter if you don't look back at me," Ciel continued. 


But it did matter. She wished, even if just occasionally, for a fleeting 
moment of his attention. However, she never voiced such desires 
aloud. 


"More importantly," Ciel said, firming her heart. She didn't want to 
wallow in such thoughts any longer. She didn't want to show another 
vulnerable, weeping side of her like the previous day. Ciel paused to 
compose herself, then turned back with a beaming smile. "Who else 
knows that you are Sir Hamel? Lady Sienna, Saint Rogeris, Saint 
Anise, Mer, Raimira, Sir Genos of the Black Lion Knights, and me. 
Anyone else?" 


"The Demon King of Incarceration and... the Queen of the Night 
Demons know as well. I think they're the only ones among the 
demons,” answered Eugene. 


"Oh? So the Queen of the Night Demon ambushed us in the tundra 
because of that?" asked Ciel. 


Eugene immediately denied, "No, that wasn't the reason. That attack 
was just her being crazy, and she only found out about my true 
identity much later." Beyond that... Eugene sighed deeply before 
continuing, "And... the Red Tower Master seems... to have noticed, or 
maybe not...... ‘s 


"Why so vague?" Ciel asked in confusion. 
"I think... he noticed, but he's pretending not to...," Eugene admitted. 


"Heh, so he figured it out without you explicitly revealing it? Truly 
worthy of Lord Lovellian," Ciel praised sincerely. 


Gerhard, the elders of her family, and her brother Cyan didn't know 
Eugene's true identity. Realizing this, Ciel's smile grew sly as she 
asked, "Shouldn't we tell Cyan?" 


"What?" A startled Eugene looked at Ciel cautiously. 


"He is my twin, after all,” Ciel said, her sly smile widening. “Cyan 
holds you in high regard, you know? Just like how I did, he would 
easily accept the truth about you being Sir Hamel." 


"Don't be absurd...," Eugene said brusquely. 


"Oh, so you wish for me to remain silent?" She had steered the 
conversation back to her advantage. The curve of Ciel's lips deepened 
mischievously. "In that case, grant me one favor." 


The royal family of Shimuin did not publicly announce its plan to 
suppress the Pirate Empress. There were indications that the Empress 
hoped for a frontal confrontation, but nothing was concrete yet. 
Although not made public, plans for suppression were already in 
motion. 


"Gondor Ironhammer," a stout dwarf with a thick brown beard 
declared. He reached out his massive hand towards Carmen while 
identifying himself. "Until the Empress is subdued and we rescue the 
captured craftsmen, I, Gondor Ironhammer, will fully support all 
warriors who stand with you." 


Had the royal family not initiated the plan to suppress the Empress, 
not only the dwarves of the capital guild but also those from the 
distant Hammer Island would have risen in revolt. If that had 


occurred, Shimuin would have suffered a significant international 
embarrassment, and the country’s atmosphere would have 
plummeted. 


Fortunately, before that could happen, the royal family acted fast and 
negotiated with the dwarves' guild. The dwarves were assured that 
given time, the royal family would suppress the Empress. Thus, they 
asked for patience and no disruptions. 


But dwarves weren’t known for their patience or obedience, especially 
when their prized craftsmen had been kidnapped. Why would they 
leave the rescue solely in human hands? 


Thus, craftsmen were dispatched from Hammer Island. While they 
couldn't engage directly in combat, they could offer technical support 
for the expedition. 


Gondor Ironhammer was one of the best craftsmen among the 
Hammer Island dwarves. He had missed the previous deployment due 
to unfinished tasks, fortunately avoiding the Pirate Empress' 
kidnappings. 


"I've heard of you, Carmen Lionheart," Gondor began. "You wield a 
gauntlet that transforms into various forms, don’t you?" 


In response, Carmen looked down at Gondor. In contrast to her tall 
stature, Gondor's height was comparable to that of a child. 


"I'm quite interested in the Lionheart clan’s weapons," Gondor 
admitted, grinning to reveal his yellowed teeth. Skilled dwarf 
craftsmen could handle any armor or weapon, but very few could 
manage Exid, Shimuin’s magical armor. 


While most dwarves were eccentric, Gondor was exceptionally so. He 
was more interested in old, worn-out weapons and artifacts than new 
equipment like the Exid. 


The reason was simple: Old-world weapons and artifacts, especially 
those from mythical times, were challenging to reproduce or even 
understand with modern techniques. 


And the Lionheart family held the most such artifacts on the 
continent. 


"Is that gauntlet also a relic from the mythical era?" Gondor asked. 


No matter how precious an artifact, if crafted as a weapon, it should 
be used as one. This was why Gondor admired the Lionhearts. 
Shimuin’s royal family had a few ancestral artifacts, but they merely 
displayed them behind the throne instead of wielding them as 
weapons. 


Gondor said passionately, "Heh! To be able to touch and maintain the 
Lionheart weaponry with my own hands! Just imagining it excites me. 
When I wrote to them long ago offering my services, they declined, 
saying it needed no maintenance—" 


"This gauntlet isn't from the Lionheart family," Carmen interrupted. 
She had been gazing silently at Gondor's beard. 


She had never seen someone with such a thick beard. Well, to be 
precise, Gondor wasn't a human but a dwarf. Carmen had a bit of a 
romantic notion about lavish beards but felt quite disappointed by its 
unkempt appearance. 


"What? It's not from the family?" asked Gondor. 


"I cannot reveal the whole truth... but I won this with my own hands. 
Or perhaps it was fate that brought it to me...," Carmen said 
enigmatically. 


Carmen's prized possession, the Heaven Genocide, was a gift she 
received directly from the Red Dragon. Due to a promise made in her 
childhood, she couldn't speak of its origin. If not for that promise, she 
would've boasted about her ties with the dragon... Carmen shook her 
head in regret. 


"However... Ah, I see,” commented Gondor. 


Carmen slightly nodded her head in agreement. "However, my pupil, 
Ciel Lionheart, the White Rose. She possesses one of the Lionheart's 
weapons. The Phantom Rain Sword Javel, a weapon favored by the 


Great Vermouth. Do you recognize its name?" 


Gondor's eyes widened in surprise. The Phantom Rain Sword Javel? Of 
course, he knew of it. 


"I don't believe it needs maintenance, but perhaps it wouldn’t be a bad 
idea to have you inspect it?" Carmen suggested. 


Carmen was not as simple and strange as she appeared on the surface. 


The weapons that the Great Vermouth used had not required any 
maintenance for over three hundred years. They didn't wear out even 
if they were kept in a treasure vault for a long time and didn't break 
even when used in battles and neglected afterward. Javel was no 
different. There was no need to entrust its upkeep to a dwarf now. 


Carmen was aware of this. Yet, she thought of bringing it to Gondor 
because of Eugene. 


‘The Demon Spear and the Annihilation Hammer,’ Carmen thought of 
those two weapons belonging to the Demon Kings. 


Years ago, an uprising had taken place at the Black Lion Castle. The 
remnants of the Demon King residing in the Annihilation Hammer had 
seduced and manipulated Dominic, the Captain of the First Division of 
the Black Lion Knights and the owner of the Annihilation Hammer, 
marking the start of the uprising. 


After that incident, the remnants of the Demon King in the 
Annihilation Hammer and Demon Spear were eradicated completely, 
and Eugene became the new owner of the two weapons. Several years 
had passed since then, and there was no doubt regarding Eugene's 
abilities. Still, there was no harm in being careful. 


However, Carmen knew she shouldn't proceed and make decisions 
alone regarding this issue. The fact that Eugene, Sienna, and Kristina 
were staying in her mansion after entering the city was top secret. She 
hadn't even told Ortus about it. 


‘Ciel... ’On her way back to the mansion after parting with Gondor, 
Carmen thought of her pupil. 


Carmen had never fallen in love with a man in her entire life. What 
she loved was the name Lionheart; herself, who had been born into 
the family with many privileges; her ashen hair, which had earned her 
the nickname Silver Lion; and her golden eyes. 


She loved her fists and feet, which moved faster and stronger than she 
could ever have imagined. She loved the fact that she had been chosen 
by a dragon. She loved her fate, which was now to benefit the world... 


She had never thought of loving a man. She had never felt the desire 
to love. Though she received many proposals in her youth, she never 
once entertained them. She occasionally thought of having a child but 
was never desperate for one. 


Even that mild wish was fulfilled when she took Ciel as her disciple. 
That was why Carmen hoped for Ciel's happiness above all else. 
‘It seemed things did not go well... ’ 


She saw Ciel's eyes tinged with red. The always proud and confident 
Ciel spoke with a fading voice and a weak smile. Witnessing such a 
sight felt like a dagger piercing through Carmen's heart, and it even 
caused Dezra to weep uncontrollably. 


But what could have been done? There was no place for Carmen to 
intervene in the matters between Ciel and Eugene. In fact, she 
shouldn't have. Carmen was well aware of this boundary. 


‘Yes. All I can do is... stand back and silently offer my support. I'll comfort 
and console that child when the weight becomes too much for her.’ With 
such thoughts, Carmen opened the doors to the mansion, not 
considering herself powerless for maintaining her distance. 


‘Eugene... ’ Walking down the mansion's hallway, her mind wandered 
to Eugene. 


The first time she laid eyes on him, he was studying abroad in Aroth. 
Back then, he was barely seventeen. The thought that the boy had 
grown so much over time made Carmen ponder the relentless march 
of time. 


The prodigy from the Lionheart family, who was only beginning to 
understand magic, became an Archwizard in a mere span of four 
years. In that short period, he was chosen by the Holy Sword, and he 
had reached the Sixth Star of the White Flame Formula as the fastest 
to do so in Lionheart history. 


? 


‘Four years... 


Was it truly a lengthy span? No, it wasn’t. It was enough time for a boy 
to mature into a young man but not enough for him to become the 
legend he was. 


‘No, but even back then, he was like a monster.’ 


From their very first meeting, Carmen felt there was something 
extraordinary about Eugene Lionheart. 


Every time they met after, he had grown exponentially, making his 
previous self seem distant. She recalled sparring with him casually 
during his coming-of-age ceremony. Then, they fought side by side 
against Iris in the capital of Kiehl. Although it had been their first time 
coordinating, their rhythm had been impeccable. And the standoff 
against the White Dragon Knights... Carmen couldn't help but smile as 
she recalled Eugene’s valiance. 


‘Certainly. It’s not surprising that Ciel is smitten with him, given how 
impressive he is.’ 


Chuckling softly, Carmen opened her room door. 


She was met with a sight she hadn't expected. The formidable, 
impressive Eugene Lionheart stood clad in a pristine white dress, 
surrounded by women. 


Chapter 348 
The Sea (1) 


While he naturally couldn’t be compared to Molon in that regard, 
Eugene also happened to be quite tall. 


It wasn’t simply a case of him appearing to be an ordinary person 
stretched lengthwise, either. Having gone through nonstop training 
from early childhood, Eugene’s body, which had developed according 
to the battle style he had adhered to from his previous life, was by no 
means thin. 


Although Gargith, who practically worshiped muscles, would criticize 
Eugene’s body whenever they met, in Eugene’s eyes, it was Gargith’s 
stupidly large muscles that were a waste of effort. In any case, Eugene 
was quite proud of the physical excellence of his own body. 


In other words, Eugene’s body was extremely manly. Even as a jest, it 
would be difficult to claim that he would look good in women’s 
clothing. 


His broad shoulders, his thick chest, and his bulging forearms... 
though Eugene had been born with an extremely handsome face that 
still had some traces of childishness to it, once that face of his was 
covered up with the help of a wig, all that was left was a vision of 
pure ugliness. 


Or at least, that was what Eugene wholeheartedly insisted. However, 
the others refused to accept Eugene’s opinion. But if that was all that 
there was to it, then it wouldn’t really matter to Eugene. No matter 
what Sienna, Kristina, or Anise might claim, Eugene was someone 
who could stick to his principles of disliking whatever it was he 
disliked. 


However, things were different this time. 


And it was all because of Ciel’s request. A spiteful and nasty request, 
at that... 


In fact, even if Eugene had refused her request, Ciel would have still 
kept Eugene’s secret to herself. After all, it wasn’t something to be 
spread around lightly. Even though she had threatened that she would 
tell her brother the truth, Ciel wasn’t someone who would truly do 
something like that. 


Eugene was also aware of this fact, but — even if that was the case — 
Eugene had still decided to accede to Ciel’s request. It was for Ciel’s 
sake because he wanted to make her feel better. Even if it was only by 
a small margin, Eugene decided to make a noble sacrifice. 


Even if it meant biting his tongue. 


Spells to change the color of one’s hair or eyes were actually quite 
simple. Spells that could make someone else’s senses perceive things 
differently also weren’t a challenging field of magic if it was to only 
alter ordinary people’s senses. 


However, any spell that completely transformed a person’s body in 
some way was very advanced magic. But for an Archwizard, it was 
definitely within their capabilities to reconstruct their own body and 
transform into a different appearance. 


But Eugene hadn’t reached that level just yet. Eugene could be said to 
have barely reached the Eighth Circle, which could be called the 
standard level of strength for an Archwizard, because of his Ring 
Flame Formula, which replaced a wizard’s Circles with his Stars and 
amplified their power. In addition, there was also Akasha’s support. 


Due to this, Eugene had felt a glimmer of hope. No matter how pretty 
his face was after make-up, or no matter how his hair was lengthened 
or covered up by a wig, if such a pretty face was located above his 
large, bulging muscles, in the end, wouldn’t that sight still be an 
unappealing one? 


However, those hopes were dashed by Sienna. After all, she didn’t 
need a complex spell like Polymorph that could completely change 
someone’s race and gender for something like this. 


Although, even for Sienna, it was impossible to do something like 
regenerate someone’s severed limbs. However, if it was just some 
physical reconstruction to the extent of slightly reducing his height 
and compressing his muscles to their limits, then... 


“This is...,” Sienna trailed off with an audible gulp. 


Even with magic, there were limits to what was physically possible, so 
Sienna could only make adjustments within the limits of what 
Eugene’s body could handle. It was also impossible for her to make 
breasts swell up where they simply didn’t exist. 


However... even if it was just this much... Sienna couldn’t help but 
admire her own skill in magic, as well as Eugene’s new looks. 


His height had been reduced to about Krisitna’s level. His thick 
muscles were also compressed to their limits. Even with that, with all 
of his clothes off, Eugene would still look rugged and fit, but when 
covered up by some clothes, the lines of his muscles couldn’t be seen, 
so there were no problems in that regard. 


“Tt’s even... better... than I expected...,” Sienna mumbled. 


Eugene’s sharp cheekbones and long, gray hair looked good above the 
pure white dress that Sienna had bought him yesterday as part of the 
joke. 


Sienna wasn’t the only one who thought so. Kristina and Anise felt 
their hearts pounding as they stared at Eugene with blank eyes. 


How beautiful... 


Their impression wasn’t just from an aesthetic point of view. After all, 
this was the noble Eugene Lionheart. This was a side of himself that 
he had never shown to anyone else before in his entire life, and he 
was obviously embarrassed to the extent that he could barely stand it, 
but the fact that he would still expose himself to them like this was 
making the Saints’ shared heart pound. 


“Are we... done now?” Eugene pleaded through gritted teeth, 
struggling to endure his shame. 


The sound of the voice that left his lips was so silvery that it even 
surprised him. 


“T think it would be better if we changed your hair color and eye 
color,” Ciel said as she examined Eugene’s appearance with a serious 
expression. “We’re planning on taking you with me as my maid, but 
wouldn’t it be too obvious who you were if you retained the Lionheart 
characteristics? If we’re going to dress you up as a woman, we should 
go all the way.” 


“Are you seriously planning on bringing me aboard the ship like this?” 
Eugene asked in disbelief. 


“Lady Sienna and Saint Rogeris have also agreed to disguise 
themselves as servants in order to board the ship,” Ciel countered. 


“What does that have to do with this?!” Eugene burst out. 


“What exactly don’t you understand?” Ciel responded calmly. “This 
way, we should be able to completely fool our enemies.” 


Eugene desperately pleaded, “But we don’t really need to dress me up 
as a woman to make them lower their guards. I could just wear a 
different, ordinary disguise. If that’s not enough, I could just hide in a 
wooden barrel—” 


“Didn’t you promise to listen to my request?” Ciel cut him off with a 
sly smile. 


Eugene ground his teeth as his mouth snapped shut. 


Fine, it was just as Ciel had said. If Eugene disguised himself as a 
maid, no one should be able to see through his identity. Although 
there was a risk that the magic disguising him might be unraveled 
when they arrived at the Solgarta Sea, if it meant that they would be 
able to reach their destination safely and get close enough to confront 
Iris, it would still prove useful. 


‘But if I get caught before that...,’ Eugene darkly thought. 


They were dead. 


Whoever it was, he would be sure to kill them. That was Eugene’s 
sincere conviction. He couldn’t allow this appearance of his to be seen 
by anyone else. 


Creak. 


As the door opened, time seemed to stop for Eugene. He turned to 
look at the opened door with an expression of horror on his face. 
Through the cracked-open doorway, he saw Carmen standing on the 
other side. 


There was silence. 


What on earth was this? Carmen couldn’t comprehend what she was 
seeing right now. There was a woman in a white dress, no... this was 
Eugene... Eugene Lionheart. Why was he dressed like this? 


“Ahem...,” Carmen cleared her throat awkwardly. 


She felt it would be a bad idea to ask him why he was dressed like 
this... 


Everyone had secrets that they wanted to hide. Carmen had never 
expected that Eugene Lionheart, the Blood Lion, Dragon Slayer, and 
Hero, would have such tastes, but... Carmen possessed a flexible 
outlook that could accept some measure of deviancy if it was only at 
this level. 


As such, without saying anything, Carmen decided to just take a step 
backward for now. 


Should she leave the door open? Or should she close it shut? For a 
short moment, Carmen pondered that question in her mind, but not a 
trace of her hesitation could be seen through her expression. In the 
end, Carmen moved to close the door with a calm expression. 


“Hold on,” Eugene called out. 


If he didn’t manage to clarify things in time, this misunderstanding 
might explode in size like a rolling snowball. Racing over, Eugene 
quickly stuck his foot in the shrinking gap between the doorway and 
grabbed Carmen’s wrist. 


“Tt’s... it’s okay. I understand,” Carmen said, trying to be 
understanding of Eugene’s feelings. 


She understands? What exactly was she understanding? 


“Hey, Lady Carmen, it’s not like that,” Eugene quickly denied. “I’m 
not wearing these clothes and having my appearance altered because I 
wanted it. Weren’t you here with us two days ago, Lady Carmen? In 
order to thoroughly deceive the Rakshasa Princess, I agreed—” 


Carmen interrupted, “You mean that wasn’t a joke? You’re seriously 
thinking of disguising yourself as a woman?” 


Eugene firmly nodded, “I need you to be clear on this, Lady Carmen, 
but I don’t have even the slightest interest in putting on this disguise. I 
truly didn’t want to do this, but... well... how should I put this...? I 
guess you could say I really had no choice but to do so... I-if it’s you, 
Lady Carmen, I trust you’ll understand my position.” 


He couldn’t give her even the flimsiest evidence to gain her trust, but 
even so, he couldn't possibly admit that he had promised to fulfill 
Ciel’s request in exchange for keeping something a secret. 


“Hmm...,” Carmen couldn’t ignore Eugene’s plea. 


Without asking too many questions, she just nodded her head. Eugene 
let out a sigh of relief as he released Carmen’s wrist. 


Only for Carmen to say, “It looks good on you.” 


Eugene’s face crumpled at her carefully offered compliment. 


Iris was having a dream. 


She had already given up on counting just how many times she’d had 
it, but it was always the same dream. 


When the dreams first started coming, they weren’t as frequent as 
now, but the interval between them had slowly been shrinking. What 
had been once a week only a short while ago had become once every 
four days, and now she dreamt the same dream almost every day. 


At first, she had suspected that Noir Giabella, that Queen of Sluts, 
might have been playing a trick on her. The last time they had met 
had been the territorial battle a few years ago. However, their 
relationship, no, their enmity, had yet to be severed. 


Iris knew that it wasn’t over yet. Even now, thinking about that defeat 
would cause her to grind her teeth in anger. 


Thinking back to that one-on-one territorial battle... could it have 
even been called a battle? Even Iris herself felt that considering it to 
be such was an act of excessive arrogance and self-delusion. The 
territorial battle hadn’t even been a fight. It had just been a one-sided 
massacre... 


As such, Iris had no intention of severing this enmity. She couldn’t 
possibly forget the grudge that was forged back then. 


After losing her territory in Helmuth, Iris had arrived here to these 
distant seas. Once she gained enough strength here, she would one 
day return to Helmuth and trample all over Noir Giabella. Iris wanted 
to tear that filthy Night Demon to shreds with her bare hands, and if 
Noir still managed to survive, Iris would turn her into a receptacle for 
all sorts of disgusting filth and make her beg to be killed... 


Noir Giabella should also be fully aware that Iris held such a deep 
malice towards her. That was why Iris couldn’t help but have such a 
misunderstanding at first. 


In Helmuth, Iris had been suppressed by all of the other demonfolk 
who lived there. This was because she stubbornly insisted on relying 
solely on dark elves for her subordinates. That was why, even though 
Iris had spent the last three hundred long years in Helmuth, she still 
hadn’t been able to build up as much power as the other high-ranking 


demonfolk who had survived the war. 


However, things were different here in the Southern Seas. After 
arriving at these Southern Seas, Iris had never once experienced 
failure. Instead, everything went her way — fate seemed to be smiling 
on Iris. It had only been two years since Iris had arrived at the 
Southern Seas, but the power she had accumulated over this short 
timespan was more than she had ever managed during her three 
hundred years in Helmuth. 


A single word from Iris could set hundreds of pirate fleets into motion. 
By mobilizing such an enormous force, she had captured numerous 
elves who had been trying to cross the seas to enter the Rainforest. 


It was all smooth sailing. 


That’s right, just like the literal meaning of those words, Iris seemed to 
be sailing smoothly into the future of her dreams. 


But news of such must have somehow reached Helmuth’s arrogant and 
filthy Queen of the Sluts. Iris had suspected that Noir may have 
decided it was better to impede Iris now before Iris’ preparations were 
completed than to wait until the all-out war that was sure to break out 
between them. After all, it was Noir Giabella’s specialty to put her 
victims through irresistible nightmares over and over again until their 
minds had completely collapsed. 


‘But it wasn’t true.’ 


Her suspicions had only lasted the first few times she had the dream. 
After having the same dream over and over again, Iris realized that 
this dream wasn’t a nightmare. No, in fact, Iris had known the truth 
from the moment that she had first experienced that dream. But at 
first, she still had some lingering suspicions that there might be some 
other scheme at foot. 


However, now she no longer had any doubts. 


Nightmares were painful, and as a rule, they made you want to wake 
up from them. The harmful nightmares used by the Night Demons 
would use different methods to try to wear down the mind and break 


the dreamer’s will. But Iris’ recurring dreams weren’t anything like 
that. 


Instead... they were sweet and nostalgic. She always had the same 
dream repeatedly, but Iris had never once thought it was boring. 


“Ahhhh...,” Iris sighed. 


Rather than being bored, she always found herself sad and 
disappointed whenever the dream ended. Waking up from the dream, 
Iris wiped the tears in the corners of her eyes. The dried tear marks on 
her cheeks pulled and stretched along with her facial expressions. 
After rubbing her cheeks with the back of her hands a few times, Iris 
immersed herself in the afterglow from her dreams. 


His huge back and his hand that gently embraced her own. It was 
hard to see because everything was covered up by a haze, but even 
through such a fog, she still managed to recognize the caring smile on 
his face. In the dream, he would then take the first step down a path, 
and she would follow him, trying to travel together with him. 


After taking a few steps forward, in mere moments, his huge back 
would suddenly recede into the distance, casting a long shadow 
behind him that would engulf ‘everyone’ there. That’s right, Iris wasn’t 
alone in the dream. Everyone... everyone was looking at the same 
back from behind and walking forward together. 


“Kamash, Sein, Oberon...,” Iris murmured the names of her long-dead 
siblings. 


A giant, a vampire, and beastman. They might all have belonged to 
different races, but they had definitely been siblings. 


“Hah...,” Iris let out another long sigh as she climbed out of bed. 
It was a strange dream. 


It was definitely nostalgic, as the dream brought back memories of the 
distant past. However, in Iris’ memories, a scene like that didn’t exist. 
Could it be that her nostalgia for the past was causing her to dream of 
memories that had never actually existed? 


‘No, that’s not it.’ 


She didn’t have any basis for it, but Iris was certain that this dream 
wasn’t an illusion created by her longing for the past. 


The ‘father’ walking ahead of them, leading all his children by the 
hand, was definitely the Demon King of Fury. The ones following him 
were all her siblings, as Iris remembered them. 


‘Father... ’ 


Iris recalled the Demon King of Fury, who had died three hundred 
years ago. Even though he was a Demon King, he was always 
extremely kind to his children. And until the very end, Iris still hadn’t 
been able to understand why she had been chosen as Fury’s child. 


This couldn’t be helped because Iris had the most humble background 
among all of Fury’s children. Kamash was the chieftain of the giants. 
Oberon was also the chieftain of the fallen beastfolk. Even Sein was 
the Lord of one of the largest vampire clans. 


Iris didn’t have such an impressive background. She had just been one 
elven ranger among many others, and there had been a considerable 
number of dark elves who had fallen alongside her. 


However, even among those other dark elves, the Demon King of Fury 
had chosen Iris. The Demon King of Fury hadn’t shown even a trace of 
hesitation when making that choice, and for the sake of strengthening 
his weakest daughter, he had personally given her her Demoneye. 


Iris stood in front of a mirror, wearing absolutely nothing. She saw her 
gray skin, long, pointed ears, white hair, and red eyes reflected in the 
mirror. 


All of these had been given to her by her father. While embracing her 
own body, Iris closed her eyes. 


Fate had smiled upon her and transformed into a huge tailwind that 
had blown Iris to this place. That’s right, all of this had to be fate. 


Iris reopened her eyes. Within them was the Demoneye of Darkness 
she had received from the Demon King of Fury three hundred years 
ago. Black shadows writhed within the pupils of her blood-red eyes. 


‘Father... ’ 
The end of the dream was always the same. 


Her father, who was the farthest ahead of them all, got down onto his 
knees. Before she could even approach her now stationary father, the 
world inside the dream was submerged in water. Thanks to that, 
everything was drowned in the water and washed away. Her father, 
Iris, her other siblings, everything. 


“Father, are you trying to show me something through this dream?” 
Iris murmured as she gently caressed her eyelid. 


She remembered when she had first started having this dream. 
It was when the Demon-Dragon Castle in Helmuth had fallen. 
When Jagon, who had killed and devoured Oberon, had died. 
It was from that moment onwards that the dreams had started. 


Iris muttered to herself, “As your only surviving child... are you trying 
to show me how to open up a path?” 


Kamash had died three hundred years ago. Sein and all of his 
bloodline had also died three hundred years ago. Among Fury’s 
children, the only ones who had survived the war were Iris and 
Oberon, and even Oberon was eventually devoured by his own son. 


Now that Oberon’s son had also died, the only remaining descendant 
of Fury was Iris. 


“Tf that is your will, father,” Iris said as she continued to caress her 
blood-red eyes with her fingertips. 


Then, even after having been led to the ocean for the first time in her 
life, Iris would make sure to sail to the end of the Southern Seas. 


To that sea full of mysteries, the Solgalta Sea. 


But for some unknown reason, Iris felt that this place was comfortable 
and welcoming as if this were her home. 


Chapter 349 
The Sea (2) 


In the vast Southern Seas, there existed a region that could be deemed 
the very edge of the sea. Mysterious and foreboding, these waters 
were unlike other parts of the Southern Sea — they were not warm 
but, instead, felt like perpetual winter. No snow descended upon its 
surface, and scarcely any wind whispered its secrets. The mere breath 
would frost upon exhaling, and water would freeze upon contact with 
the chilly air. And yet, despite the cold, ice floes and icebergs were 
rare. 


This place bore many names, such as the Sea of Death or the 
Unreachable Ocean. But to Iris, it was not unfamiliar. 


Seas like the Sea of Death or the Unreachable Ocean had not been rare 
three hundred years ago. Every ocean and land of the Realm of 
Helmuth had been filled with death and inaccessibility, a time when 
unexplained and incongruous phenomena were the norm. Modern 
Helmuth was no longer so, but such was the age three hundred years 
prior. 


Yet, this... feeling was different than mere familiarity. 


It was her first time visiting this ocean. Yet, it brought about a 
comfort and longing reminiscent of home, a warmth akin to a cradle. 
Even amidst the bone-chilling air, there was an odd warmth Iris felt. 


But why? 


Iris was a Dark Elf. Before her fall, she had been an Elven Ranger, 
hailing from a dense, verdant forest. Though she had seen the sea 
several times, this was her first time living upon its waves. 


Yet she still yearned for the sea... Wrapped in a heavy coat, Iris 
stepped out of her room. Due to the lack of wind, the sound of the 


waves was barely audible. But Iris' keen senses picked up the scent of 
salt in the frigid air — an aroma she wouldn't find in a forest. A smell 
she hadn't inhaled in over a year, yet it felt anciently familiar, a 
nostalgic fragrance that resonated deep within her. 


Taking a deep breath, she placed a large hat on her head. 


She had several reasons for venturing into the region of the Solgalta 
Sea. Firstly, it would serve as a base to defend against enemy raids. In 
the past, Iris and her pirate crew used uninhabited islands or simply 
roamed the sea. However, as their influence grew, they needed a solid 
base. 


Another reason was the rumor about “something” being submerged in 
the depths of the Solgalta Sea. There were many tales about what 
might lay in the depths of the Solgalta Sea, the most popular being the 
lair of a dragon. 


For centuries, such stories had excited many explorers, especially 
pirates. Countless treasure seekers and pirates ventured into these 
waters with hopes of extracting the dragon's hoard. Of course, most of 
them not only failed to retrieve the treasure but found themselves 
sinking, joining the depths of the Solgalta Sea. No one truly knew if 
the depths hid a dragon's lair and treasures, but by now, dozens of 
ships had found their watery graves there. 


Treasure? Of course, she wanted it. Especially if it was a dragon's 
hoard, which would be worth a fortune. Finding it would ensure a life 
free from financial concerns. 


Yet, the real reason Iris had come to these waters differed from such 
clear-cut reasons. Perhaps, at first, such reasons had attracted her... Or 
had they? Iris herself could not be certain. 


Clear evidence eluded her. She was uncertain as to even explain what 
she felt. Yet, deep within her heart, a thought lingered. Even if this sea 
wasn't unique, devoid of strategic importance or buried treasures, she 
felt she would have come here. 


Without any particular reason, she staunchly believed she would have 
eventually arrived and stayed upon these waters. From the moment 


she first heard its name to her journey here, the landscapes she 
witnessed, everything affirmed an inexplicable conviction to Iris. 


"Princess." A dark elf, who had served Iris for hundreds of years, 
approached as she produced a pipe from within her possessions and 
offered it to Iris. Noticing the remnant tears on Iris’ cheeks, the dark 
elf asked, "Have you dreamt again?" 


Feeling the gaze of the dark elf, Iris brushed her face once more before 
answering, "Yes.” 


"The dreams come more frequently now. Did you not dream just 
yesterday?" asked the dark elf. 


"I take it as a sign that I'm on the right path,” responded Iris. 


Drawing a pipe from her coat pocket, she placed it between her lips. 
The dark elf instinctively brought forth a flint and lit it for her. 


Biting on the pipe, Iris said, "Always the same dream... of my father 
and brothers. Perhaps the remnants of my father's Dark Power are 
guiding me." 


The meaning of the dream remained elusive. 


Iris took a long breath from the pipe, then asked, "How is the Wise 
Sienna?" 


"She's yet to break away from Lionheart of Kiehl,” responded the dark 
elf. 


"Hmph... Do you really think so? That dreadful wizard hasn't perished 
even after three hundred years. It seems age hasn’t mellowed her 
either," commented Iris scornfully. Rumors of Sienna's return had 
reached her ears. Wasn't it said she tried to submerge the entirety of 
the Royal Palace of Aroth? Iris recalled Sienna's visage from long ago, 
her face contorting in disdain. "Yet, she remained quiet right until she 
went into seclusion,” said Iris. 


"Well, times have changed in various ways since then," the dark elf 


said evenly. 
"Indeed, they have changed significantly," Iris agreed. 


The Hero Vermouth had made a pact with the Demon King of 
Incarceration three hundred years ago. But the present Hero, Eugene 
Lionheart, didn't seem intent on maintaining or continuing the legacy 
of his lineage. Even if he wished to, he couldn’t. The Demon King of 
Incarceration had already forewarned the end of their agreement. 


Three centuries had passed, and a new Hero had emerged. Still, two 
heroes from the era of war remained alive, and among them, the Wise 
Sienna — especially to Iris — was someone to be wary of. 


"That woman isn’t even an elf, yet she deludes herself into believing 
she is one. I can still clearly remember those glaring eyes and the 
bloody tears. It still haunts me,” Iris’ tone conveyed the severity of the 
matter. She continued, "It wasn't just the Calamitous Sienna. Every 
monster of that era was maddening and terrifying." 


They had been monsters led by Vermouth of Despair, including Hamel 
of Extermination, Sienna of Calamity, Molon of Terror, and Anise of 
Hell. 


The dark elf, who had survived that era alongside Iris, shivered after 
recalling encounters with those five monstrous beings. No matter how 
one looked at it, the survival of the dark elf and Iris seemed purely 
due to good fortune. 


The dark elf hesitated, then softly suggested, "Princess. Perhaps it's 
best if you hide? The sea is vast. Although the Calamitous Sienna has 
returned, she would not come here right away. So why don’t we just 
lie low for now and assess the situation?” 


"To abandon all that we have achieved?" Iris asked as if in thought. 


"They are but mere pirates. With Your Highness leading the Rebels of 
Fury, we possess the might to rebuild at any moment," the dark elf 
explained. 


"Perhaps you are right." Iris did not deny the truth of it. Even with a 


fleet of hundreds of pirate ships, they were just that — pirates. 
Numerically large, but not a formidable force. The true strength of this 
place lay with Iris, who possessed the Demoneye of Darkness, the dark 
elves who had grown in number over centuries serving her, and the 
beastfolk mercenaries who had joined after Jagon’s demise. 


Their lifespans were incomparably longer than humans. 


"I know not when the promised end spoken of by the Demon King of 
Incarceration will be... but with such a forewarning, a new era of war 
is on the horizon. When that time comes, the Calamitous Sienna will 
inevitably be drawn to Helmuth," Iris said, understanding what the 
dark elf meant while suggesting to stay low. If Iris remained hidden, 
Sienna would not venture into these waters. And so, for decades even, 
she might lie in wait— 


"No matter how powerful Sienna of Calamity is, she won't surpass the 
Demon King of Incarceration," Iris said confidently. 


Even with the presence of Vermouth of Despair, the continent had 
failed to defeat the Demon King of Incarceration. They now had a new 
champion in Eugene Lionheart, but could he truly compare to 
Vermouth? 


‘Not a chance,’ thought Iris as she exhaled a puff of smoke from her 
cigar. She had faced Eugene in battle. Though she hadn't used her full 
strength, she had gauged his level. He was no match for Vermouth. 


And it wasn't just Eugene. Even Carmen Lionheart, reputed to be the 
strongest of the Lionheart clan, had left an impression on Iris. She 
might have made a name for herself even three hundred years ago 
with her. But that was just it — only that much. The five monstrous 
humans, too, hadn't surpassed the Demon King of Incarceration. 
Would a hero inferior to Vermouth, even if he was wielding the Holy 
Sword, truly make it to the gates of Babel? 


‘Rumors have it that he's improved considerably... but still lacking.’ With 
these thoughts, Iris became acutely aware of her own position. She 
might be eyeing the seat of the Demon King, but she was not yet 
there. What did it mean to be the Demon King anyway? Amass enough 
power, hold vast territories, and have countless subordinates? 


Before she could think any further, a piercing pain suddenly shot 
through her eyes. Unconsciously, Iris clutched her eyelids, reeling 
from the discomfort. 


"Your Highness?" the dark elf called out in concern. 
"It's nothing," Iris said dismissively. 


This wasn't the first time. Recently, her eyes had been throbbing 
occasionally. And it wasn't just the pain. Every time this sudden pain 
struck, Iris' Demoneye beheld a place entirely different from where 
she currently was. 


It was no different this time as well. In a fleeting moment of pain, Iris 
glimpsed the depths of the sea within her eyes. There was a darkness 
as profound as the night, bubbling and boiling amidst the deep ocean's 
abyss. 


"Where are the dwarves?" asked Iris. Drawing her coat around her, Iris 
began to walk with the concerned dark elf trailing behind her. 


"They are at work. They should be surfacing soon," the dark elf replied 
immediately. 


"Are they being watched properly?" Iris inquired further. 


"Of course. Every time they descend, they are always accompanied by 
my guards. But it seems there have been no significant findings." 


While listening to the report, Iris blinked. Suddenly, a pitch-black 
darkness appeared before her, crafted by the power of the Demoneye 
of Darkness. She stepped into it, followed by the dark elf. The 
darkness created by the Demoneye was interconnected, forming 
passageways. As they entered, the scenery changed in an instant. A 
pirate ship was floating amidst the vast Solgalta Sea. The resting 
pirates immediately stood at attention upon her appearance. 


"You’ve arrived." The dark elves standing near the pirates approached 
Iris. She gave a slight nod in acknowledgment and then turned to look 
for the dwarves. "They seem to be faring well," Iris smirked, seeing the 
dwarves sitting in a corner of the deck. The dwarves were gasping for 


breath. 


The craftsmen had been abducted from Hammer Island during the last 
raid on Shimuin. Among them were the youngest and strongest 
dwarves. The dwarves trembled, their beards shaking as they stared at 
Iris. Then, a few voices could be heard from among them. 


"Do not taunt us... We've only been up for not even ten minutes.” 


"Even resilient dwarves like us have limits. At this rate, our bodies 
won't hold for long." 


Listening to the complaints, Iris taunted, "So? Shall we replace you 
with others? Shall I call upon your masters?" 


"That... Please, don’t. Let us rest a little... and we'll dive again," the 
young dwarves pleaded with tears in their eyes. 


Iris watched them silently for a moment, then chuckled, "Worry not. I 
have no intention of using the older dwarves, even if you were to 
perish." 


The dwarves had nothing to say to that. 
"So, any progress?" Iris asked, getting down to business. 


The dwarves hesitated to respond, a silence Iris found displeasing. Her 
eyes narrowed, and the darkness pooling around the dwarves began 
receding slowly. 


"What are you doing!?" The dwarves cried out in panic. The receding 
shadow was connected to the profound depths of the sea where their 
comrades were laboring in cumbersome, heavy diving suits, barely 
able to move. 


"It seems you lack a sense of urgency because of my leniency,” Iris 
whispered, her eyes narrowing further. To the dwarves, it was 
maddening and unbelievable. 


Her leniency? What in the world was she talking about? In the first place, 


she had abducted them and was ordering them about with such an 
impossible task. Finally, a dwarf cried, tears streaming down his 
bearded face, "Wh-what... what do you want from us!?" 


They had crafted the diving suit as instructed. It was designed to 
withstand the crushing depths, but it was, in truth, a creation 
unworthy of the proud craftsmanship of the dwarves. In any other 
circumstance, no amount of gold could convince them to proclaim 
such a creation 'finished.' 


Yet, in this dire moment, there was no time for the pride of 
craftsmanship. The makeshift suit's sole advantage was its reduced 
weight, but even then, only the sturdy race of the dwarves could 
handle it. A human would be immobilized in it. 


A dwarf couldn’t take it anymore and cried out in despair, "We've 
found the sunken ship as ordered, even readied it for recovery. Yet 
why do you cast us adrift in this dark abyss? What more do you 
want?" 


"Do you truly believe, even for a moment, that a dragon's hoard lies 
hidden beneath these waves?" another dwarf asked, trying to sound 
rational. 


"Such tales are tantalizing," Iris sneered, her gaze lost in the 
encroaching darkness as the shadows expanded around the dwarves, 
loosening their threatening grip on the pipes carrying the oxygen to 
the working dwarves. "Truth be told, I find that dragon hoard story 
hard to believe. A dragon's hoard? What are the chances?" 


"Then why, for the love of all, have you—" 


Iris interrupted before the dwarf could finish, "Whether it's a dragon's 
hoard or not, there is something down here. I'm certain of it." Iris 
tilted her head slightly. "And what might that be? I honestly have no 
idea. But, if you don't want to die, you will have to find it." 


"This is... this is madness...” the dwarves muttered in horror. 


But Iris was unfazed. "Oh, I am well aware of how cruel my words 
sound. The ocean is vast, and there are merely ten of you. And that's 


why your mentors are tirelessly hammering away, right?" With a 
wicked chuckle, Iris plunged her hand into the newfound darkness. A 
scream echoed as she pulled an elderly dwarf's head from the shadows 
before she continued in a threateningly quiet voice, "You were 
provided with all the materials needed. Is this all the craftsmanship 
the unsightly dwarf race, with nothing but their hammering skills, can 
manage?" 


She had expected a diving suit fit for anyone, not just a dwarf. 


"Is it that challenging?” Iris continued, enraged. “I even offered my 
own Dark Power to help. Simply infuse my Dark Power into the metal, 
then fashion the diving suit from it. Simple, right?" 


"Hu-humans are incredibly fragile. Perhaps if it were for a dark elf...," 
the elderly dwarf began explaining but was interrupted. 


"You expect me to thrust my subordinates into those fathomless 
depths? Why should I undertake such madness?" Iris asked. 


"Ve-very well, I understand. The design is ready, and a prototype is 
being made...” The elderly dwarf finally gave in, making no more 
excuses. 


"You have a week. Produce at least fifty suits within that time. Fail, 
and these young lads will have to shoulder the work meant for fifty." 
With those stern words, Iris pushed the elderly dwarf's head back into 
the darkness. Then, turning to the younger dwarves, she berated, 
"What are you all gawking at? Surely, you've rested long enough. Must 
I kick you back to work?" 


The dwarves staggered to their feet. As they donned the diving suits 
set aside, Iris snickered at their timid actions and mocked, "Worry not. 
I'll ensure you have plenty of ale, just as promised." 


On Larupa Island of Shimuin. 


When Gondor Ironhammer entered the Lionheart mansion, his eyes 
widened in surprise. Before him stood barrels upon barrels, each one 


seemingly filled to the brim. He stared at them for a moment, trying 
to make sense of the sight. 


"What in the world is this?" Gondor asked, genuinely not able to 
comprehend the situation before him. 


He had indeed entered the mansion of Lionheart as desired. While he 
had hoped to visit the main house of the Lionheart clan in Kiehl and 
perhaps even see its treasure vault, that could wait for another time. 


No, but in the first place, if the actual Eugene Lionheart resided in this 
mansion, there would be no need to journey to distant Kiehl. After all, 
how many artifacts did he possess? 


"It's ale," Sienna responded while knocking on one of the oak barrels 
with a grin. "A bit of hush money." 


"Hush... what?" Gondor asked, sure he had misheard the lady. 


"Silencing gold. Not enough? If you wish, I can offer more ale," Sienna 
elaborated further. 


"No... I don't quite...," Gondor hesitated to reply. 


"Didn't Carmen inform you in advance? Our presence in this mansion 
must remain a secret," said Sienna. 


Gondor nodded, saying, "I did sign a confidentiality agreement...” 


"Not just that, there will be a magical contract too. But a contract 
alone feels rather impersonal, don't you think?" Sienna cleared her 
throat, stopping herself from uttering a potentially derogatory 
statement. "Dwarf. Although we brought you here because of your 
earnest wish, I, the Wise Sienna, am not so heartless as to forcibly try 
and shut your mouth. Thus, I prepared this." 


The price for his silence was ale, carefully chosen by Anise, even if 
reluctantly. 


"Surely, this much ale will keep you silent?" asked Sienna. 


The dwarf didn’t know how to respond. 


"Why so quiet? Surely, this isn't insufficient for you? Such a greedy 
dwarf!" Sienna crossed her arms while staring at the Gondor, who 
remained silent. 


"Lady Sienna, it seems he dislikes the ale," Eugene, who had been 
quietly standing beside them, voiced his concern, fearing the "Wise 
Sienna" might be labeled a fierce bigot among the dwarves. 


"Nonsense! There isn't a dwarf alive who dislikes ale. Even three 
hundred years ago, they'd work for a mere mug of it instead of gold," 
Sienna dismissed Eugene’s suggestion as if it was the most obvious 
thing to do. She shot Eugene a glance, questioning his knowledge. 
However, in Eugene's opinion, Sienna's perception was problematic. 
Raised among elves, she had inherited the widespread elven prejudice 
against dwarves. In the times of Helmuth three hundred years ago, 
gold wasn't as valued as it was now. Back then, items like drinkable 
spirits, food, and tools were more treasured. 


"What exactly do you think of dwarves?" Angered by the deep-rooted 
prejudiced remark, Gondor questioned Sienna fiercely. 


In an era long gone, who would utter such antiquated words? Had it 
been another human, he might have struck the speaker down at 
once... 


But Sienna could not comprehend Gondor's anger. From the start, she 
wasn't even aware that her words bore the weight of racial prejudice, 
thus remarking further, "Dwarves will be dwarves, after all...” 


When she was young, her elder brother, Signard, often regaled her 
with ancient tales of the elven kind. In these stories, the dwarves were 
more frequently referred to not by their name but by derogatory 
terms, like smelly, shorty poopbags. 


However, Sienna refrained from using such names. To her, a dwarf 
was just a dwarf. And this alone made her believe that she was quite 
progressive in terms of racial equality. 


"To think that such words would come from the Wise Sienna! You're 


offering me a ton of ale to keep a secret? Are you suggesting that the 
beer pouring into my mouth weighs more than a contract I personally 
penned and stamped?" Gondor shouted, unable to control his anger. 


"Oh, come on, don't twist my words. I trust the contract, of course, but 
I thought adding the ale you love would be a nice touch,” retorted 
Sienna. 


"Well, then—" Gondor began, 

Only to be interrupted as Sienna's eyes narrowed, "Don't you want it?" 
Gondor just stared at Sienna, trying to control his rage. 

"Don't you?" Sienna asked dangerously. 


Under the gaze of the legendary Archwizard, Gondor trembled before 
responding, "It's a thoughtful gift." 


"Hmm." Sienna continued to look at Gondor. 


Gondor gulped, then continued, "Perfectly suited for a dwarf's taste... 
I'm grateful. Thank you." 


The task of expressing racial indignation seemed too perilous under 
the intensity of Sienna’s gaze. Moreover, his desire for the artifacts of 
the Lionheart clan was too overwhelming. 


Finally, Gondor mustered a weak smile. In return, Sienna flashed a 
triumphant grin at Eugene. 


That’s when Eugene acknowledged something inside his heart. 


This ill-tempered woman was hailed as the Wise Sienna only because 
she had penned it herself in a fairy tale. 


Chapter 350 
The Sea (3) 


There was no reason for Eugene to avoid a meeting with Gondor. 
While Eugene knew well that Vermouth's artifacts didn't necessarily 
require any maintenance, there was no harm in giving it a look-over. 


At the moment, Eugene possessed the Annihilation Hammer and the 
Demon Spear among the arsenal of the Demon Kings. Neither of these 
weapons harbored the remnants of the Demon Kings’ essence, as was 
Carmen's concern. Any residual power had been completely 
obliterated during the incident with Eward, and the current powers of 
the Annihilation Hammer and Demon Spear were now manifested by 
Eugene's own mana. 


At first, Eugene had not paid much attention to such matters. But after 
hearing about Vermouth from Raizakia, it was hard not to feel uneasy. 


'The Moonlight Sword,' Eugene’s thoughts drifted back to this weapon. 


It was a blade whose true nature remained a mystery even three 
hundred years ago. But now he knew its identity. The destruction 
wrought by the Moonlight Sword's glow was, in actuality, the Power 
of Destruction. Thus, the Moonlight Sword was, like the Demon Spear 
and Annihilation Hammer, a tool of the Demon King. 


To wield such weapons, one needed the blood of Vermouth, the blood 
of the Lionhearts. While not everything was clear, this much was 
certain. Vermouth's existence was intertwined with the Demon King's. 
Ironically, however, Eugene could still wield the Holy Sword. Yet, the 
God of Light did not particularly strike him as a benevolent deity. 


"Ah, ah ah...," Gondor was speechless from the excitement. 


His eyes trembled with astonishment as he beheld the array of 
weapons Eugene always kept in his cloak. 


"What in the world is this?" Gondor asked. 


Among the many weapons, the Moonlight Sword — a blade broken 
mid-length — truly captured Gondor's gaze. Gondor tilted his head 
while eyeing the Moonlight Sword intently. 


"It couldn't have been like that from the beginning,” commented 
Gondor. 


"It broke,” Eugene responded simply. 
"Do you want me to fix it?" asked Gondor. 
"No, it can't be repaired," Eugene said with a shrug. 


Such words were a slight to a dwarf's pride, especially one of a 
blacksmith lineage. With a snort, Gondor pointed to the Moonlight 
Sword, "It does look of unique make. But there isn't a weapon in this 
world that a dwarf can't mend." 


"I told you it can't be fixed,” repeated Eugene. 


"I don't understand why you're so certain. Let's take a closer look." 
Gondor remained stubborn and reached for the Moonlight Sword. 


For a moment, Eugene wondered if he should just allow the dwarf to 
touch it, but at the last second, Eugene changed his mind. 


"Touch it, and you die,” Eugene said, grabbing Gondor's shoulder as a 
warning. Taken aback by such an extreme statement, Gondor looked 
at Eugene in surprise when he further explained, "Don't 
misunderstand. It's not that I'll kill you. The sword will." 


"What do you mean...?" asked Gondor, shakily. 


"It's a cursed blade that no one but me can wield." Eugene’s reply left 
no room for questions. 


While there might have been a touch of exaggeration, it wasn't 


entirely untrue. 


Holding the Moonlight Sword in one's hand tainted the mind. Even 
Hamel and Molon were driven mad three centuries ago, their minds 
wavering merely from briefly grasping the Moonlight Sword. Then 
what would happen if a dwarf, obviously of lesser mental fortitude, 
were to hold it? Their psyche might shatter entirely, rendering them 
senseless. Was such a state any different from death? 


A deep sigh escaped Eugene’s lips as he warned again, “Likewise, 
don’t even think about touching the other weapons of the Demon 
King.” 


"But Lady Carmen asked for a thorough examination of the Demon 
Kings’ weapons,” came Gondor’s retort. 


“Just tell her what she wants to hear. There was no issue, was there?” 
responded Eugene. 


Despite often being incomprehensible in all her actions, Carmen was 
truly a noble soul. She had insisted on bringing Gondor out of concern 
that Eugene might be adversely affected by the artifacts of the Demon 
Kings. 


Eugene knew all too well just how horrifying and relentless the 
Demon Kings were. They were entities that, no matter how thoroughly 
killed, refused to truly perish. Eward’s descent into madness had been 
partly due to the remnants of the Demon Kings that lingered in the 
Annihilation Hammer. 


Gondor stayed quiet as he contemplated Eugene’s words. 


A somber expression crossed Eugene’s face as he recalled that time. 
The remnants of the Demon King controlling Eward had been 
obsessively fixated on the blood of the Lionheart lineage. From this, 
one could infer that the influence of this blood was undeniable. 


Eugene was perpetually on guard against this. He remained on guard 
and conscious of himself. Moreover, he sought frequent validation 
from Kristina and Anise as well. Even after using the Annihilation 
Hammer, the Demon Spear, and the Moonlight Sword multiple times, 


nothing seemed amiss. Eugene remained unscathed. 


After a slight pause, Gondor said, "Hmm, can't be helped then. I might 
be curious, but I don't wish for madness." With a slightly disappointed 
look, Gondor turned to Eugene, “That ring, it looks ancient and 
unique. Is it another cursed item that none but you can handle?" 


"No. I just didn't see a need to flaunt it, so I kept it on,” answered 
Eugene. 


“Hmm, it doesn’t look all that appealing after losing its luster. Give it 
here. I'll make it shine for you,” Gondor suggested. 


There was no particular reason to refuse. Eugene removed the 
Agaroth’s Ring from his left ring finger and set it beside the weapons. 
Gondor, however, initially ignored the ring, instead picking up 
Wynnyd first. 


"Storm Sword Wynnyd... Ah, it's truly a masterpiece...!” commented 
Gondor. 


[Hamel, this dwarf does have an eye for beauty,] Tempest remarked 
with satisfaction. 


Eugene observed Gondor with a skeptical look. The dwarf donned a 
thick pair of glasses, adjusting various lenses to meticulously inspect 
Wynnyd. 


"Is there any need for repair?" asked Eugene. 


"A bit of polishing wouldn’t hurt... My greed calls me to tinker here 
and there, but that could be disastrous. Such relics can backfire if 
carelessly tampered with,” said Gondor as he observed Wynnyd from 
different angles. 


“Backfire?” Eugene asked, taken aback. 


"To put it bluntly, one might lose the abilities originally imbued in it. 
You’re a wizard too, aren’t you, Mister Eugene? Objects passed down 
from the Lionheart clan... no, the Great Vermouth, are exceptionally 


special," Gondor explained. 


Weapons bestowed with magic were commonly known as artifacts. 
Yet, the term artifact originally referred to items not from this age but 
from ancient civilizations. Among those, the term artifact specially 
referred to relics endowed with magical capabilities. 


“These objects are all genuine artifacts. They cannot be reproduced 
with the magic and technology of this age. Thus, they must be 
handled with the utmost care,” Gondor advised. 


“Hmm...” Upon hearing Gondor’s words, Eugene gave the matter 
some thought before speaking to Tempest. 


‘Come to think of it, since when has Wynnyd existed?’ 
[I do not know,] Tempest’s answer was surprising. 
“You don’t? You really don’t know?’ Eugene was genuinely baffled. 


Tempest explained, [My connection with Wynnyd began when 
Vermouth first held it. I have no memories before that.] 


‘How does that make sense? Wynnyd must have existed before Vermouth 
held it, right?’ Eugene’s questions weren’t baseless. 


[Of course, it must have. But as to when exactly Wynnyd came into 
being, I cannot say.] Tempest’s answer was far from satisfactory. 


Eugene found these words puzzling. Seeing his confusion, Tempest 
elaborated in a calm tone, [Hamel, spirits are near-immortal beings, 
yet they are not truly eternal. Death comes to all existences, sooner or 
later. ] 


‘What happens when a spirit dies? Do they vanish?’ Eugene queried. 


[We do not vanish. We simply cycle. If they possess self-awareness, 
even the grandest Spirit King will eventually see themselves wear 
away. And that erosion inevitably leads to madness.] Tempest paused 
for a moment. [The essence of a spirit is purity. A wind spirit is a pure 


wind, and a flame spirit is a pure flame. To such beings, madness is an 
impurity. The death of a spirit occurs when impurities infiltrate. They 
shatter their own identity to purify themselves. ] 


‘It’s like suicide,’ Eugene couldn’t help voicing this thought. 


But Tempest wasn’t angered. [You’re not wrong. All spirits exist in this 
manner. I am the current Wind Spirit King. However, I am not the 
first, and I do not know how many have been before me. What is clear 
is that the previous Spirit King was caught in the cycle, and then I 
became the new Spirit King. From my perspective, my connection 
with Wynnyd began three hundred years ago. ] 


Eugene recalled his past life. Vermouth had already possessed Wynnyd 
when he first met Hamel. 


Tempest continued, [Wynnyd lay dormant in the snowy lands ruled by 
the Bayar Tribe. Why it was there, I do not know.] 


“You wouldn’t know how that bastard Vermouth found it either, would 
you?’ Eugene asked. 


[Of course not,] Tempest affirmed confidently. 


It wasn’t just Wynnyd that left Eugene curious. Rather, all of the 
weapons that had belonged to Vermouth, the ancient artifacts, were 
the same. 


—wWhat sort of ruins are these? 
—Ancient ruins. 


—Do you think I asked you because I didn’t know that? How did you 
discover this place? 


—The Holy Sword revealed it. The God of Light decreed that the weapon 
slumbering here would aid in saving the world. 


—Ah! The God of Light has not forsaken us. Truly, Sir Vermouth is 
blessed! 


It was a conversation that seemed trivial in his past life. But thinking 
about it now, it felt eerily peculiar. 


Eugene was also wielding the Holy Sword proficiently, but he had 
never heard the voice of the God of Light from it. In the end, the 
revelations he had received were influenced by Anise, who had 
become an angel, and the message that Kristina had heard was also 
passed on by Anise. 


—TI merely became a messenger, but the revelation is not false. The God of 
Light might not be omnipotent as you or others might think, but He does 
indeed exist. He just cannot directly interfere in this world. Anise said 
these words to Kristina while explaining her and the God of Light’s 
existence. 


Eugene was aware of the story Anise had shared with Kristina. 
Nonetheless, the God of Light did indeed exist and had intentions for 
the world. 


Perhaps three hundred years ago, the God of Light had given 
Vermouth a revelation, informing him of the whereabouts of weapons 
that would help in the fight against the Demon Kings. 


"Hmm...” 


While Eugene was deep in thought, Gondor had inspected several 
weapons and then picked up the ring. To the naked eye, it seemed like 
a valueless, worn antique. Yet, Gondor examined it closely before 
exclaiming in admiration. 


"This is an ancient artifact. I can't be sure, but it seems to be from an 
era similar to the other relics of the Great Vermouth,” commented 


Gondor. 


"It's said to possess the miracle of a god from ancient times,” said 
Eugene. 


"Hmm, so it's a divine artifact, just like the Holy Sword?" asked 
Gondor. 


"It doesn’t glow like the Holy Sword, though,” responded Eugene. 


The power within the Ring of Agaroth was cruel and straightforward 
compared to the Holy Sword. This ring drained the life of its owner, 
stealing their future. It could resurrect a body meant for death 
multiple times over to fight. 


"Do you know which god's divine artifact it is?" asked Gondor. 
"Agaroth," Eugene answered, not expecting much. 


"The God of War!" Gondor chuckled as he examined the inside of the 
ring. 


"How did you know?" Eugene asked, surprised. 


"Mister Eugene, like Lady Sienna, do you also think dwarves are an 
ignorant race, only good for hammering?" accused Gondor. 


"Well... not exactly." Eugene couldn't deny that he had somewhat 
thought so. 


Gondor squinted at Eugene's awkward expression. "To think even a 
human would have such an opinion of us...! Listen, Mister Eugene. 
Dwarves are a refined and intellectual race. We possess vast 
knowledge, especially in ancient languages and history,” said Gondor. 


"Is that so?" Eugene said dryly. 


"Indeed! Dwarves are artisans who hammer metal, miners who swing 
pickaxes, and excavators," Gondor said assertively while shaking the 


ring. "In particular, in the southern islands, where Hammer Island is 
located, there are several legends about Agaroth." 


Eugene had benefited from that worn-out ring several times, 
especially during his battle with Raizakia. Without the Ring of 
Agaroth, he would have perished long ago. 


Before that, he had received help at... the Fount of Light and also 
when battling against Gavid Lindman. Each time, it was when he 
invoked the Light of the Holy Sword. The Ring of Agaroth had run 
rampant and amplified Eugene’s holy power. 


He had received assistance several times, yet any knowledge about 
Agaroth, the supposed master of the ring, remained elusive. It was 
Ariartel who had given the ring to Eugene. She had spoken of ancient 
times, eras so distant that even dragons, who lived for eons, could not 
recall. She had spoken of a time of legends when the God of Light and 
others truly existed. 


Would a god from that age still be alive now? 


It was uncertain if death could even touch a deity, but there was no 
nation on the current continent that worshiped the War God Agaroth. 
From Gondor's tales, it appeared that even the islands of the southern 
seas did not retain their faith in Agaroth. 


"If only the farthest islands of the Southern Seas remember him, I 
wonder how he got such a grandiose title as the 'God of War'?" Eugene 
scoffed while glancing at Agaroth's Ring. 


Hearing this, Gondor looked at Eugene with a mix of disdain and pity, 
shaking his head, "This place might be a sea now, but in ancient times, 
it wasn't." 


"What nonsense is that?" Eugene exclaimed. 


"It means that with the passage of eons, what was not a sea became 
one," said Gondor. 


"You're saying that this vast sea was once land, what, hundreds... no, 
thousands of years ago? Where did all this water come from then?" 


questioned Eugene. 
"Perhaps a great flood—" Gondor’s suggestion was rudely interrupted. 


"Oh, come on...... ” Eugene decided Gondor's words weren't worth 
hearing. 


Insulted, Gondor shuddered and spat, "There are tales of a deluge from 
the Distant Seas!" 


"What's that about?" Eugene asked, annoyed. 


"The End of the Southern Sea! You know that the world is round, 
right?" Gondor asked. 


"Of course, I know that," Eugene said, irritated. 


"But, you see, no one has confirmed whether the ends of the north and 
the south truly connect,” continued Gondor. 


In the Northern Kingdom of Ruhr — at its northernmost point lay 
Raguyaran, a barren land where one should not venture. It was known 
as the End of the World. 


—Climb Lehainjar. 
—Look upon Raguyaran. 


—Guard against what comes from that End. 


In the dead of night, the Nur rose from Raguyaran. The Nur walked 
the vast expanse, crossing Lehainjar. The sleepless children were 
devoured by the Nur. 


Molon stood guard, ensuring that the End did not encroach. 


"The end of the Southern Sea, the Distant Seas... no one knows what 
lies there. Throughout history, countless explorers have ventured 
beyond the Southern Seas to step onto the frozen northern lands, but 
none have ever succeeded,” said Gondor. 


Three centuries past, a question had once been posed to Molon: had 
he ever beheld Raguyaran? 


—It was a vast land. A terrain where the skies were ablaze in wrath. There 
was no sun, no moon, and no stars. The sky was a murky shade akin to 
soil-trodden snow, and it stretched endlessly. Standing atop the highest 
peak of Lehainjar, I could glimpse the Distant Sea from the edge of 
Raguyaran — a frozen expanse of ocean. There was no Nur. No one lived 
there, and no one could survive. 


Eugene, alongside Anise, Kristina, and Molon, had gazed upon 
Raguyaran. Truly, it had been a land devoid of life: grey earth, grey 
skies, and grey air. All was of that hue, void and barren. In this eerie 
and foreboding space, the only presence was the corpses of the many 
Nur, discarded by Molon. 


After slaying Iris, Eugene would go see Molon with Sienna. Eugene 
recalled Molon’s smiling face as he saw them off. 


"A tale from antiquity," Gondor interjected with a cough. "An era of 
myth, where gods were believed real. Such bygone days have passed, 
have they not? What became of the prosperous civilizations? Buried 
deep within the earth or submerged beneath the sea. Merely traces of 
them remain." 


Eugene stayed deep in thought, listening to Gondor’s words. 


"Evidence suggests that long ago, the Southern Sea was once land. 
While the fate of other civilizations remains unknown, one that 
existed in this sea met its end by being submerged,” said Gondor. 


"Are you saying that waters from the far Distant Seas flooded in to 


create the Southern Seas?" asked Eugene. 


Eugene shook his head while considering the many apocalyptic 
theories related to the ancient era. But he couldn’t help finding 
Gondor’s words somewhat plausible when he connected them to the 
edge of the world. 


"Enough of these uncertain tales. Do you have more knowledge about 
Agaroth?" asked Eugene. 


"There's a legend of Agaroth's sacred ground somewhere in the 
Southern Sea,” responded Gondor. 


"Below the sea?" Eugene inquired. 


"It could be hidden on an undiscovered island...” Gondor suggested 
vaguely. 


"So, nothing certain then?" Eugene sounded disappointed. 


"That's how legends tend to be!" Gondor grumbled while waving 
Agaroth's Ring. 


Eugene scoffed before taking a seat. 


"Then, polish that ring so it shines. Whether Agaroth is dead or alive, 
if you take care of his treasure, he might be pleased enough to reveal 
the sacred ground,” said Eugene. 


"What do you even think gods are?” Gondor questioned curiously. 


"Beings whose existence is uncertain. While the world goes to hell, 
they only watch from their lofty perches like spectators," Eugene 
retorted. 


"Unbecoming words from the Hero...” A bit startled, Gondor set down 
his bag. Swift movements of his stout arms transformed the empty 
space into a respectable workshop. "Well, let's start with the 
polishing." 


"Will it take long?" Eugene asked. 


"Only as much as sharpening a blade. Shouldn't be too time- 
consuming," Gondor commented. 


"Hurry then. There's another favor I wish to ask," said Eugene. 
"Favor?" Gondor looked up, puzzled. 


Rather than explain, Eugene decided to show the dwarf. He pulled an 
item from beneath his cloak and tossed it before Gondor. 


Gondor's eyes widened in astonishment when he saw the dragon 
scales. 


